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Acknowledgments

I first wrote Aldean Chronicles, in the hopes to witness to nonbelievers. It was first a Science 

Fiction/ Fantasy book, called Legends Of Aldea, but Legends Of Aldea lacked storyline portions. 

That is why; I created Aldean Chronicles, an Anime Short Story Series. Aldean Chronicles fills 

in the gaps of Legends Of Aldea. Aldean Chronicles is about Angels, Demons and Elves. 

Tolkien introduced us to the Elves and Middle-Earth; Aldean Chronicles introduces us to a 

unique race of Elves. 

Volume One Introduction:

Throughout space and time, Angels and Demons have fought since Creation. While Earth is still 

young and not even under the control of the Roman Empire yet, the intergalactic struggle still 

rages elsewhere. In the M'nar Galaxy, on the planet of Aldea, the struggle between good and evil 

has heated up. A Holy war has started between the Aldeans (an Elf race), and the Shi'ado (very 

powerful Dragon-like demons; that are bent on the conquest of the universe). As the forces of 

good are being wiped out, a flicker of light has appeared on the Relon Continent, which will 

ultimately change the course of the future...
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Aldean Chronicles

Episode 1, Part 1

“Demons And The World Of Elves”

By: Gabriel McKnight

Edited By: Succorelle And UC Pseudonym

Prologue:

All was dark outside the gates of heaven. Emptiness and silence enshrouded all, as it had for 

eternity... that calm was about to be shattered. The only light came from behind the closed gates 

to paradise. Light streamed through its cracks and fell upon and a score of figures floating 

outside the great door. Silhouetted against the door, shadowed by the light, was another line of 

floating figures.

       “You dare cast me out?” Lucifer cried, eyes blazing at the angels in front of the gate. The 

paradise on the other side was his realm; the great throne there should rightfully be his. What 

right did they have to stand in his way?

                   “You are a traitor,” replied the archangel Michael calmly. “You and your seditionists 

are banished from Heaven for all eternity. Leave at once.” 

                           With a soft hiss, Lucifer turned and flew off. Red flames exploded around him, 

and then he flew away at startling speed, leaving a howling noise behind him and dying red fires. 

The Angels by the gate did not move, but the fallen angels flinched. Most of them followed him, 

blazing down toward the watery depths that would be earth. Five of them paused. They slowly 

exchanged glances and then turned back to the gate.

                                       “Please, please let us in!” they begged. “We repent! Let us serve God 

once again!”

                                                   Michael stood firm. “As it has been decreed, so it shall be. I 

repeat, leave at once; I do not wish to harm you.”

                                                                    Screeching in anguish, the demons flew off into the 

void. They knew not what fate had in store for them, but they had been embittered and darkened. 

The seeds that had brought about their original rebellion grew into a seed of new desire: to 

become strong and conquer their Creator’s planet.
Chapter 1: M’nar Galaxy, Uninhabited Planet (Present Day Aldea); Year: 40 Billion B.C.

                                                                                                             The world was a fiery lake of molten 

lava. Volcanoes shot fire into the sky and deep beneath the surface earthquakes tore the crust 

asunder. Five winged humanoids stood on a tall cliff, overlooking the destructive forces below 

them. Their journey to this point had been long and bitter; they had traveled as one without plan 

or strategy. This world was still young and undeveloped.

                                                                                           “What are we to do?” asked one.

                                                                                                         “We will grow stronger,” the 

tallest of the group answered steadily.  “Millennia from now, we may return and destroy Lucifer 

for what he has done to us.”

                                                                                                               “And how do you suggest 

we do that?” another demanded.

                                                                                                                         “Simple,” Crien told 

them, “God provided us with this planet. All we need to do is shape and develop it. Given time, 

this world may develop into a place of power that could create an army capable of challenging 

even Lucifer. We have all the time in the universe.” There was a long pause following his words, 

and then as one the demons agreed.
200 Years Later

                                                                                                                                                                              Crien 

yawned lazily as he surveyed the forest around him. The day was warm and sunny; a cool breeze 

caressed his scales. He lay on a log in a forest clearing, enjoying the wonderful weather. The 

yellow sun shown high through the clouds and gave the air a lethargic feel. A century ago, the 

demons had discovered that this new planet mutated their genes, robbing them of any true being. 

But with this loss came a gift: they could transform at will.

For the moment he was resting in the form of a lizard. The others had become birds, horses, goats and even deer. At first it was just them, but due to their shape shifting, hundreds of 

creatures had appeared on the planet. It was not the world that would have been known as Earth, 

but Crien was beginning to believe it was even better.

        The planet was many times the size of Earth. It was Earth-like, due to the Demon’s 

cultivation of the planet. After the molten phase, the planet had developed four rings. Eventually 

they had identified these as the cause of their mutation, but none of them saw any reason to 

change them. Orbiting the planet were nine moons; each of them had a breathable atmosphere; 

but no life forms.

                           Something in the atmosphere changed on a level even his lizard form could 

sense, and he looked about himself in confusion. Whatever it was, it was wrong. His body 

screamed in panic, his instincts trying to override instinct and force him to run. He firmly 

clamped down on these, but couldn’t escape a stench that was growing, and a shadow the 

abruptly covered him. Looking into the sky, he saw an incredibly large form momentarily 

blocking the sun. It spiraled down to where Crien lay, and he finally could see it in full.

                                       A huge flying lizard... a dragon! he realized. It finally landed directly 

beside him, sending wind blowing past him. The dragon was seventy feet tall and covered with 

silver-green scales and a white mane. The dragon stared at him for a moment and did nothing. 

Moments later it began to transform: the body shrank, claws grew into hands, the snout formed 

into a humanoid face, the wings shrank and became feathery, the scales disappeared, to be 

replaced with pale, ashen skin.

                                             Rahlen, the demon, stood before him. Closing his eyes, Crien 

shape-shifted as well. His skin tingled as his body assumed the form the demons commonly 

took. When he opened his eyes he was looking eye to eye with Rahlen. “What is it?

                                                              The pale Demon paused before replying. “Daruun is back 

from Earth. He has found the perfect life form for our experiments.”

                                                                               “What is it?” Crien had been most eager about 

this mission, but not thought it wise to go himself. It had been a long time, and he was very 

interested in the results. “Daruun discovered a place known as Middle Earth. He studied a 

species known as Elves for centuries, shape shifting as one of them and exploring their 

potential. We have already spoken together, and all the others agree that they are the ideal 

species to serve us.”

                                                                                           The expression on Crien’s face shifted 

to a somber frown. “What do you mean, serve us?” he asked suspiciously. Rahlen merely 

laughed.

                                                                                                   “You were always the idealist! 

We, as the Dragons, are the Gods of this world. To be Gods, we must have people to serve us. 

Those are the Elves.”

                                                                                                                 “That was never the 

plan!” Crien insisted. “I will not be part of this!”

                                                                                                                              “We assumed as 

much,” Rahlen smirked. “That is why I have been given permission to get rid of you.”

                                                                                                                                             Sensing 

something was wrong, Crien began to prepare to teleport away; surely some of the others would 

be more reasonable. He was nearly finished, but his entire body began to grown numb and his 

spell faltered. When he looked down he gasped: he was slowly turning to stone! As the cold 

lifelessness worked its way up his neck, he closed his eyes and prepared for the inevitable. All 

he could see was darkness, and then his soul fell into oblivion.
Chapter 2: Aldea; Year 97241 B.C.

The cave’s walls flickered in the dim light that was emitted by the torch. It was carried by a man 

with long black hair, blue-green eyes, and pointed ears. A long brown cloak obscured most of 

his body. In his other hand he wielded a scimitar. His weapon was made entirely out of a gold 

metal, and on the pommel of his sword a yellow-white jewel gleamed brightly.

          He walked down the long dark hallway, his eyes continually scanning over the Aldean 

text on the walls. Ahead of him, the hallway came to an abrupt end.  A stone statue of a clawed 

Demon stood in the center of the pathway, frozen as if it had been just about to move. Text had 

been crudely scratched into the ground before the statue, and the man glanced down and read 

aloud.

               “Here lies the Fallen Angel Crien, asleep for all time for the betrayal of his brethren.” 

The man paused, staring into the unseeing eyes of the statue, then nodded, as if in agreement 

with himself. “It is time for you to wake up, Crien.” Replacing his scimitar in its sheath, he 

placed his hand over the demon’s heart. Yellow energy began to pulse from his body. At first it 

seemed as thought the statue was unaffected, but slowly it began to glow as well. This light 

grew in intensity until it abruptly exploded in a flash of white.

A Few Seconds Later

                                         Something called him from the darkness. Crien opened his eyes and 

discovered a man standing before him; he was not a demon, but also nothing Crien recognized. 

His ears were slightly pointed and though he looked normal, Crien felt there was something 

unusual about him. He tried to speak, but his parched throat couldn’t put words together.

                                                      “Where am I?” Crien finally rasped. For a moment the figure 

watched him, then smiled warmly.

                                                                      “Welcome, Crien. Welcome to the planet of Aldea 

in the year 97241 B.C. You have been entombed and enchanted with an endless sleep... an 

endless sleep I woke you from,” said the stranger.

                                                                                           “Who are you?” asked Crien, beginning 

to find his voice.
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Gabriel Argadon

                                                                                                          “My name is Gabriel Argadon. 

I serve the Most High God. He is in need of your services” Gabriel said simply.

                                                                                                                       “Why does he need 

me?” Crien responded incredulously. “You refused me when I tried to repent before! Could you 

Angels really be so audacious as to ask for my help?”

                                                                                                                                    “Yes, they 

would,” Gabriel stated, “especially for a very good reason. Their attention has been on Earth, 

and because of it, Aldea is controlled by demons. These demons have subjugated a race of Elves 

to serve and worship them.”

                                                                                                                                               “What 

could I possibly do to help you?” Crien demanded.

“You were one of them, once: you know how they act. You can move through their ranks 

without drawing excess attention. There is this young Demon Lord named Vahloren who has 

just arrived on this planet. We want you to replace his vassal, Lord Daine. Everything has been 

arranged: if you replace Daine, you will be able to turn his mind from evil.” Gabriel paused 

weightily. “The choices he makes will ultimately shape the destiny of this planet.”


Crien looked at Gabriel, pondering his options. If he tried to return to his brothers, they 

would only bind him once more; helping this man might be his only option. This mission he 

offered... it would be difficult and dangerous. Anyone he had known could uncover him in an 

instant. But the reward of the mission... perhaps, if he turned this planet from evil, he could be 

redeemed. The demon exhaled slowly.

                          “I will help you.”

                                   Gabriel smiled slightly. “Then it is agreed. You are in the service of the 

Most High God once more.”
Chapter 3:Aldea, Plains of Boath, Forbidden Continent; Year: 62135 B.C.


                                       The Plains of Boath were covered in pools of thick green and red 

blood. Bodies of Aldean soldiers and fallen Shi’ado littered the battlefield. In these demon wars, 

with the rule of Aldea as the prize, no pawn or resource would be spared. Those that were 

victorious rested, unable to move from the battlefield until they recovered.

                                                     One giant Shi’ado still stood in the midst of the carnage. For 

the first time since the battle began he was able to examine the bloodbath- he laughed. His 

Shi’ado form was seventy-two feet long and covered with silver and black scales. A black 

symbol of an Dragon’s Head stood out on his forehead. Around him, his army of Red 

Guardsman waited for any last attackers that may have survived. All of them shall fall before 

me, he reveled in his victory. All of Aldea will cower before Draconis, the God of Darkness. But 

first...
                                                                 Two smaller Shi’ado lay on the ground in front of him, 

twitching feebly in a pool of their own blood. They were tattered and torn, and they looked up at 

Draconis in fear as he loomed over them. These two had began the opposition against him. Just 

like all of their minions, they were doomed. Draconis smiled as he ruthlessly ripped their throats 

out. 


                                                                                 “Is there anyone left who would dare to 

challenge me to the right to rule all these lands?” asked Draconis, looking at each Shi’ado in 

turn. They all looked at him, fear mingling with hatred in all of their expressions. Though they 

did not love him, but they would never challenge him. When no one spoke up, Draconis 

laughed.

                                                                                           Then, out of nowhere, a calm voice 

spoke. “Draconis, I challenge you for the rights to this land. For ages you have trodden over 

many Noble Houses, and this must be ended.” Some fool was actually going to challenge him? 

Sneering, Draconis looked for the impudent upstart.       
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Lord Vahloren

                                                                                                                 Far beneath him stood a 

man. He had long red hair tied back at the nape of his neck, yellow eyes, pointed ears and claw-

like hands. He was garbed in a silver silk robe and had a black cape. Nothing about him seemed 

special, except for a yellow upside down triangular tattoo-like symbol. In one hand, he wielded a 

katana, his other hand had a mouth-like appendage, centered in the palm of his hand, aiming at his face.

                                                                                                                       “Who are you to 

challenge me?” Draconis rumbling mockingly. The figure stared up at Draconis, unblinking.

                                                                                                                                 “I am Lord 

Vahloren of the house of Durnmal,” came the reply. “I am here to kill you.”

                                                                                                                                     Idiot... he is 

looking for an early grave. Annoyed by this show of defiance, Draconis attacked immediately. 

He opened his mouth, a glowing purple maw. A sphere of energy grew before his mouth, 

expanding as it sucked in excess life force floating in the air. Vahloren merely watched as a 

purple miasma began to develop around them.

                                                                                                                                            With a 

titanic roar Draconis launched his attack. His opponent didn’t even move, almost seeming to 

shrug as the attack fell toward him. He looked fast, but if he was so foolish as to take the attack 

head on, he was doomed. At the last second he began to move with his katana, but it was too 

late- the explosion encompassed him, and a shockwave of debris flew from the impact in all 

directions. For a moment no one could see anything but bluish smoke, or hear anything but 

Draconis chuckling.

But as the dust cleared, Draconis’ laughter died in his throat. Vahloren stood exactly where he 

had before, apparently unaffected. The dust hadn’t even settled on his clothes. Draconis’ eyes 

narrowed as he peered down. How had he- ah. The air around him was shimmering slightly with 

a force field. Considering that the field had survived the attack, it was powerful indeed. Hissing, Draconis prepared to attack again, but abruptly the mouth-like appendage raised in his direction 

caught his attention. What was it? Draconis thought.

             “Dragon Blast!” Vahloren shouted as he concentrated with the back of his mind on his 

mouth-like appendage. A silver beam of energy shot from Vahloren’s hand and instantly 

pierced Draconis’ abdomen. He gaped and staggered, but the attack wasn’t done: the beam 

shifted, tearing off his left arm and wing. When the silvery beam faded, dark green blood 

splattered the ground.

                                 For a moment Draconis could only look at the stump of his arm in 

disbelief, then the pain of the attack struck him in full. He stumbled and collapsed amid the 

carnage of the battle, at the feet of the being before him. His vision was dark and darkening by 

the moment. How did he defeat me? He can’t have been that powerful...but he is. I will survive 

unless he attacks further, Draconis calculated, so I must submit to him for now.
                                           “I concede to you, Lord Vahloren,” he managed to gasp. “This land, 

this continent... all of it is yours. I will depart to other lands and never disturb you again.” “If 

you ever stand in my way, I will kill you,” Vahloren told him, now eye to eye with the beast. He 

turned away spitefully.

                                              Draconis closed his eyes and focused upon his tattered body. The 

bleeding soon stopped, the gashes were replaced with skin and new scales. His arm slowly 

returned, branching out into a new wing that flapped slightly in the wind. The victor turned 

victim gasped from the exertion, then glared at Vahloren’s back. Only time will tell... With a 

massive flap of his wings, he burst from the ground and flew toward the horizon.

                                                                   Vahloren watched until Draconis had vanished on the 

horizon. He locked eyes with the army, and all of them shied away from him. A slight smile 

appeared on the noble’s face.

                                                                                      “Was that wise, my Lord?” a voice rasped 

from behind him. “He could become a threat.” Vahloren didn’t turn, knowing that it was only 

Daine.

                                                                                                 “It was very wise. In the future, he 

has a major role to play in my story. Killing him would alter the course of history far too much. 

He will die eventually in any case, at the hands of another.” Vahloren glanced down darkly, 

then strode from the battlefield in the opposite direction Draconis had gone. “Besides, he is my 

grandfather...”

Chapter 4: Village of Daries, Kingdom of Ildar, Carlkaveria Continent; Year: 3800 B.C.

                                                                                                Is it just me, or is the Shrine 

darker today than normal? Corida of the House of Duuvarias continued trudging up the steps to 

the Shrine of Daries. She was a priestess, the caretaker of the shrine to the god Ikon. For the 

past few days, the Weather God had seemed restless. Their village had been ravaged by vicious 

winds, lightning and even floods cause by an onslaught of rain. The villagers tried everything 

they could think of to appease Ikon, but to no avail.

                                                                                                                  Then, a day ago, Ikon 

appeared before the villagers, while they prayed. The great serpent-dragon God had demanded the villagers to sacrifice their firstborn children to him, otherwise he would continue to ravish 

the village.

                                                                                                                              Now it has fallen 

to me to perform this unjust act, to this selfish, fickle deity! Corida thought bitterly as she slowly 

approached the shrine. A heavy mist surrounded it at all times, and as she drew nearer to it, she 

could feel and hear Ikon’s breathing. The breathing grew heavier and heavier as she made her 

way up to the shrine; the stench of decay and death wafted to her.


                                                                                                                                         “Will the 

villagers appease me?” rasped Ikon’s voice, coming from nowhere and everywhere.

Corida took a deep breath to steady her failing nerves. “No, my lord, they choose to die, rather 

than sacrifice their children to you.”


            “Then die they shall,” Ikon rumbled angrily.

                        “What do you want me to do, my lord?” Corida asked, terrified of what he might 

do to her.

                                      “Your services are no longer required. I will dispose of you,” rasped 

Ikon. Corida gasped, then stiffened in fright. The mist in front of her vanished, replaced by a 

blue-scaled Shi’ado, with razor sharp claws and wickedly pointed teeth. It stared at her, its 

yellow eyes glowing with unholy power.

                                                    Corida screamed as she saw its jaws opening, ready to devour 

her. She tried to run, but her feet felt like they were frozen in place. Ice was forming around her feet, binding her to the ground, but she would never see it because she was mesmerized by the 

approaching mouth.

                                                               She closed her eyes and prayed to any god who would 

listen. Please, please help! she begged. Nearly the instant she begged, there was a shriek, 

followed by a yell. She opened her eyes and stared in surprise as she saw the scene before her. 

Ikon was fighting with a heavenly creature; glowing so brilliantly that almost none of it could 

be seen. It was garbed in white robes with long feathery wings protruding from its back. Around 

the figure was a blue aura, yet white light refracted off the creature’s clothes. The figure 

wielded a scimitar of glowing light.

                                                                          She caught only a glimpse of him before the 

figure dissolved into a blur of motion, seeming to be on every side of Ikon at once, slashing 

viciously. Ikon screamed as the sword tore through him, splattering green blood everywhere. 

The Weather God shot fireballs and swung at the figure, claws extended. The attacks seemed to 

pass right through his body as if it did not exist.

                                                                                 Abruptly the attack stopped, and the figure 

was standing some distance from Ikon, his sword calmly raised. “Ikon of Alladis, for your 

injustices and enslaving this peaceful people to serve your demonic whims, I have been 

employed to annihilate you and your kind, to bring the Light of God to this people. May God 

have mercy on your soul,” the figure stated without inflection. The next moment he slashed his 

sword down through the air.

                                                                                                  A shockwave of light expanded from his slash, flashing through the air. Ikon shrieked as it hit him, then he dissolved into ashes. 

The figure sheathed his sword, which was now only golden instead of a unnatural white. The 

jewel on its hilt had been glowing fiercely, but it now faded away as he turned toward her. As 

soon as his eyes met hers she was overcome with awe. She bowed low to the ground at the feet 

of this magnificent creature.


                                                                                                           “You must truly be a powerful 

deity to slay Ikon.” 

                                                                                                                 “Thank you, but I am not 

a God. I am a messenger from the Most High God. Do not bow to me,” said the figure in a 

melodious voice.

                                                                                                                                      Trembling, 

Corida made her way to her feet. “Will you show yourself to me then?”

“As you wish.” The glow around him faded, revealing a six-foot tall, black haired, blue-green 

eyed Aldean, garbed in a brown robe, the garb of a pilgrim. The figure’s wings had vanished 

when the glow had vanished from him. Abruptly he looked very Aldean.

             “You’re an Aldean!” she exclaimed. “But who are you?” 

                         “My name is Gabriel Argadon. Once, long ago, I was an Aldean. I have seen 

countless ages and civilizations pass away. I have gone against demons, principalities and even 

false Gods in the service of the Most High God.”

                                    Corida shook her head, trying to keep up with the things he seemed to 

take for granted. “I’m not sure I understand. My gods are nothing but false Gods, and the Most 

High God is the creator of the universe and my people?” 

                                                    “Yes and no,” Gabriel answered. “The Most High God is the 

Creator. However, the Aldeans were created by demons known as Shi’ado. They created you to 

serve and worship them. For ages they have enslaved you, but that time is nearing its end.”

                                                                    “What do you mean? And why does the Most High 

God care about us so suddenly?”

                                                                                 “Aldea was created to serve His purpose, but 

the Shi’ado came and distorted the ideals and purpose. Due to this, there is a ripple in the space-

time continuum of which Aldea has become a choke point. As long as evil endures and reigns 

on Aldea, so evil will reign over the universe.”

                                                                                                She looked at him incredulously. 

                                                                                                           “And what can we do about 

it? This is a country of farmers, merchants and peasants! We have neither the weapons nor the 

skills necessary to kill demons!” Corida said, exasperated.

                                                                                                                         “We will help and 

train you how. First, you must go to the capital city of this kingdom and talk to the council,” 

Gabriel instructed her.

                                                                                                                                        “Why 

should they believe me? They’ll just kill me!”

Gabriel smiled warmly at her. “Do not fear. I will be with you, always,” he promised. 

            “How?” Corida asked. But it was too late; Gabriel was gone as if he had never stood 

there. For a long moment she paused, staring at the space where he had been. Then with a 

determined look on her face she walked quickly down the stone steps, heading for the capital.

One Week Later

                               Corida struggled to make her way through the streets of Kuun, the capital 

city of the Kingdom of Ildar. Out of all the days she could arrive, she arrived on the Holy 

Festival of Ardvis, a holiday celebrating the end of the God’s vicious civil war, which ended 

thousands of year’s prior. The streets were crowded with citizens dancing and drinking and 

laughing; confetti filled the air and littered the streets. On the higher levels of the city stood 

statues of every one of the 180 false gods, including Ikon. Parades marched through the roads, 

blaring music into Corida’s sore ears. She was tired and wanted to get to the Council as soon as 

possible.

                                               Only one flight of stairs left, leading up to the Council Chambers. 

They were within a massive domed building that stood on a high hill, visible for miles. The 

building was surrounded by several guardsmen, garbed in black Shi’ado-scaled armor. Their 

helms were black painted mithriel, each warrior wore a black dragonhead mask; both held 

naked, sinister katanas.

                                                          She made her way through the gates and the guards didn’t 

move to stop her. Then again, it was normal enough for a priestess or priest to talk to a 

councilman. The guards by the door, however, would be more suspicious. When they saw her coming, they unsheathed their katanas and blocked her path. 

                                                                   “Halt, who goes there?” one of them demanded. 

Corida swallowed, then replied carefully.

                                                                                 “I am Corida Duuvarias, the priestess of the 

shrine of Daries. I have come here on official business; direct orders from Ikon, God of 

Weather,” she lied, as confidently as she could.

                                                                                             “You may enter, Priestess,” the guard 

told her. As one, the guards sheathed their katanas and allowed her to pass them. She opened the 

door and began walking up yet another long flight of stairs. Almost there... she thought.

                                                                                                          There were two more 

guardsmen stationed at the door to the council chamber itself. As soon as she came into their 

sight, she discovered them staring at her. When she approached, however, both inclined their 

heads, and one opened the door.

                                                                                                                            “You have been 

expected,” the other stated flatly. She stiffened at this, not knowing what to do. A wave of peace 

washed over her the next moment, quieting her fear. Gabriel was with her. Smiling serenely, she 

walked through the door and into the Council Chambers.

                                                                                                                                      The room 

was little more than a conglomeration of statues clustered around the walls and one very long 

wooden table with eight chairs. A dais elevated the table and chairs three feet above the floor, 

making the seven councilmen who sat there seem high above her.  The remaining chair was 

occupied by a yellow-eyed man with fine features and sliver hair; the air of nobility around him 

was nearly tangible. He was garbed in white and red fine Baruune silks, pulsating with yellow 

energy. The instant his icy gaze swept to her, she knew who it was. This was Reliavardis, God 

of Power and Justice, the brother of Ikon. When she looked at him again, she saw his aura for 

what it truly was: a dark and evil power.

                                                                                                                                      Reliavardis 

rose to his feet and Corida bowed to him, as was the custom. She felt a tremor of fear pass over 

her, but it was quickly replaced by peace and warmth. She sighed in relief; Gabriel was with her 

even stronger than he had been before.


“Ah, the Priestess, Corida.” Reliavardis’ gaze turned colder, and he snapped, “Tell me which 

God killed my brother, and I will spare your life.”

               She hesitated slightly, and he shouted, “Answer me!”

                        “He was killed by an angel of the Most High God, the creator of the universe. 

Your brother was killed as an example of what will come to pass.” Tat was what she had been 

told to say, but she couldn’t resist adding something of her own. “If you were truly a god, 

wouldn’t you have known this?” The demon’s eyes shifted from yellow to a deep red.

                              “You will pay for your blasphemy with your life!” he roared, purple energy 

flashing around his fingertips. Far faster than she had expected a beam slashed through the air 

toward her. She closed her eyes and shrank away, expecting her death any moment.

                                                 But her death never came. She opened her eyes to see Gabriel in 

front of her as he had first appeared to her, in his Angelic form. Gabriel shifted his scimitar 

from a defensive position to point directly at Reliavardis. The demon looked back at him, 

confusion and anger battling on his face.

                                                           “What is this? Who are you?” Reliavardis demanded.

                                                                      “I am Gabriel Argadon, the Ancient Guardian of 

Light and Justice. I am an Archangel and Seraphim, a servant of the Most High God. It is a time 

of reawakening on Aldea. Your evil will pass away and a new age will dawn on Aldea,” Gabriel 

announced. Reliavardis stared at him, then a wicked smile appeared on his face.

                                                                                  “No Aldean will ever serve the Most High 

God! Your message shall die with you!”

                                                                                           “You can’t destroy something that is 

already dead to this world.” He brought up his hand and pointed his index finger at Reliavardis. 

Golden light shot out of his finger and hit Reliavardis squarely in his chest. The demon 

shrieked, then disintegrated into ashes. Trembling in their seats, the councilmen could only stare 

at Gabriel.

                                                                                                          Suddenly, the council room 

doors burst open; twenty guardsmen entered, katanas drawn. They did not pause before 

charging at Gabriel. But before they even neared him, Gabriel turned to them, his golden sword 

transforming into a weapon of pure energy. Arcs of brilliant light sped from his blade, one 

speeding toward each warrior. Though all of them attempted to block the attacks, the light passed through their katanas easily.

                                                                                                                There was a blinding flash 

of yellow light, then the guards all toppled to the floor, ashes before they touched it.

                                                                                                                              “Even in 

darkness, there is still light.” Gabriel turned and glanced at the councilmen calmly.

“What do you require of us?” the eldest of the councilmen asked stiffly.

           “In truth, I am not a messenger,” Gabriel told them. “I am an Ancient Guardian, affiliated 

with the Galactic Guardians, who are the sect of angels chosen to be God’s paladins. What you 

must do is to turn away from your false gods and all of their pagan practices, and worship the 

Most High alone.”

                       “That is ridiculous,” another member of the council said bluntly. “These are our 

beliefs that we have held for generations. Even if we did so, our Emperor, Draconis, would 

utterly crush us. It is inconceivable.”

                                    “Let me deal with Draconis’s soldiers. My colleagues and I will join you 

on the battlefield. We will teach to defeat the Shi’ado. Even as we speak, Draconis is sending 

his armies against me. If we hold this city, the other kingdoms of this planet will see this and 

rise against Draconis and the evil false gods,” Gabriel told them. His eyes tightened. “But even 

if you do not fight, he will ravage this city.”

                                            Then let your victory be your proof.” For a long moment the old 

councilman paused, then he glanced up at Gabriel, eyes searching. “Tell me, what is our purpose 

in life? Why do we exist?”

                                                         “The purpose originally was for the Aldeans to ascend to the 

higher planes and serve the Creator. That purpose is still a reality. Far away, in another planet 

and another battle, the Most High God sent his son to die for those who have gone astray. He 

died, and his blood can cover all of your sins.”

                                                                       “If we truly believe in this and ascend, we will 

become like you?” one of the youngest councilmen asked.

                                                                                   “Yes.”

                                                                                                 “Then let’s go! Let’s defend our 

city!” He rose from his seat, his fist in the air. For a long moment the council stared at him, 

deciding. Then the eldest slowly rose, and the others rose soon after him. In minutes the cheers 

and shouts of the council rang throughout the chamber.

                                                                                                                    Corida slipped beside 

Gabriel as he watched but remained silent. Ever since you showed up, Corida told him silently, 

my life has found true happiness. Even when I’ve been the most tired and weary, I have had true 

peace in my soul. I wonder what my purpose is? But she knew there might not be time for such 

things now. The fight for freedom had just begun.

Chapter 5:Aldea, Carlkaveria Continent, Kingdom of Ildar; Year: 3800 B.C.

                                                                                                                  The city of Kuun 

was nestled within a vast circle of fields that were in the spring covered by light 

lavender flowers. Ringing this were two mountain chains. Standing on the edge of a 

mountaintop overlooking the city was Lord Laudei, a Shi’ado Commander. Below him 

stood thousands of Shi’ado guardsmen. Above them hundreds of Dreya flapped their 

massive wings to stay in place; the mind controlled Aldeans atop the wild dragons kept 

formation without thought. Though small, the group of robed Dark Mages were one of 

the more powerful units of the battlefield, and utterly loyal to Draconis. They were the 

Legion of Chaos, and they would utterly raze this blasphemous city to the ground.
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Shi'ado Guardsmen 

                                                                                                                                              Laudei 

pulled at the reigns of his wild Shi’ado mount restlessly. In his Aldean form, he was a great deal 

more vulnerable than he liked. For a moment he stared at the city beneath him, then he sent the 

telepathic command to the Dreya to attack. In the tight formation only mind-controlled soldiers 

could manage, they swooped over the city, as one launching massive fireballs. These careened 

down but fizzled out against an invisible coating over the entire city.

“What?” Laudei shouted. “What just happened?” Drawing his blade, he gave the order for an 

all-out attack.

                      Seven Angels stood in the center of the city, all but one unmoving. This one had 

his hands raised above his head; nearly invisible energy was wafting from his hands and into the 

barrier that protected the city. Another of the angels waited until the last Dreya flames had 

dissipated, then gave a command. Hundreds of archers lining the walls of the city fired arrows, 

a volley that blackened the sky.  Each of the arrows was tinted with Baruune toxin, a fairly 

simple compound that would pierce Shi’ado scales.

                                     The retreating Dreya were cut down. Before the mind controlling them 

could begin evasive action, dozens upon dozens of them had crashed to the ground, staining the 

fields red. Three escaped the range of the archers and regrouped with the attack ground force. 

Laudei kept his place at the back of the army, ordering the charge.

                                               Nine lines of a thousand Shi’ado guardsmen marched towards the 

city’s walls. Their orders were to take the city’s walls by sheer numbers, no matter the cost, and 

then destroy everything and kill everyone. Even such a brutal order hardly made them blink. If 

they reached the city, they would follow it without question.

A Few Seconds Later

                                                             Corida watched as Gabriel mounted a black horse. He 

was in his Aldean form, fully encased in sliver armor. A shield with a golden cherubim was 

attached to his back by a leather belt. In her mind’s eye, she saw a blue aura around him, as if he 

was untouchable... but then he looked down and smiled at her. Her blond hair was shimmering 

in the sun, making her look more beautiful than normal. Gently he raised her hand to his lips 

and lovingly kissed it.


                                                                                    “Don’t worry,” Gabriel reassured her. 

“Your city and lives will be safe. You have been taught all that you must know, and we will 

remain here to assist you. This will be our last defensive battle; after this, Aldea will be 

reawakened and the fight for freedom will begin.”

                                                                                                   “Gabriel,” Corida asked hesitantly, 

“when you return, will you tell me what my purpose is?”

                                                                                                                      “I will tell you, I 

promise.” With that, he gripped the reigns and rode his horse away at a full gallop. Corida 

watched him until he was obscured by the many armored Paladins of the city and vanished from 

her sight.

A Few Minutes Later

                                                                                                                            Laudei’s gaze was 

drawn to the city gates as they began to open. Surely they would not surrender, so it was certain 

they were launching a counterattack. Twenty warriors on horseback rode out, lances at the 

ready. They wore dark-green armor and seemed human, though probably quite dangerous. It 

was the silver-armored warrior leading them that worried him. Their horses were swift, and they 

were soon nearing the first line.

                                                                                                                                             “For the 

Most High God, and for the freedom of Aldea!” yelled Gabriel just before they crashed into 

their opponents. He raised his golden scimitar; the blade glowed green from its own inner 

magic. The first guardsman to reach Gabriel swung at him, but the angel struck far faster. Not 

only did his blade hit the guardsman, the flash of green light that came with it sent dozens of 

other warriors hurtling away. When they landed, they did not rise. Turning hard, Gabriel moved 

from the first line and began cutting through the second.

The fingers of Laudei’s hand were beginning to make a grinding noise as he clenched it ever 

tighter. Unchallenged, the leading warrior would utterly destroy his shock troops. With him 

taken out, the attack would flounder and fail. But these pathetic fools could never accomplish 

such a thing. Leaping from his horse, Laudei shifted to his Shi’ado form and grinned with a 

mouth full of teeth. Let’s see how that man does against a God!
           Thunder rumbled throughout the sky as he swooped down toward the army. The leading 

warrior was still striking at the soldiers, not paying him any mind. Quite a deadly mistake. Only 

at the last second did the warrior look up, directly into his eyes. By that point Laudei’s claws 

were already ripping and tearing... but destroying nothing. A swift movement from his opponent 

had made his attack miss entirely. Shrieking, Laudei spun in the air to attack once more.

                         This time Gabriel ducked, feeling the wind caused by the Shi’ado’s claws 

slicing just above his head. Ignoring the flying beast, Gabriel sent another devastating attack 

into the next line of guardsmen. The rumbling behind him grew in intensity, and somehow he 

knew it would not be enough to simply dodge this attack. In one swift movement he sheathed 

his sword and then pulled a long wooden bow from his back.

                                     Just as the Shi’ado was almost upon him, Gabriel strung two arrows and 

fired his bow horizontally. Both found their mark in the beast’s eyes. It gave a loud cry of 

agony, clawing at its bloody eyes, and then it crashed into the ground, utterly dead.

                                              As one the Shi’ado guardsmen shrieked. Without their master’s 

presence, they scattered like dust before wind, breaking out of formation and running to try and 

escape. The paladins with him were not prepared for such a swift retreat, and the vast majority 

of the force managed to reach a nearby forest between mountain ranges. All Gabriel did was 

replace his bow and sit in a more comfortable position on his horse.

                                                     Mist began floating from the forest, curling about it in shapes 

that seemed almost alive, never forming something recognizable but always dancing on the 

edges of understanding. When the mist faded, there was only silence, the sounds of the Shi’ado 

army completely absent. Above the forest another of the angels calmly floated, his arms folded. 

He and Gabriel exchanged a slight wave, then the Seraphim turned back toward the city.

This battle was over, but it was only the turning point. The fight for freedom would be long and 

costly. Their Holy War had begun.

One Day Later

                                                              The flight of steps leading to the city’s main courtyard 

was a long one, but Corida bounded up them easily. It had been an entire day since the battle, 

but she felt almost as if it hadn’t even happened. Not a single person in their army had been lost, 

compared to the thousands of dead Shi’ado. Other kingdoms were already in full rebellion, and 

she feared for them. This victory had been easy only because of the angels’ presence.

                                                                      Stars floating above her seemed almost alive, 

tonight. If she concentrated, she could hear them singing “Glory to the Lord Most High, praise 

his righteousness, and praise his power and might. Glory to the Lord on High!” Their voices 

were melodious and seemed so joyous she could not help but smile. For years the Shi’ado had 

bound these stars, but now they were free.

                                                                                          Broken statues of false Gods littered the 

courtyard. Erected in their place would soon be even larger statues of Angels battling Shi’ado. 

She had seen the work being done on them and was thoroughly impressed.

                                                                                                   “It’s a nice night, don’t you 

think?” Corida turned with a smile on her face. Leaning against a wall, his arms crossed over 

his chest, was Gabriel Argadon. He was in his Aldean form, garbed in brown robes. He 

gracefully moved beside her and placed a hand on her shoulder.

                                                                                                          “You are now free, Corida. 

Others have begun your fight across the continent, across the world.” His eyes focused upon her 

intently. “But now what do you want to do?”

                                                                                                                 “I will do what the Most 

High God requires of me. But....” she hesitated. “What I really want to do is to become a 

Guardian!” she blurted out, flushing. Gabriel smiled warmly at her, calming her fears.

                                                                                                                          “You have three 

purposes in life,” Gabriel told her. “One of them is to become a Guardian. But it is the last of 

the three.”

                                                                                                                                       “What are 

the other two?” Corida asked.

                                                                                                                                                  “The 

first purpose is a somewhat interesting one. A few centuries from now, you will fall in love with 

a man named Gaidan Arien. Quite some time later, you will bear him a son that you will name 

Tav. You will vanish from their lives when the child is two,” said Gabriel. He seemed very 

tired.

“What is the second one, then?” Corida was a bit nervous, after hearing the first. 

           “You will become one of Draconis’ servants. You will then use your time serving him to 

undermine his kingdom. Before then, you will have to finish your Guardian training. While 

serving him, you will run into two very important people that will alter the course of Aldea’s 

future. One is Lord Vahloren; he has battled Draconis for many years and will serve your 

purpose well. The other is Draconis’ daughter, Sakura. She must be defended and taken down 

the path of righteousness.”

                        “If that is what I am mean to do, I will do it,” she said slowly. “But you said 

‘finish’ my training. When am I going to start?” 

                                    Gabriel smiled and held out his hand to her. “Now.” 

Chapter 6: Aldea, Relon Continent; Year: 3749 B.C.
                                                The bark against Lord Vahloren’s back was hard and rough. He 

glanced over the countryside about him and sighed heavily. He had sent Daine to search for a 

rumored Ancient Guardian Jewel located in a mysterious valley nearby. It had been hours if not days since, and Daine had still not returned. Vahloren was irritated and, even worse, bored.

                                                         Closing his eyes, Vahloren dropped into a trance. Fighting 

his grandfather, Draconis, was simply tiresome. If he could wipe out Draconis without altering 

the ever-shifting timeline, he would. But unfortunately, that wasn’t the case.  That forced him to 

play this mockery of world conquest. Vahloren allowed his mind to travel into the void. The 

thoughts of so many pathetic beings called out to him worthlessly. Abruptly something far closer 

to himself made him open his eyes with a start.

                                                                           Standing in front of him were twelve Shi’ado Red 

Guardsmen. They were completely encased in red armor, with red, grotesque dragonhead masks. 

On one their shoulders was a black dragonhead insignia, the insignia of Draconis. One of them 

held Diane’s neck in a vice-like grip. Vahloren looked at them without interest until the central 

warrior spoke.

                                                                                           “Lord Draconis, the Emperor of Aldea, 

has requested your appearance before him,” it said with a raspy voice.

                                                                                                         “What does Draconis want?” 

asked Vahloren tiredly.


                                                                                                                      “My Lord did not 

specify. You will come with us and appear before him tomorrow. If you do not, I will execute 

your vassal,” rasped the lead warrior.

                                                                                                                                 “I will appear 

before your Lord, but not with you,” said Vahloren coldly. Vahloren moved quickly, unsheathing 

his katana. He threw it at the lead warrior. The katana began to spin, end over end, and slashed 

directly through the guardsman’s chest. It continued spinning, slashing through each of the other 

soldiers before they could begin to move. It made a soft tap when it returned to his hand, and 

then blood spurted from the guardsmen’s wounds as they collapsed together.

Re-sheathing his blade, Vahloren stepped beside the bewildered and bloody Daine.

                                                                                                                                        “Let’s pay a 

visit to my dear grandfather” Vahloren said coldly.
One Day Later

                                                                                                                                                   The 

giant golden hallway loomed around Vahloren as he moved toward Draconis’ throne room. His 

footsteps echoed off the high ceiling. Daine was right behind him, keeping as close as possible. 

Vahloren looked around him at the giant paintings, depicting every part of the enslavement of the 

Aldeans. Draconis is so full of himself! Vahloren thought with disgust.

“Is he really, or are you just jealous of him, Lord Vahloren?” asked a sweet feminine voice ahead 

of him. It belonged to a fair, blond-haired, blue-eyed Aldean women wearing a low-cut scarlet 

silk dress.

            “Why would I be jealous, Lady Arien?” Vahloren laughed. “Draconis’s Empire is 

dwindling down to nothing, and he knows what would happen if our powers were to be matched 

again.”

                       “It’s good to see you, Lord Vahloren.” Lady Arien smiled sweetly. “You are by far fairer and better-looking then Draconis will ever be.”

                                “Flattery will only get you so far.” Vahloren grinned, holding her face with 

one hand. He kissed her full on the lips, then pulled back and let go of her.
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Lord Vahloren And Lady Arien

                                                “Draconis is waiting for you,” Lady Arien said, pointing 

towards the towering gold door to the side of them. Vahloren gave her a sidelong glance, 

then motioned for Daine to remain behind. With a flick of his wrist he caused the doors to 

fly open, and then Vahloren entered the hall.

                                                                                  Tapping his fingers slowly on his throne, 

Draconis listened to the approaching footsteps. Vahloren was moving up the long flight of stairs 

at an extremely relaxed pace.  Eventually he reached the throne room itself and gave him a 

malevolent glance. In his Aldean form, Draconis looked very tired; there were bags under his 

eyes, framed by his shaggy black hair.

                                                                                                        “What do you want of me?” 

Vahloren asked, half questioningly, half sarcastically. Draconis sighed, then spoke. 

                                                                                                                      “In the tiny village of 

Shidow lives my daughter, Sakura. I want you to retrieve her and bring her back to me. She will 

be safe here, away from the Aldean scum who hate what she is.”

                                                                                                                              “I will bring her to 

you,” Vahloren answered icily, “only if you keep away from my territory.”

                                                                                                                                         “I will not 

touch your lands,” Draconis agreed angrily, “but mark my words. If you ever interfere with 

Sakura or entice her to do your whims, I will kill you,” Draconis said, angrily.

                                                                                                                                               “You 

needn’t fear that,” Vahloren told him, a mocking smile on his lips. His eyes hardened. “…but if 

you ever try you’ll find yourself the one who is killed.” With that he whirled and vanished from 

the throne room.

To Be Continued…
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Village of Shidow; Year: 3749 B.C.

The village of Shidow was a small town huddled in the base of the Bekra mountain range. It 

consisted of some twenty huts and fourteen families. Most of the inhabitants farmed, but there 

was also a medic, a blacksmith, a baker and a seamstress. Shidow was normally a dreary, cold 

place to live, full of hardship and labor. However, once a year the village bustled with activity as 

the townspeople prepared for their festival. Houses were cleaned and ribbons were strung gaily 

around the village square. People walked with a spring in their step, their spirits invigorated. 

Many lived for this celebration of the coming harvest. However, it was also to celebrate the 

anniversary of the coming of the Guardians, who came to Aldea to help free it from the control 

of the false Gods.

                But this year was different. Aldea was now in a holy war against the Shi’ado. From 

every province, warriors had been called upon to serve in the Aldean Army. Not even the tiny 

village of Shidow had been overlooked; the only people left in the squalid little town were 

women and children.

                              Despite their losses, the village survived. The bonds of kinship between 

families were so strong that they supported one another even when all of them were desperate. If 

someone fell ill, then the others would toil harder to make up for their loss. Every man, child, 

and woman was cared for.

                                                 Except for one child. The girl was a half-breed, born to the 

village’s priestess and a Shi’ado Lord. All of the village’s children made fun of her, taunting her 

and beating her for their amusement; her mother loved her, but couldn’t control them. The girl’s 

name was Sakura Durnmal.

                                                                Six-year-old Sakura sat huddled against the wall of a 

small hut. She looked fearfully at the seven children who formed a semicircle around her. They 

were all sneering and glaring at her, calling her foul things. She cringed as one of the children 

came at her with a stick.
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Sakura; beaten 

                                                                            “Stop hurting me, please!” begged Sakura, tears 

running down her disheveled face. The children merely laughed. Their leader, Tav Arien, a 

blond-haired boy smiled at her, a cold smile that hinted of something terrible yet to come.

                                                                                       “Why should we, half-breed?” he asked 

dangerously. “We are at war with your kind. Every last disgusting Shi’ado should be wiped from 

the face of our planet! They taint the air they breathe and the land they walk on. We are merely 

doing our people a favor by helping rid Aldea of pathetic demons like you.” 

                                                                                                      He nodded to one of the children 

by the old dried-up well, only a couple of yards away.  Sakura watched in horror as the child 

picked up a baby Shi’ado the village children had captured. It squirmed in his grasp, but he held 

on with fierce determination. Then the child leaned over and threw it into the well. A moment 

later, the ground shook violently and a tremendous surge of air rushed out of the well. Then 

Sakura heard the baby shriek, followed by the unmistakable sound of its bones being snapped. 

Realization suddenly dawned on her, followed by a wave of nausea.

                                                                                                                 The bottom of the well 

was a Munarkie’s mouth. Sakura shivered, imagining herself being eaten alive by a Munarkie. 

She looked up at her captors with dread, knowing she would be next. Tav grinned at her 

maliciously.

                                                                                                                           “Leave her alone.” 

The voice that had spoke was cold and harsh.  

                                                                                                                                     The children 

turned around and found a tall, red-haired man looming over them. He was garbed in an 

expensive-looking Baruun Moth silk robe and a black cape. He carried himself so regally and 

looked down at them so haughtily that the children were struck in awe. As soon as the children 

saw the katana at his side, they ran away light frightened dogs, vanishing into the village and 

leaving Sakura alone with the man.

                                                                                                                                         In Sakura’s 

mind, she could see a red aura glowing around the man. That meant he had to be a demon, or 

perhaps a Shi’ado.

                                                                                                                                                “Thank 

you for saving me sir,” she managed to say past her tears. “Did my father Draconis send you?”

“You could say that,” the stranger answered. Sakura looked him over, trying to figure out what 

he was.

“What is your name, and what type of demonic creature are you?” asked Sakura.

              He snorted derisively. “A child like you should never ask a question like that. However, 

I will indulge you. I am Lord Vahloren, and like you, I am half Shi’ado from a noble family.”

                         “Can I see any proof that my father sent you?” asked Sakura. Vahloren’s lips 

twitched in amusement, and then unsheathed his katana. Quite abruptly the black blade was in 

front of her face.

                                       “This is your father’s katana, Bane. If you look closely, you can see your 

family seal on it,” Vahloren told her, letting her get a good look at it. With similar speed he 

replaced the katana in its sheath. “We should go now.”

                                                 Sakura scrambled to her feet, running her fingers through her hair. 

As she did so, the tangles slipped away and her hair stayed swept back.

                                                                “As you wish Lord Vahloren,” said the child sweetly. 

For a moment Vahloren paused, glancing down at her, then he strode away from the village.

One Day Later

                                                                       They walked the rest of the day and most of the 

night before Vahloren let them stop for a rest. It was dark, and the stars and the moons were out; 

they shone brightly in the velvety sky. Sakura sat by a campfire, letting the heat soak into her 

cold limbs. The events of the past hours kept running through her mind. Everything in her life 

had changed. Her father for some reason was now interested in her well-being. When she was 

born, he had ignored her, considered her a worthless byproduct and nothing but a half-breed. But 

now... she thought to herself.
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                                                                                                      Sakura 

                                                                                He cares for me now only because of this holy 

war, Sakura realized, I’m his only heir and now he needs to make sure I stay alive.  Coming to 

this conclusion, she looked at her surroundings for the first time. The meadow was a welcoming 

place, even at night. Its only sounds were the crackle of the fire and the wind rustling through the 

grass. Vahloren was nowhere to be seen. She watched the long grass blades wave about gently 

and wondered where her companion might have gone. 

                                                                                                     The thought that he might have 

intentionally abandoned her there occurred to her abruptly. Suddenly she felt empty inside, and 

everything around her shifted. The whistle of the wind was no longer peaceful; it sounded like a 

mournful sigh. All at once she realized she had left the only home she had known since 

childhood; loneliness overcame her and she broke down, sobbing. 

                                                                                                              She wasn’t alone for long. 

Soon her keen ears picked up the sound of voices heading in her direction. Lifting herself up 

from the ground, she turned toward the sound of heavy footfalls, growing in volume as they 

neared. She saw who was coming towards her and gasped.

                                                                                                                   Seventy Aldean warriors 

marched in unison. They wore forest green and dark green suits of armor. Some of the warriors 

she recognized as men from her village. It appeared they had been marching past her, but when 

one of the leaders noticed her fire, a small detachment moved to examine her. She wanted 

desperately to run, but her feet seemed frozen until they had surrounded her.

                                                                                                                        “A half breed, a spy,” 

growled the central warrior, when he laid eyes on her.

                                                                                                                                “Let’s kill her 

and be done with it,” spat one of the warriors. A couple of the soldiers whom she knew looked at 

her in deep thought. Then one of them spoke to the central warrior, their leader. 

                                                                                                                                            “She is 

from my village. Please, don’t kill her. I don’t want any innocent blood on our hands. She can’t 

do any harm if we capture her.” The Aldean commander considered, looked her over one last 

time and then nodded..

“Take her,” he ordered gruffly. Finally Sakura regained mastery over her feet. She tried to run, 

but her efforts were in vain. Before she had taken five steps one of the men grabbed her around 

her waist and hoisted her onto his shoulder. She squirmed desperately as she was lifted up, but in 

vain.

           “Let me go, let me go!” she screamed, as loud as her lungs would allow. “Lord Vahloren! 

Lord Vahloren, please help me!” 

                   Out of nowhere Vahloren appeared before the soldiers, his katana drawn. They 

warriors turned towards him and after a moment their commander sneered.

                             “Let her go,” Vahloren demanded coldly. The lead soldier noticed Vahloren’s 

eyes and shifted his hand to his sword.

                                       “A Shi’ado, eh?” His other hand shot into the air as he yelled, “Ok men, 

kill him!” As one the warriors unsheathed their katanas. Instead of charging, they all moved 

carefully and spread out, moving toward Vahloren from numerous angles. He glanced over them 

and locked eyes with Sakura. Run away when I raise my sword, his voice echoed in her mind.

                                           “Ignorant fools,” Vahloren hissed, raising his sword. “You will pay 

for this with your lives.” Sakura was still held by one of the soldiers and wasn’t trying to get 

free, so he sent her a harsh Run!  This time she actually moved, though her efforts were in vain. 

The warrior was much stronger than her, but… abruptly the girl bit down on the bare part of his 

arm as hard as she could. Her teeth sank into it, the taste of blood filling her mouth. Roaring in 

pain, the warrior threw her away from him.

                                                                     At that instant Vahloren focused upon his blade. Frost 

and ice began forming, moving down it until the entire blade appeared to be made of ice. The 

warriors ceased their advance, confused and uncertain. Before they could recover, a bolt of frost 

shot from Vahloren’s katana. It struck the first and froze him in place, then leapt to the two 

nearest, spreading until every one of the Aldeans stood motionless. Ice covered their bodies, 

hands still part way to their swords.

                                                                               The ice around Bane melted when Vahloren 

lowered it and replaced it in its sheath. Sakura was on the ground, some distance away, jaw slack 

with shock.

                                                                                     “Let’s keep moving,” said Vahloren as he 

extinguished their fire and moved back toward the forest. Gulping, Sakura scrambled to her feet 

and quickly ran to follow him. He had protected her… she didn’t know where they would be 

going next, or what would happen to them, but she trusted Vahloren.

The End
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Village of Shidow; Year: 3749 B.C.

The mountain path was long and narrow, snaking its way miles up to the base of the Bekra 

Mountain range, where it tapered to a halt at the foot of a small forest. A lone figure plodded 

silently along on the curvy road. Wind whistled down from the tops of the mountains, buffeting 

the figure and chilling him. He was garbed in black pants, a brown tunic and black cloak; in his 

left hand he clutched a black staff. Even in the midday light, he seemed to be wrapped in 

shadows.

              A particularly strong gust of wind blasted into him, knocking the hood away from his 

face. He had short wavy black hair that nearly covered pointed ears. Looking up into the stormy 

sky, he sighed. Another village, he mused, shifting his gaze down to the small hamlet by the 

forest, another wrong to make right, and another group of people to demand that I, Aidan 

Versari, make it so. The cold tousled his hair and he continued onward. 

                                   When he got closer he could see the village better. It was very small, 

perhaps twenty huts huddled around a small town square. Excellent, he thought, perhaps I can do 

some good for them. Picking up his pace, he crossed the last half-mile before the village rather 

swiftly. For a moment he paused and took a deep breath, but then he calmly strode into the 

hamlet.

                                               Everything was empty… until he reached the square. What he saw 

there shocked him. The town square was filled with people, kneeling on the ground. They were 

wailing and sobbing, tears running down their faces. Children were clinging to mothers, begging 

and weeping. Aidan was perplexed about this odd behavior until he saw dozens of bodies 

wrapped in linens before them.

                                                                  “What happened here?” Aidan wondered out aloud. 

Quite abruptly two of the women standing turned, bows aiming at him with arrows drawn back. 

He raised his eyebrows in mild surprise.            

                                                                                “Who are you, and why have you come here?” 

one of the women demanded suspiciously.

                                                                                               “My name is Aidan Versari, I am a 

traveling mediator,” he answered truthfully. “I have come to this village to bring balance and 

order.” His abrupt response stunned the two women. They kept their arrows trained on him and 

proceeded to speak together in urgent whispers.

                                                                                                               “I don’t trust him,” 

whispered the first.

                                                                                                                              “Oh, come now 

Jesira, you don’t trust anybody.” 

                                                                                                                                             “Still...” 

Jesira breathed. “He could be lying to lower our guard.”

“I think he’s telling the truth. I think he truly doesn’t know what happened to us. Why can’t we 

give him the benefit of the doubt? He might be able to help us.”

Reluctantly, Jesira nodded her agreement. Both of them glanced back to Aidan, the second 

smiling at him. He noticed she did not lower her bow.

           “If you would please follow us,” she asked. Do I really have a choice? Aidan wondered, 

looking at the arrowheads aimed in his direction. None of those emotions reached his face, which 

still held a slight smile.

                     “Lead the way.”

A Few Minutes Later

                                    Aidan soon found himself in a hut, face to face with a woman that seemed 

to be in a position of authority. She was dressed in a long white robe, simple yet officious. Her 

long brown hair blew in an invisible wind and her sparkling green eyes stared into Aidan’s soul. 

When he entered she did not respond, remaining knelt on a small rug, her hands moving in silent 

prayers.

                                                “How might I help your village, Priestess?” he inquired politely. 

The Priestess looked up at for a long moment before finally speaking.

                                                            “Well, young Mage,” she answered, “if aiding us is your 

desire then I shall tell you. It was yesterday that the men of our peaceful village were 

slaughtered. A Shi’ado Lord had come to our village that day; he kidnapped my daughter and 

slaughtered the men that came upon him. If you rescue my daughter and bring this Shi’ado Lord 

to justice, our village will pay you handsomely” the Priestess said slowly. 

                                                                        He thought for a moment before replying. “First of 

all, I’m not a Mage. Secondly, all my work I do for free. I make every effort to bring a balance of 

power, especially if evil has the upper hand. I will do this task for you for free, of my own free 

will.”

                                                                                “If you wish to do so, we will not stop you. 

However, I do have one last question. If you’re not a Mage, then what are you?” asked the 

Priestess. 

                                                                                      “I’m a mediator, and that is all you need to 

know,” said Aidan as he picked himself up from the cold stone floor. He grabbed his staff and 

strode out of the hut, never once looking back.

Chapter 2: A Couple Hours Later

                                                                                                     The woods were dark and silent, 

foreboding in every sense of the word. Sakura followed behind Vahloren skittishly. Some about 

the silence unnerved her; the ever-present shadows to her seemed like demonic figures about to 

leap. She jumped in fright whenever a tree branch brushed against her. Her traveling companion 

paid no heed to her antics, instead, striding on without looking back at her once. The two had 

been traveling through the dark forest for a day now. Though Vahloren seemed to be moving on 

a specific path, it was marked by nothing she could sense.

                                                                                                               Suddenly, Sakura though 

she heard a loud and terrible moaning. “What was that?” she yelped, jumping back in fright yet 

again. This time Vahloren stopped walking an unsheathed his katana.

                                                                                                                                       “Get back, 

Sakura,” he told her quietly. Suddenly everything about him, from his posture to the look in his 

eyes, whispered danger. She got back. 

                                                                                                                                                  Then 

she saw what was making the moaning. Her eyes grew wide and she screamed. Her first instinct 

was to run, but fear kept her rooted in place. She would have to trust Vahloren to keep them safe. 

Three skeletons shambled towards them. Their bones had been picked clean of any flesh by 

carrion birds. They were awkward and ungainly; with each dragging step they took, their arms 

swung limply back and forth. Their entire torsos seemed limp slouching forward as if they were 

exhausted. Nothing was visible in their eye sockets, but they seemed to give off an aura of 

something that should rightfully be dead. As they walked, they omitted a horrible groaning 

sound; it froze the blood in Sakura’s veins just to hear it. 

             Vahloren looked the skeletons up and down, and his lips curled into a sneer. He shifted 

his katana to his right hand and raised his left toward the skeletons. The middle of his palm 

quivered like jelly and mouth-like appendages formed on his hand. Purple energy sparkled in the 

opening maw, which without warning shot a forked bolt of twisting lightning.

                                When the lightning hit it consumed the skeletons in an instant. Only a 

charred crater remained in the forest, which continued as if the battle had not taken place. 

Sakura’s jaw was still frozen open from her scream, now with surprise. After Vahloren made the 

mouth on his hand vanish he turned toward her with an expression she hadn’t ever seen before.

                                                “You’re afraid of skeletons?” he asked, with a hint of a smile. She 

blushed and quickly changed the subject.

                                                   “Can I do that too?” 

                                                                           “All of us half-breeds can do this, it just takes 

time to learn how,” he told her. “Once we reach your father, perhaps he will teach you to become 

powerful.” This thought made Sakura smile; perhaps she could finally become strong enough 

that no one would pick on her, perhaps she had hope yet… 

                                                                                 “Are you as evil as people say my father is?” 

she asked.

                                                                                            “I am neither evil nor good. I do what I 

want to, no one controls my destiny.”

                                                                                                        “Oh, ok.” Sakura lapsed into 

silence and continued following him. Why is he doing this for me? she wondered. Why should he 

want me to see my father?  She looked up the path and saw a tunnel of light. All such thoughts 

vanished as she began skipping, knowing she would soon be out of this creepy forest.
Chapter  3: Aldea, Relon Continent; Year: 3749 B.C.

                                                                                                                                  Aidan Versari 

continued down the road calmly, only stopping long enough to listen to the forest. He’d been 

traveling a day now and still wasn’t getting any closer to his adversary. I hope the little girl is all 

right, he thought. He dug into his pocket and pulled out a silver ring with a purplish rock in the 

centerpiece. He fingered it, thinking of what he must do.  

                                                                                                                                             So this is 

a Power Ring, eh? Aidan pondered. I’ve heard quite a few stories about these things. Most likely, 

I’ll need it against the Shi’ado. He looked around him and saw a meadow to the side of the road. 

He could smell the strong stench of blood coming from the meadow.
                                                                                                                                               Might as well check it out. This could well lead to finding my adversary Aidan thought.  The mediator 

stepped from the road and moved toward the meadow, examining the evidence. There was a pool 

of blood on the ground, very near the remnants of a campfire. Most obvious, however, was the 

group of ice statues. Of course, he knew they weren’t really ice statues: once they had probably 

Had been living warriors. So these were the slain men from the village he thought.

Bending next to the ground, Aidan examined it carefully. There had been a thick layer of frost 

that had partially melted… but it wasn’t enough to prevent him from noticing the footprints. 

They led away from the carnage and into the forest. Hmm, one of the footprints is child sized, 

probably the little girl’s. 

               Closing his eyes, Aidan focused on the area around him, searching for a child’s mind. 

This area made things difficult, but he forced his way through, strengthening his search for her. 

Abruptly he felt a spark of consciousness, but it was quenched by an overwhelming darkness.

                          He opened his eyes and sighed. Damn, I almost had her. That Shi’ado has a 

strong mind, strong enough that I probably won’t be able to find her again. At least I know that 

she’s about a day and a half ahead of me. Before Aidan could resume is pursuit, he felt several 

evil auras appear behind him, announcing their presence.

                                Immediately Aidan turned, putting his second hand to his staff carefully. 

Twelve humanoid figures faced him, armored in red from head to toe. Each of them wore a 

gruesome dragon-like black mask. All of them were armed with katanas, all aimed at Aidan.

                                                      “How might I help you?” asked Aidan. The warriors said 

nothing; they merely stared at him. I wonder what they want with me? thought Aidan, meeting their eyes one by one. Then he saw their eyes and groaned inwardly. Their eyes were yellow 

slits, the unmistakable eyes of a Shi’ado. Then one of them answered his question, though the 

answer was no longer necessary.

                                                                 “Whoever you are, you will submit yourself to the 

Mighty Shi’ado Empire, your Gods” said the central warrior; obviously their leader.
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Aidan Versari

                                                                                    “My name is Aidan Versari; I am a 

Mediator. The Shi’ado are not Gods, they are power hungry demons that have been kicked out of 

Heaven for following Lucifer to dethrone the Most High God, creator of the universe. I therefore 

will not submit myself to the likes of you,” stated Aiden. The warriors looked at him hatefully.

                                                                                              “Very well, infidel. If that is the case, 

we will cleanse this world of you,” hissed the lead warrior. They charged him immediately, but 

Aiden saw them as if they moved in slow motion. He reached into his pocket, producing a 

leather bag filled with blue powder. Sprinkling a handful of himself, he began chanting.

                                                                                                          “Lord Most High, through 

pain and mirth I hail you. Fire, wind, scarlet, flame, allow myself to be as the wind.” Energy 

pulsed through his body as his inertia skyrocketed. Getting a better grip on his staff, he charged 

against the warriors.

                                                                                                               If they had been moving in 

slow motion before, now they barely moved at all. Aidan carefully threw his staff, taking time to 

calculate perfectly. It cartwheeled in the air, slashing through five of the warriors in quick 

succession. As they began to fall, Aidan was already jumping to grab his staff. When he caught it 

in midair, he instantly hurled it again, taking out all but one of the remaining warriors.

                                                                                                                      Time abruptly sped up, 

and the staff clattered to the ground even as Aidan dropped. His magic had ceased, unfortunately 

before he had been able to kill all of them. Aidan calmly waited to see what the remaining 

Shi’ado would do. He glanced to his fallen comrades, then glared icily at Aidan. The next 

moment he charged, already slashing with his katana. Acting on instinct, Aidan grabbed the first 

item in his pocket and hurled it.

                                                                                                                                   Fortunately, he 

did not keep worthless junk in his pockets. A card flew from his hand, sparking from its own 

inner magic and speeding on a new course. Its edge hit the center of the guardsman’s chest and 

vanished within. For an instant the Shi’ado screamed before he vanished entirely.

                                                                                                                                             Sighing 

in relief, Aidan retrieved his staff and dusted it off. On the ground lay his card, now emblazoned 

with an image of the guardsman. Under less critical conditions, Aidan examined it. A Shi’ado 

Red Guard, eh? Well, I may as well put it to use he thought.

“Shi’ado Red Guard, I call you out; I call you to assist me,” Aidan commanded, tossing the card 

into the air before him. The card glowed a bluish-white light and hovered for a moment before 

melting into the form of the armored Shi’ado. 

“What is it, my master?” it rasped. Aidan glanced down at it, trying it decide what use it could 

be.

            “Warrior, I am tracking a Shi’ado Lord,” Aidan told the soulless Shi’ado Guardsmen. 

“He went into that forest next to us. Is there a way to get around it?” The warrior looked around 

him blankly and replied.

                                “There is a way, Master. We can climb yonder mountain and reach them in 

less than a day.” 

                                               “Lead the way” said Aidan, glancing to the nearby mountain. The 

warrior started walking toward the peak, Aidan following close behind. We’re getting closer, 

aren’t we, adversary? Aidan thought, a slight smile on his lips. I only hope that I can reach the 

girl in time.
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Merdia; Year: 3749 B.C.

Sakura looked up and stared at the stars; their beauty held her in silent awe. I wonder if they can 

talk? she wondered. A footstep sounded behind her, making her turn from her stargazing quite 

abruptly. She found herself looking up at Vahloren, whose eyes were similarly fixed above.

             “The stars can talk,” he answered her softly, “If you silence your mind and open up your 

ears, you can hear them singing praises to the Most High God” said Vahloren somberly. Sakura 

reached deep into her mind, silencing all her thoughts. Biting her lower lip, she tried her best to 

concentrate upon the stars. Suddenly she was assaulted by a cacophony of sounds, billions of 

voices reaching her ears, as if she could hear every sound on the planet. She looked up at the 

stars and smiled as she began to hear the stars sing.

                    “Glory to the Lord of Hosts,” they sang, “Glory to the God of Gods, the Lord of 

Lords and the King of Kings. Praise him, praise him to the highest, praise the Most High God. 

He is the Creator and the Savior. Glory to him, the Most High.” Their voices were cold and alien, 

but they rang with such joy that they seemed like running water. Sakura almost laughed with joy, 

reveling in the beautiful voices. The Most High God must be truly awesome, loving and powerful 

to even have the stars praise his name, she thought. Somewhat weary, her mind released its 

concentration and the noises vanished.

                                         The normal noises soon returned, and abruptly she realized that she 

was cold. Returning hastily to the fire, she sat down and warmed herself, listening to the very 

earthly crackle of the flames. Vahloren leaned on a nearby tree, his eyes closed. After a moment 

she glanced at him, a question surfacing.

                                                “Why are you doing this for me?” she asked over her shoulder. 

“What do you have to gain from this?” Vahloren glanced at her, sighed as if at the inevitable and 

then responded.

                                                            “Truthfully, I have one thing to gain: my life.”

                                                                               “How?” asked Sakura curiously, her forehead 

wrinkling; what was that supposed to mean she thought.

                                                                                               “Well, any girl of your age, even a 

Shi’ado, wouldn’t understand. Let’s just say I have come from a place unlike this. Certain key 

points, like Aldea, and certain key people like you, are essential to my time: without them, I will 

cease to exist. This is true of many others as well.” 

                                                                                                           “So that’s why. I think I 

somewhat understand.” 

                                                                                                                       “That’s good,” 

Vahloren told her. Then he yawned and fell asleep standing with his back against the tree. Sakura 

smiled up at her protector. She lay down by the fire and was soon carried to slumber by the 

never-ending crackling of the flames.

Meanwhile: Aldea, Mount Telorva, Kingdom of Merdia; Year: 3749 B.C.

                                                                                                                                          Aidan 

Visari lay against the trunk of a tree and sighed. It had taken him most of the day to travel 

up the mountain. It had taken him half of the night to get the overly protective Shi’ado Red 

Guard to leave him alone and  would not stop watching over him. What he finally had to do was 

order it to track his adversary. Given a direct command, the soulless creature immediately 

obeyed.

Victorious, he took the time to close his eyes and place himself into a trance. Almost 

immediately some great force took hold of him. With his mind’s eye, he saw an image of a man 

that looked like him with longer hair. This visage was overwhelmed by a white light.

                   Abruptly he was overlooking a vast plain. He could see trees, mountains and even a 

stream around him. The sky, shimmering from a yellow sun, looked real enough, but very 

strange. Where am I? Aidan wondered, This place is obviously not Aldea, because I only see one 

moon and no East Star; no blue sun either he thought.
The burst of light from directly behind him might answer his question. Aidan turned, expecting 

anything, and was shocked anyway. Standing before him was a being of golden energy, white 

light emanating from it nearly blinded him. 

             “Hello, young Mediator,” the being greeted him fluidly, “you have traveled far. But your 

quest to bring balance has just begun.”

                          “Who are you, what are you and where am I?” asked Aidan, his speaking skills 

returning to him.

                                    “You are in another plane of existence, I believe your people use the term 

‘another dimension.’”

                                              “ That leaves two questions, doesn’t it?” Aidan got a better grip on 

his staff. “Who or what are you? Show yourself.” 

                                                            The white light faded away, revealing an humanoid form. 

Of course, it was far from Aldean: he recognized it as a Seraphim. Its features mirrored his own, 

though its body was radically different. In addition to towering over him, the Seraphim had white 

feathered wings expanding behind his back.

                                                                       “Who are you?” Aidan repeated, more respectfully 

this time. The Seraphim looked down at him and smiled.

                                                                                      “My name is Gabriel Argadon. I am a 

Guardian of the Ancients. You could say I am a universal Mediator.”

                                                                                                  “Why would an Ancient Guardian 

speak to a simple Mediator like me?”

                                                                                                                    “You are not a simple 

Mediator,” Gabriel disagreed calmly. “You are out of time… like me. You have been sent back 

to an ancient time of Aldea. Someone has sent you back; therefore your purpose it so balance this 

power.”

                                                                                                                                 “Ok, that much 

is easy to understand,” asked Aidan, “Could you send me back, so I can continue on my 

journey?”

                                                                                                                                        “Yes, but 

first I must tell you something. At all costs, you must make sure the little girl you are about to 

rescue will be alive and well. Her existence is paramount to the existence of a possible future,” 

something about the way Gabriel said this made him seem very tired. The Seraphim snapped his 

fingers, and there was a burst of bright light. Then Aidan was sitting under a tree, staring into the 

stars.

Chapter 2: Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Merdia; Year: 3749 B.C.

                                                                                                                                              Sakura 

screamed as she watched the wicked looking sword coming down towards her body. When it 

plunged deep into her stomach she screamed, the pain racking her body with- the girl sat up 

abruptly. Beside her, the campfire still smoldered slightly. Just a dream… 

But perhaps not just a dream. She couldn’t get it out of her mind. It was as if there was 

something terrible coming, or something watching her. Picking herself up, she moved over to 

Vahloren, still sleeping against a tree.

            “Lord Vahloren, Lord Vahloren!” she called to him, “I think someone is watching us!” 

Immediately his yellow eyes opened, searching the nearby forest. He unsheathed his katana, 

realizing that she had indeed sensed an evil vibration. 

                         Vahloren opened his mind, scanning the trees and the surrounding mountains. He 

soon found what was watching them: a Shi’ado Red Guard. Something about it seemed 

strange… ah, it lacked any soul. Probably possessed, then. Not a serious threat, but not 

something that should be allowed to remain he thought.

                                      He burst from his position, shooting through the trees and toward the 

guard. It realized he was attacking and turned to run, but too late. Vahloren’s katana cut him in 

half, head to toe. Both sides collapsed to the ground with sickening wet plops. Flicking the blood 

off his blade, Vahloren sheathed it once more. That wasn’t the end of the matter, though: there 

was a sorcerer after them beyond doubt. The question is, who sent him and why? Putting aside 

the matter for a moment, Vahloren returned to Sakura.

                                        “We will stay here for one more day. Someone, probably a sorcerer, is 

pursuing us. It would be better to face him on our own terms instead of later in our journey.” 

Sakura shuddered at the thought that someone was after her, probably to kill her. She nodded in 

understanding and waited next to Vahloren. She watched as the moons and the stars disappeared 

as the sun rose up over the horizon.

A Few Hours Later

                                                  The ground slowly dropped away from Aidan as he continued 

down the mountain trail. Only a few hours ago, his captor card has ripped in half. That could 

only mean that the Shi’ado Red Guard has been violently slain, and that did not bode well. 

Whatever was wrong with this whole scenario lurked at the edges of his mind, taunting and 

teasing him.

                                                  Is what the Guardian said to me true? he asked himself.

He concentrated upon the trees around him, seeing what they saw, knowing what they knew. 

They could see the little brown haired girl, but not the Shi’ado Lord. Where is he? His question 

remained unanswered as he moved down the mountain, toward the end of his little adventure.

A Few Seconds Later

                                                    Sakura stood in the middle of a meadow, gazing up toward the 

ominous mountain before her. Vahloren had vanished quite abruptly a few minutes ago, but a 

tree had appeared in his place. Was it really him, or was he just using the tree for something 

else? she thought.

                                                                    Footsteps across the meadow caught her attention, 

despite the fact that they were extremely soft. A man in a hooded black cloak walked toward her, 

carrying a black staff. His aura was blue, but his staff had its own aura, a deep black one. Two 

auras? she mentally gasped. Can someone have two? At that moment the figure pulled back his 

hood, revealing short jet-black hair and pointed ears.

                                                                                       “Who are you?” asked Sakura curiously. 

He didn’t seem dangerous or malicious, and now he smiled at her.

                                                                                                    “My name is Aidan Versari,” he 

answered her warmly. “I am a traveling mediator. Your mother, Priestess Ulladam’e, has asked 

me to find you, rescue you and bring you back to your village.” Sakura stiffened when she heard 

this, first panicking and then becoming angry. She spoke as coldly as she could. 

                                                                                                      “I will not go back to a village 

who hates what I am. I am going with Lord Vahloren to meet with my father, the Shi’ado High 

King.”

                                                                                                              “Vahloren is lying to you. 

He is not taking you to your father,” said Aidan simply.

                                                                                                                                           “He isn’t 

lying, because he told me the truth and allowed me to probe his mind to find out if he was telling 

the truth or not!” said Sakura protectively.

                                                                                                                                             “Do you 

think he isn’t capable of deceiving you?” Aidan asked. “He is dangerous and may try to kill you. 

Killing is in his blood: he has already killed dozens of Aldeans, many of them from your 

village.”

                                                                                                                                                “That 

may be so, but he won’t kill me. He said that if I die he won’t exist anymore!” Sakura shot back 

angrily, daring him to contradict her.

Aidan looked around them and sighed. Arguing with this child was getting him nowhere. Even if 

he could convince her, Lord Vahloren would show up and make things more difficult. Not that 

life wasn’t difficult, even for him. Maybe I can cast a spell on her, and use it to convince her, 

considered Aidan.

        He examined her more carefully, immediately noting her yellow irises. Slipping a hand into 

his pocket, he collected a handful of a fine powder. He was about to chant and cast a spell when 

he suddenly realized he was in the presence of an illusory spell. The tree near Sakura quivered 

like pudding, then began jerking wildly. Soon it shrank down into a humanoid form. A Shi’ado 

in Aldean form… probably his target. Aidan had to look up to meet his eyes, all the while 

swearing inwardly.

               “I am Lord Vahloren, the protector and servant to this little girl,” the Shi’ado 

announced coldly. “Withdraw yourself from her, you lying, cheating Mage. If you don’t, I will 

kill you where you stand.” The Aldean considered his adversary carefully, then calmly spoke.

                            “I have come here to bring this young girl back to her mother, her rightful 

guardian. I have also come here to right a wrong, to take care of you, Demon. You have brutally 

slaughtered innocent people, and you must pay for your crimes” Aidan said viciously.

                                “Well, everyone is guilty of something,” Vahloren answered wryly. “I will 

not allow you to take this girl back, at least not until she meets with her father. I told you I would 

kill you if you got in our way” Vahloren said coldly.





                                       “Well, I have my duty, just as you have yours,” Aidan responded levelly 

as he sprinkled the blue magic powder on his staff. It began glowing an unholy blue as he aimed 

it at Vahloren.
“Darkness fades, light shines. I call upon the most ancient, deepest power, to 

smite this prince of darkness,” chanted Aidan as he pointed the staff at Vahloren. Blue energy 

shot out of the staff like lightning. It streaked in arcs toward Vahloren. The Shi’ado smiled 

mockingly, raising his hand. A mouth-like appendage opened in his palm, sucking in and 

absorbing all of the energy.

                                                      Aidan’s eyebrows shot up. He absorbed my magic? As a 

Shi’ado not in his true form, he should have been vulnerable to that. Abruptly it dawned on him. 

He doesn’t need to be in his true form; he’s half Aldean!
                                                                   “You attack me with magic?” Vahloren laughed. “Such 

corrupt energy cannot harm me. The only way you’d stand a chance is if you had Holy Power.”

                                                                                “We shall see,” Aidan responded, apparently 

still calm. But even as he  poured more powder over himself and his staff, he was becoming 

worried. This was his best shot; if it didn’t work, nothing would.

                                                                                            “Lord Most High,” he began chanting, 

“through pain and mirth I hail you. Fire, wind, scarlet and flame, allow myself to be as the 

wind.” When he opened his eyes, everything was moving at a crawl. Instantly Aidan hurled his 

staff toward Vahloren. His weapon cartwheeled toward his opponent, who was frozen in time. 

Ever so slowly Vahloren made a slight movement: he smiled.

                                                                                                                   The staff deflected off an 

unseen obstacle, falling away. Where it had struck, there were faint shimmers fading in the air. A 

personal barrier? How did he create it before my attack? But his magic was ending now, and 

Vahloren shook his head, as if fully aware of what had happened, and laughed.

                                                                                                                             “Your magic 

cannot affect me. I’ve seen you fight before, and I prepared myself.” The truth of those words 

dawned on Aidan, who began to understand. He is linked to the mind of every Shi’ado in 

existence: he would have seen everything they had seen Aidan thought. But there was one thing 

Vahloren didn’t know, and he would soon regret not attacking when he had a chance. Aidan 

dropped into a defensive stance, slipping the Power Ring onto his finger.

                                                                                                                                          Vahloren 

unsheathed his katana, his expression vaguely amused. He started to run directly at Aiden, but 

somersaulted without warning, suddenly appearing just before Aidan, slashing down at his head. 

At the last second Aidan jerked himself to the side, evading the attack. Surprised at his speed, 

Vahloren moved to a defensive position as well.

But Aidan wasn’t moving toward him, he instead slipped past him, grabbing his staff from the 

ground. Vahloren attacked, but his blade was met by the raised staff. When the two weapons 

met, the sound of thunder echoed in the meadow. Both of them withdrew, then charged one 

another. This time when they met, they did not give ground, their weapons flashing with silver 

light as they connected time and time again.

           As they fought, a slight smirk began to form on Aidan’s face. This warrior was powerful, 

but he relied almost entirely upon his sword. Without it, he would be vulnerable. But before he 

could act, Vahloren stepped back, staring at him with piercing yellow eyes. Before Aidan could 

renew his attack, the Shi’ado Lord raised his katana. Half of it exploded in flames, churning for a 

moment before becoming a whirlwind of fire that tore through the air toward its target.

                         Spinning his staff before him, Aidan deflected the attack. As it fell away, he 

seized upon it with his own magic, sending it rushing back at Vahloren. His opponent jerked his 

blade into the air and sent the flames harmlessly into the sky. Sakura, watching from the 

sidelines, was still staring in awe. Neither moved for some time.

                                           “So Vahloren, let’s put our weapons down,” Aidan suggested, “and 

fight hand to hand.”

                                                      “Why not?” Vahloren grinned savagely. Both of them tossed 

aside their weapons and attacked at the same moment. Aidan dropped beneath Vahloren’s first 

attack and brought his legs up in a bicycle kick. His opponent wasn’t there to take the blow, nor 

there to attack again. Aidan returned to his feet, puzzled. Vahloren didn’t appear to be anywhere 

at all. 

                                                                “Hello, Aidan, miss me so soon?”  Vahloren said behind 

him, sneering at him. Even as Aiden turned to defend himself, a claw dug deeply into his side. A 

jolt of searing pain washed over his body. There was a ragged gash in his body, and Aidan had 

only a moment to look at it before his body went numb. He collapsed backward, hitting the 

ground heavily. His tongue felt like lead, leaving him completely unable to speak. 

                                                                             Vahloren finally appeared again, standing over 

him. What now, Vahloren? Aidan asked silently. Will you kill me? Eyes cold, his opponent 

flicked his wrist; his katana flew  into his grasp. A slight smile appeared on his face, and Aidan’s 

eyes widened as he heard a voice in his mind.

                                                                                             Yes, Aidan, you will die. Vahloren 

brought his katana down, but before he could fully swing two small hands clamped down on the 

handle of his blade. He stopped, surprised.








                                                                                                     “Lord Vahloren, no, do not kill 

him!” Sakura yelled.

                                                                                                                     “Why not?” Vahloren 

asked contemptuously. “He will get in the way.” 

                                                                                                                                   “My Mother 

sent him to retrieve me. Once my Father is done with me, I will return to my home. He does not 

need to die.

                                                                                                                                                 “As 

you wish my Lady, I will not kill him,” Vahloren answered grudgingly. Abruptly he saw the 

Power Ring on Aidan’s finger and his eyes narrowed. So that was how this incompetent Mage 

was able to match me. Slashing swiftly, Vahloren split the centerpiece of the ring in half, 

rendering it useless.  “Try to follow us now.”

With that, he swiftly replaced his weapon and turned, storming into the forest. Sakura glanced at 

Aidan nervously, then hurried off after Vahloren. Behind them, the Mediator remained on the 

ground, barely beginning to regain his movement abilities. He slipped into a healing trance, 

dancing dangerously close to unconsciousness. I will survive this. I will kill you, Vahloren, Aidan 

thought. Then he welcomed the darkness and fell into oblivion.

The End
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Outside the Village of Formet; Year: 3749 B.C.

The Kingdom of Merdia lay between the Hamlen Forest and the Jaspar Mountains. It was a giant 

country, but filled with destitute farmers and thieves. Occasional small villages dotted the 

landscape. Vahloren’s path had avoided most of them, but they were finally going to enter one 

that seemed to be much larger.

        It had been roughly a week since the two had left the enchanted forest where they met 

Aidan Versari. They had been doggedly tramping through hills and ravines, moving ever closer 

to their destination. The village had appeared on the horizon the previous day, the first he had 

neared. Sakura’s heart sang when she saw it; she was sick of camping on the hard ground. She 

longed for a soft bed, a warm meal, and a bath.

               They had stopped about a mile away from it, roughly an hour before sunset. Vahloren 

laid his hand on her arm. “Are you actually going to go in there, looking like that?” he asked. 

She knew what he meant immediately, and felt guilty for not thinking about it. As they were half 

Shi’ado, the village would likely come after them with pitchforks if they walked in showing 

signs of their heritage.

                             “Well, can you change our appearances?” she asked hopefully. She beamed 

when he nodded.  Vahloren closed his eyes and concentrated for a moment, light spreading over 

his body. His skin darkened, his face grew rounder and softer, his hair became short and brown; 

his claws turned into nails, and when he opened his eyes Sakura could see that they were green 

and human. For a moment she just stared at him, then she began giggling.

                                           “May I ask what is so funny?” Vahloren asked stonily.

                                                        “Oh, Vahloren...” she giggled. “You look like an mountain 

man!”

                                                                 He rolled his eyes, then focused his concentration upon 

her. She could feel things about herself changing, but couldn’t tell what he was doing. She felt 

more or less the same, but apparently Vahloren approved.

                                                                             “Now, my lady,” he said, gesturing at her to 

walk ahead of him, “we may continue.”

Chapter 2: Aldea, Relon Continent Kingdom of Merdia, Village of  Formet; Year: 3749 B.C.

                                                                                             According to a sign by the side of the 

road, the village was named Formet. It had four straight, cobbled roads leading into a town 

square. In the center of the square was a twenty-foot statue of the King of Merdia, Johanas XII. 

He had one hand clenched in a fist over his heart; the other was thrust valiantly outward.

                                                                                                      “You know, Johanas is one of the 

most cowardly kings in the history of this country,” Vahloren whispered conspiratorially to 

Sakura. He gave the statue a long glance, then added, “vain too.” Sakura couldn’t help but 

giggle. However, she was mostly distracted by the town, so very different from the village she 

had known. There were a few shops, taverns and an inn, but what she hadn’t seen before was the 

people roaming about and trying to hawk their wares to the few on the streets.

                                                                                                                 “Fresh, roasted almonds!”

                                                                                                                                    “Magical 

charms! Guard your loved ones against demons!”

                                                                                                                                                  “Fine 

jewelry! Crafted from the best of metals!”

One hawker noticed Vahloren and Sakura and ran up to them, thrusting a tray under their noses. 

          “Look, sir!” he said breathlessly. “Power Rings! Each forged from Aldea’s core! Only 12 

zem each! They’re illegal in most places, but you can buy them here! What do you say, good sir? 

Want one?” 


                          Vahloren pick up one of the rings and examined it. With a flick of his wrist, he 

tossed it back on the tray. “Liar.” He walked off. Sakura hurried after him. 

                                               “Why did you call him a liar? Shouldn’t we have been concerned? 

If that mediator that was following us gets his hands on another one...” Sakura started, then 

Vahloren snorted derisively. 

                                                             “Don’t believe everything you hear. Those weren’t Power 

Rings; they were just cheap copper look-a-likes. There will always be people who will try to 

scam you out of your money; they’re harmless if you are able to tell when it’s a lie” Vahloren 

said.

                                                                                        As Sakura mulled over this new piece of 

information, the two entered the inn called “The Boar and Badger.” It didn’t look like much from 

the outside, but inside Sakura was pleasantly surprised to discover it was rather nice. The place 

was clean and well lit by torches on the walls, a fire in the hearth and windows ringing the room. 

About a third of the tables in the center were occupied. A long bar ran along the left-hand wall; a 

portly man stood behind it, running his rag along the counter. When he saw them by the bar, he 

smiled and shambled over. 

                                                                                                      “Good evening to you, strangers! 

I’m the owner of this place, Hep. How can I help you?” He spotted Sakura and grinned at her. 

“Hello there, little lady! What’s your name?”

                                                                                                                        “My name is Lissa,” 

she recited, remembering the cover story Vahloren had told her. “I’m traveling with my uncle to 

see the king at the festivals.” 

                                                                                                                                      Hep ruffled 

Sakura’s hair. “You are a good man, sir,” he said to Vahloren. “Taking your niece to see the 

king. I’m glad he is still loved. I myself am an avid fan of his... I think there are far too few of us. 

I’m happy to meet another supporter. You know what? Your meal will be free.”

                                                                                                                                               “Thank 

you, Hep,” Vahloren nodded politely. “We’d like a single room, if you may. Preferably with a 

window.”

“No problem! Here, follow me. You can freshen up before dinner.” Hep led them up a narrow 

staircase to the second story. He took a ring of keys off his belt and unlocked the first door. 

The room was wonderful. It was very spacious, with a large window and wooden walls. There 

were two beds with richly dyed covers and pillows of goose feather. Between the two beds was a 

nightstand; on it was a candle and a Bible. A sparse rug covered the floor, but it was gentle on 

her weary feet. There was a small washroom opposite a hearth.

            Little time was wasted in removing dirt and grime from their travel. When they came 

back down the steps for dinner, it had already grown quite dark outside. They sat at a table in the 

corner nearest the hearth until a barmaid finished refilling mugs of ale and sauntered over to 

them.

                          “What will you be having?” she asked politely. “Today we have fish, stew and 

rabbit.”

                                       Sakura squealed delightedly, clapping her hands together. “Oooh! I love 

fish! I haven’t had any in ages!” The waitress smiled at her.

                                                      Vahloren grunted. “Just an ale.”

                                                                            “Alright then. I’ll be back right away with your 

order.”

                                                                                                 In no time at all Sakura was happily 

munching away at a salmon fillet covered in garlic sauce. “Mmm!” she sighed. “Are you sure 

you don’t want a bite, Vahloren? You’re missing out!”

                                                                                                         “I’m positive.” Vahloren 

leaned back in his chair and sipped his ale reflectively. After a moment, he asked Sakura, “Do 

you see anything there, over in that corner?”

                                                                                                                  She looked up, trying to 

be as inconspicuous as possible. The corner was one of the few places that light did not shine; at 

first glance it looked completely empty. But as Sakura stared at it, her sharp Shi’ado eyes 

detected the outline of a figure, shrouded in darkness. She became faintly disturbed when she 

realized the figure was looking at them.

                                                                                                                                        Vahloren 

nodded, even though she hadn’t given an answer. “I knew it.” He set down his glass and stood 

up. “Come along, ‘Lissa.’ it is not safe here.” 

He turned to go, but stopped when he felt a small hand on his arm. Sakura looked up at him with 

large eyes. “Please, Vahloren...” she begged quietly. “Just one night. Can’t we stay just one 

night?”

He sighed and sat back down. “This had better be worth it,” he muttered. Sakura beamed.
Chapter 3: Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Merdia,  Village Of Formet, The Boar and Badger Inn; Year: 3749 B.C.

                       Later that night, the two retired to their room. Vahloren sat on his bed, quietly 

meditating. As he cast his mind far from his body, he felt his tensions and fears fall behind him. 

The small creatures of the forest were scurrying to and fro without anxiety; the trees were 

conversing amongst themselves, the river was flowing just as it should. He smiled slightly, more 

at peace than he had been for weeks. 

                                   His meditations were cut short when the washroom door banged open. 

Sakura strolled in, her clothes freshly washed and her hair up in a towel. He’d dropped the 

illusions on them both to save wear on his mind, and they were back to looking the way they 

should. 

                                            “Ahh...” she sighed happily. “ Nothing like a good bath to relieve 

aches and pains!” She noticed Vahloren’s irritated face and sobered instantly. “I’m sorry, did I 

interrupt you?”

                                                   He smiled slightly to relieve her worries. “You did, but I don’t 

mind.” Vahloren said as a small smile crept over his features.

                                                           “Okay, that’s good.” She walked over to the nightstand and 

searched through the drawers. “Aha!” she exclaimed happily, pulling a handheld mirror out. She 

shook her wet hair out of its towel and examined her face. She grinned at her likeness and 

propped the mirror up against the candle. She pulled a hairbrush out of the drawer and began 

methodically brushing her long brown hair.   “Hmm... I need a haircut...” she muttered to herself. 

Shish... shish... shish... shish... Vahloren felt himself growing drowsy listening to the quiet, 

regular sweepings of the brush. He lay back on his bed and crossed his arms behind his head, 

staring at the ceiling. Maybe the child is correct; everyone needs a day or two of rest. I’m glad 

we’re staying the night, I could use the peace. He closed his eyes.

                                                                                By and by, he became aware that the sounds of 

the brush had stopped. Sakura got up from the floor and tiptoed over to Vahloren. 

                                                                                           “Lord Vahloren, are you awake?” she 

whispered. He didn’t reply.

                                                                                                           She waited a moment, looking 

at him. Then she spontaneously leaned over and hugged him. “Thanks for everything, Vahloren. 

I really appreciate it.” With that, she climbed into her own bed and snuggled into the warm 

softness. Before sleep overcame her, she turned to the candle and blew it out, plunging the room 

into darkness. 
Chapter: 4

                                                                                                                                                     It was a tiny sound, 

hardly noticeable, the mere creaking of a door. Vahloren was awake in an instant; on edge and 

alert. He didn’t move, but he could feel a presence in the room. He slowly tightened his grip on 

his dagger as he strained his ears to catch any sound. Sakura mumbled something and shifted in 

her sleep. He heard someone (a large man, judging by the heaviness of the footsteps) moving 

closer to her bed. 

                                                                                                                                      Quick as 

lightning, he rolled off the bed, simultaneously hurling his knife. It plunged deeply into the 

man’s neck. He swayed, then fell to the ground with a loud thud. Sakura woke with a start at the 

sound. 

                                                                                                                                                “Wha? 

Wah?” she asked fuzzily.

Vahloren became aware of the other people standing in the shadows: five other burly men. 

Thieves, he thought derisively.

                 “Sakura, get out of the way!” he shouted as the men launched themselves towards 

him. Sakura jumped out of her bed and retreated to a corner. 

                                 Vahloren grabbed his katana from where it was lying propped against his 

bed. He drew it and slashed at the first man. He went down with a shout of pain. The next man 

had a knife; he dodged its wild thrust and quickly severed the man’s head. The final three all 

jumped at him at once; before they could attack he focused upon them and they all burst into 

flame. 

                                                      As the bodies dropped to the floor, Vahloren sheathed his 

katana. “How pathetic,” he muttered.  

                                                                “I suppose you think that was very heroic,” said a voice 

from the shadows. Vahloren whipped around to see the man from the dining room leaning 

against the wall. As before, he was wrapped in the shadows. His voice was cold, sending shivers 

up Sakura’s spine.
“Or did you do it simply because you enjoy killing? Shi’ado Princes 

always seem to revel in such a slaughter.  Ah! You seem surprised at my knowledge. Did you 

think I would not know about you? Because I do. I know more than you could imagine; I know 

all about you!!”

                                                                   “Enough!” shouted Vahloren, shaken by the stranger’s 

easy tone. “Your words will be your death!”  The half-Shi’ado launched himself at the stranger, 

his katana flashing in the moonlight. When he brought it down he found it blocked by a pure 

black blade. Sparks flew from their clash for a moment, then the stranger shoved Vahloren away. 

Crashing against the opposite wall, Vahloren managed to make it to his knees.

                                                                                           “Tsk…tsk.. .tsk, Lord Vahloren! I really 

expected better!” the man chided scornfully. “This is almost pathetic!” The Shi’ado lord stared at 

the man wrapped in shadows. 

                                                                                                    “Who are you? What do you 

want?”

                                                                                                                        The man laughed. It 

was a purely evil laugh, cold and dark, lacking in all that was Aldean. “Who I am is of no 

consequence. And as for what I want... I want the girl.”

                                                                                                                                      Vahloren 

looked at Sakura, who was cowering in a corner. He stepped protectively in front of her and 

raised his katana. “Never,” he spat, “would I give her to scum like you.”

Sighing as if merely annoyed, the stranger stepped forward from the shadows. Vahloren could 

now see that he wore a long black cloak with a hood that hid all but the man’s glowing orange 

eyes. They glowed slightly, pulsing in time with the man’s sword. “I don’t intend for you to give 

her to me, Vahloren.” 

             Just then there came a small commotion outside the door. Sakura and Vahloren looked 

up in surprise, the stranger merely glanced aside, as Hep’s voice floated up to them.

                        “Good sirs, is everything alright? I heard an uproar coming from your room, so I 

brought the neighborhood guard. Hold on, I’m coming in!”

                                   Hissing, the stranger sheathed his katana. A cloud of darkness surrounded 

him once more, and he spoke from it darkly. “Remember... I know who you are. I will hunt you 

down. And when I find you...” he laughed coldly. Suddenly the darkness in the room lifted, and 

their attacker had vanished with it. Moments later the door burst open.

                                                 “What... what is all this?” Hep asked, looking over the dead 

thieves’ bodies. He spotted Vahloren standing in the corner and frowned. “Who are you? 

Where’s the man who rented this room?” Too late, the Shi’ado realized he had forgotten to 

maintain  his illusionary form. Before he could think of a plausible response, the man gasped, 

eyes widening in recognition. “You! You were that man!” His eyes flashed with anger. “You’re 

a Shi’ado! Demon!”

                                                                   “Listen, sir, it’s not how it looks...” Vahloren began, 

not wanting to kill this loathsome bard in front of Sakura.

                                                                                    “Demon!” he roared. At that point, Vahloren 

stopped caring. It had been a bad day in any case, and he wasn’t in the mood to deal with this. As 

the soldiers behind Hep moved in, he grabbed Sakura and left out the window. Before they hit 

the ground he hurled something behind himself and into the room. Immediately the guards 

backed away, expecting an attack… but it was only a small satchel. Hep picked it up, curious, 

and gaped as gold spilled out of it. A small note was attached.

                                                                                                                 “Thanks for the room. 

Don’t try to follow us.”

                                                                                                                                  They paused by 

a large group of rocks. By now Formet was miles behind them, and Sakura couldn’t even see it 

on the horizon any longer. In fact, all she could see looked the same: dark skies and rocky land. 

Once the flow of adrenaline ceased, she fell to her knees, everything rushing back to her. While 

she sobbed, Vahloren merely scanned the area around them carefully.

                                                                                                                                           “L-Lord 

Vahloren...” she gasped. “How d-do you stand it?”

He glanced at her. “Hmm?”


          “They h-hate us! We can’t... (hic)... go near p-people... because they w-want to kill us! H-

how can you (hic) stand it?” For a moment Vahloren didn’t respond, then he crouched down 

beside her.

                           “Sakura, there are some things you must learn. When you are a hunted race, 

luxury is something you can’t afford. You have to always be ready for the worst, and not be 

afraid to kill. It’s either them or us.” 

She nodded slightly, finding a strange sort of comfort in the words. “Vahloren... could you t-

teach me to... fight?” Sakura asked between sobs.

                                          “It will take a lot of time and commitment. You will be sore and tired 

every day, but if you wish it, I can teach you on the way.” Sakura nodded determinedly, and 

Vahloren rose to his feet. “But before that, we had best find a safe spot to rest the night. Come, 

my lady. It is time we are off.” Sakura rose, and the two set off. They walked into the horizon, 

never knowing what the future would bring. 

The End
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Merdia; Year: 3749 B.C.

As the sky faded from blue, to purple, to black, night fell over the land. With the darkness came 

a silence as sharp as a knife blade, cutting away the gentle hubbub of the day. The temperature 

dropped significantly, and everywhere small animals retired to their dens to sleep away the long 

hours of darkness. At night the world rested, and the two half-Shi’ado traveling through the 

country of Merdia felt compelled to rest as well.  They were in a small grove on the side of a 

mountain, and after a day on their feet, it seemed a wonderful place to stop.

           “Will we be safe here?” asked Sakura tiredly.

                    Her protector and traveling companion looked up from where he was placing logs 

for a fire. “Nowhere is perfectly safe,” he replied. “This will do just as well as anywhere else.” 

He finished placing the logs and sat back on his heels. Snapping his fingers, he made a small fire, 

and then remained there, watching the dry wood as it was consumed. Sakura sat across from him 

in the flicking light.

                                   “Vahloren, who was that man at the inn?” she asked quietly. Why were 

they running from him? Her question made Vahloren glance at her grimly.

                                                         “What we saw was a Shadow Wraith. It’s a servant of a very 

old and evil power known as the Dark Army. It was sent to kill you to change the outcome of the 

future.”

                                                                     Sakura pondered this. “You know, it didn’t seem all 

that dangerous, compared to some of the things we’ve seen. Why didn’t you just absorb its 

energy when it attacked?”

                                                                                       For a long moment Vahloren stared into 

the flames silently, but eventually he said quietly, “I didn’t want to hurt you.” 

                                                                                               “Huh?” Sakura asked in puzzlement.

                                                                                                               “The room where we 

fought was a small, enclosed space. Had I used my powers to defeat the Wraith, if anything had 

gone wrong you would have been seriously injured. I wasn’t willing to take that chance.”

                                                                                                                          “But why was it 

after me in the first place?” The young girl sighed. “Why am I so important all of a sudden?” 

This seemed to amuse Vahloren, but his eyes were not malevolent. “All of a sudden? My lady, 

you are the daughter of a very powerful man. Anyone with power is in danger, but in your case 

there is more… but I think it is still too early to tell you.”

                                                                                                                                       “Alright 

then,” she yawned, too tired to question. She curled up and shut her eyes, but after a long time 

she spoke again. “Um… Lord Vahloren?” He grunted slightly, surprised she was awake.

“I’m glad you’re here.” She shifted slightly to be more comfortable. “Because, without you... I’d 

never be able... to see my father.” Her speech was halted by constant yawns. “Without you, I’d 

be... stuck in Shidow. I love my mother... but I wouldn’t want to spend my... whole life there.” 

With a final jaw-creaking yawn, she gave in to the lethargy creeping into her mind and drifted 

into the land of dreams. 

Vahloren studied the child’s sleeping form; she looked so small, so tired, so helpless, curled up 

on the cold ground. Watching her, he felt guilt settle on his soul heavily. We’ve been through so 

many dangers, with more to come. But still she trusts me. Why? Why does she follow me so 

blindly? He flicked a strand of hair out of his eyes. And yet… I think I misjudged her. She is 

much more intelligent and strong-willed than I first thought.  The half-Shi’ado child shivered 

slightly. In one fluid motion, Vahloren tugged off his black cape and pulled it over her small 

frame. “Sleep well, my lady,” he whispered. 

Chapter 2: Aldea, Relon Continent, Merdia; Year: 3749 B.C.

            Sakura floated in a sea of darkness. The inky blackness stretched away from her infinitely 

in all directions. She could feel nothing, hear nothing, see nothing; she was trapped in a complete 

void. Alone in the darkness, accompanied by only the shadowy abyss.

                         But gradually she became aware of another presence. From deep in the faraway 

darkness came a slithering sound... a groaning, writhing, slinking, moan.... The shadows were 

moving. Shivering, she tried to turn away but discovered there was nowhere to turn. The 

shapeless horrors were approaching, thrashing as they moved inexorably closer. The scent of 

decaying flesh struck her nose, and with it came a terrible hatred that was so deep it nearly froze 

her in place. They were coming toward her like a flock of vultures to a rotten carcass.

                                  She stared into the darkness, terror filling her as the shadow creatures drew 

ever nearer. Suddenly a wild, immense fear took hold of Sakura, so painful she gasped. It was as 

if a dark, spindly hand had reached inside her and crushed her heart in its icy grip. Fear 

threatened to overcome her frail mind and plunge her into the depths of insanity. Her body felt as 

if it were made of ice; she was numb from horror. With a pained inhale, she opened up her 

mouth and let out a blood-curdling scream. 

                                           That scream cut off as she sat bolt upright, gasping. Her brow was 

beaded with sweat, and she needed several deep breaths to calm herself. Just a dream... it was 

just a dream.

                                                    “Sakura?” Vahloren looked over at her, a concerned look on his 

face. He was leaning against a tree, but watching her carefully. “Are you all right?”

                                                                    She nodded, not trusting herself to speak. Vahloren 

was immediately skeptical. “Well, if my lady says so...”

                                                                             Before she could make herself speak, she heard 

something whistling toward them. Her eyes widened and she shrieked “Vahloren!” just before 

the arrow was upon them.

                                                                                                Quick as lightening, Vahloren turned 

and clamped his hand on the dark shaft of wood. As soon as he touched the bolt his skin started 

sizzling; he threw it to the ground with a curse. The moment the arrow touched the earth, it 

disappeared.

                                                                                                             “Dark magic...” he growled 

angrily, turning toward the forest. “Come out from where you are hiding, scum!” Something 

rustled, and then a deep and mocking voice echoed from the trees.

                                                                                                                        “Tsk…tsk …tsk... 

anger doesn’t suit you, Vahloren.” The Shadow Wraith strode calmly into view. Vahloren glared 

at him and drew his katana. “Though I must say,” continued the cloaked creature, “that was a 

very nice catch. You would be a welcome addition to our side, but I will not waste my time 

giving you an offer I know you would refuse. So now, it is time for you to die.” 

                                                                                                                                        Vahloren 

snorted. “Oh, please! ‘It’s time to die’? That’s incredibly cliché! I should make you suffer just 

for that.” 

Hissing, the Wraith unsheathed its sword, its eyes burning brighter as the blade began to pulse. It 

shot forward quite abruptly, and it was all Vahloren could do to block the attack. Before 

matching strength long, he ducked under his opponent’s blade to dodge behind his opponent. The 

Wraith stepped back and sent an upward slash in his direction that narrowly missed his face. 

Their blows formed slashed circles about them as they continued to battle. Eventually Vahloren 

struck hard enough that the Wraith was knocked against a tree.

                        “Astounding,” it hissed. “So much improvement since our last match.”

                                              “I had just woken up,” Vahloren replied simply. “I was out of it.”  

                                                              “That won’t matter!” It launched itself at him again, its 

blade flying before it like a rocket. Vahloren braced himself, but realized abruptly that it was 

targeting Sakura instead. She shrieked as she jumped backwards, narrowly avoiding being 

skewered. Almost immediately the Wraith halted beside her, raising its blade over her frightened 

face. Just before the sword slashed down, Vahloren grabbed Sakura and rolled away to safety. 

When she had recovered her senses, she was beside the forest, Vahloren standing over her.

                                                                             “Stay here,” he commanded, turning back.

                                                                                          Now safe in her secluded corner, Sakura 

watched as the battle was rejoined. Without her well-being to worry about, Vahloren fought with 

renewed vigor. After a few blows, Vahloren twisted his blade, knocking his opponent’s sword 

away. Not even pausing, he slashed in the opposite direction, decapitating the Wraith. For a 

moment its body remained in the air, then it turned to dust and scattered toward the ground. 

                                                                                                   “It is dead,” he told her, leaning on 

his sword. Sakura hesitantly left the shelter of the trees to stand beside her protector. It was then 

that she noticed his hand.

                                                                                                             “Ah! It’s burned!” she 

exclaimed, looking at the long, thin band of blackened skin. “That’s from the arrow, right?” He 

nodded. 

                                                                                                                          “Yes, it was made of 

dark magic. A dirty trick.”  

                                                                                                                                     Sakura gently 

touched one finger to the center of his palm. She chanted a few words in a strange tongue, and a 

soft white light enveloped his hand. After a moment the light faded, leaving only perfect skin 

behind. Vahloren flexed his hand appreciatively.  “A healing spell...” The girl grinned.

                                                                                                                                         “Yes! My 

mother taught me that. She’s a priestess, so she knows several. That was a low-level spell, but it 

worked!” She seemed very pleased with herself.

                                                                                                                                              “Thank 

you,” he said curtly. “Well, we can’t stay here. Let’s go.” The red-haired half-Shi’ado stretched 

before setting off at a gentle pace and Sakura mirrored his movements. Together, the two set off 

into the early pre-dawn light.

The End

Aldean Chronicles

Episode 6

“The Priestess and the Layers of the Evil Web”

By: Gabriel McKnight

Edited By: Succorelle, UC Pseudonym

Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Merdia; Year: 3749 B.C.

The night was filled with the soft chirps of crickets and the quiet crackling from the fire. 

Vahloren sat beside it, watching Sakura as she slept. Her breathing was slow and even, and a 

small smile graced her lips. It was a relief to see her sleeping peacefully for once; recently she 

had been having constant nightmares.

            Vahloren leaned back and gazed at the stars, as he would often do when alone in the 

night. He closed his eyes and listened to their song. The lilting voices filled him with a peace unequaled by any amount of calm and tranquility. Unfortunately, even they could not entirely 

wipe away his thoughts of the events of days past, and his expression darkened. There have been 

numerous attacks on this journey… more than I can attribute to mere bad luck. Someone is out to 

kill me, most likely Draconis.
                               Considering the possibilities, Vahloren leaned over to add another log to the 

fire. When he did so he heard a noise coming from within the forest. Though he straightened as if 

he had heard nothing, he waited in silence, now completely on the alert. Someone was coming 

toward him quite stealthily, and when they got within range he struck.

                                                   Whirling, Vahloren put his katana to the intruder’s neck and 

discovered that it was a brown-haired, green-eyed Aldean woman with a green aura. She was 

looking at him with loathing written openly on her face. 

                                                                    “Who are you, woman?” he asked emotionlessly.

She glared at him, seeming to ignore the blade at her throat. 

                                                                                   “How dare you treat a holy woman with such 

disrespect? I am the Priestess Ulladam’e. And you are the scum, Vahloren, that kidnapped my 

daughter!” 

                                                                                               “So I assume you have come here to 

take Sakura home?” Vahloren scoffed. “Sorry, but that’s not going to happen. She’s going to see 

her father, whether you like it or not.” 

                                                                                                                 “I am willing to chance 

Draconis’ wrath to regain her. I have seen the horrors that follow you; I will not let Sakura be 

subjected to such danger,” the woman stated defiantly. “Now, kindly remove your blade.”

He complied, turning away from her as he slid Bane back into its sheath. “You know, Sakura 

looks a lot like you,” he said lightly. “Besides the eyes, of course. Those are from her father.” 

                                                                                                                             Ulladam’e smiled 

slightly, remembering her daughter. “Why are you doing this, Lord Vahloren?” she asked, voice 

softer now. “I know you despise Draconis. Why would you go out of your way to make sure she 

reaches him safely?” For a long moment he did not answer, debating how much to tell her. To 

her credit, she let him alone and sat beside her daughter. Eventually he spoke.

                                                                                                                                            “I can see 

that you want the truth. Very well, here it is: I was born in the future, in the village of Shidow. 

My mother’s name is Sakura, of the house of Durnmal.” He watched the Priestess’s face intently. 

She paled visibly.

                                                                                                                                              “But...” 

Ulladam’e began.

“Now do you see? Now do you understand? Your daughter’s safely is of the utmost importance 

to me, because she is my mother. With her lies my future.”  

             For a few minutes Ulladam’e was in shock, her jaw working soundlessly. Vahloren 

quickly grew bored, and he was tending to the fire when she finally exploded.

                    “What? Are you telling me you’re my grandson?” she screeched. Vahloren winced 

at the outburst. “How could I ever be related to a notorious Shi’ado Lord like you?”

                                 A slight smirk appeared on Vahloren’s face. “Oh, I can think of some things 

you did with Draconis that would do the trick.” She flushed with anger and embarrassment. 

Glaring venomously at him, she silently counted to ten. When she felt the less of an urge to lunge 

at the Shi’ado and rip his throat out, she continued the conversation. 

                                  “Why did you kill all the men of my village?” she demanded. 

                                                    “They threatened Sakura, so I killed them. Aren’t you glad I 

care about my mother?”

                                                                  His grandmother shuddered. “Don’t call her that; it’s 

too strange.”

                                                                        “Call her what?” Vahloren asked.

                                                                                   “You know... that.” Ulladam’e stated.

                                                                                         “Oh, you mean ‘mother’?” Vahloren said 

with a smirk.

                                                                                                      “Yes!” She hissed. “And wipe 

that stupid smirk off your face!”  

                                                                                                                        They sat in silence for 

a time, the only sound the crackling of the fire. Ulladam’e stroked her daughter’s hair as she 

slept, her anger slowly fading. Vahloren sat with his back against a tree, watching the fire. Finally the Priestess broke the silence softly.

                                                                                                                                   “Have you told 

her yet that you’re her son?” He did not indicate he had heard her question immediately.

                                                                                                                                           “No,” he 

finally answered, “it would hinder my relationship to her. As her protector, she trusts me 

explicitly. While we journey ever closer to her father, I will tell her the truth about him and make 

her loathe her lineage, so that when her Shi’ado side emerges, she can control it. If she can’t 

control it, she will become bloodthirsty and will hunger for power. She will chase after power 

and in doing so, she will alter the already fragile timeline.”

                                                                                                                                                  “So 

ultimately you will be helping her serve the light.” Vahloren nodded, and Ulladam’e looked at 

him strangely. “Doesn’t it bother you to be switching sides constantly, playing one off against 

the other? You will be considered a traitor by both.” 

“I don’t care. All that I care about is Sakura’s safety.” Vahloren said simply.

                  “You should care, because we kill traitors!” rasped Ulladam’e.

                              Confused, Vahloren looked up, seeking a reason for the change in her voice. 

That became obvious the next instant, as the Priestess changed quite abruptly. Her eyes became 

black slits; her skin became pale and blotchy, with inky veins running up and down her body. 

Vahloren had seen a possession before and merely sneered at  her aura. It lacked all subtly, a red 

mixed with darkness: the aura of a heart of pure evil.

                                                       “Well then, what demon are you?” The possessed priestess 

glared at him with her soulless eyes.

                                                                    “I am Lady Stryiel of the Dark Army.” Said the 

Shadow Wraith.

                                                                                 “Stryiel?” he scoffed. “What kind of name is 

that?” If looks could kill, Vahloren would be no more than a steaming pile of ashes. 

                                                                                                      “I have come for your head, 

Shi’ado,” she hissed. “The Provisional Council wants you dead- they already sent an assassin 

after you. With us, killing our assassins’ only means we send stronger assassins. Unlike him, I 

will kill you.”

                                                                                                                       “I highly doubt that,” 

Vahloren said, glancing her over skeptically. Stryiel laughed, and then raised her hand towards 

him.

                                                                                                                                     “Don’t be so 

thickheaded. All you can do is kill my host! And we wouldn’t want that, would we?” Purple 

lightning shot from her fingers, but Vahloren moved at the same instant, bringing Bane in the 

way of the attack. When it struck, the sword glowed blue and absorbed the attack.

                                                                                                                                                “My 

turn,” Vahloren said ravenously. Placing both hands on Bane’s handle, he swung it up and then 

brought it down in a powerful diagonal slash. A purple wave of condensed energy arced out of the blade and flew towards Stryiel. The possessed Priestess brought her hand up; green energy 

pulsated from her fingertips, growing and enveloping the purple energy ball. She clenched her 

fist and both green and purple energy vanished.

             Stryiel smiled a sickly grin. “I know what Bane is, Vahloren. It is a powerful weapon, 

but it drains power. If you can’t get my energy, it will make you weaker as you fight. Go ahead 

and keeping using it… it will be the death of you.”

                        “You’ve done your homework,” he snorted. “However, I can still kill you easily 

without Bane.” Quite abruptly he replaced his katana and pointed his hand toward her. Lethal 

energy radiated from it, and Stryiel shivered.

                                        “Don’t even think of drawing me in and absorbing me- you’ll kill 

Ulladam’e!” she shouted, backing away. “Sakura would never forgive you!” Vahloren only 

smiled. 

                                                         “Whoever said anything about drawing you in?” In the back 

of his mind he finally found the thread of movement and shifted, feeling the jolt run across his 

body. When he opened his eyes, he was standing on a plane of shadow, surrounded by ghostly 

afterimages of a thousand dimensions. It was rather easy to find Stryiel; she was no longer a 

warped version of Ulladam’e, but a woman wearing black armor. Given her glowing red eyes 

and deathly pale skin, it was probably her true form. “Now where were we?” 

                                                                             Glaring, Stryiel unsheathed a wicked two-

handed sword and brought it before her. Still, her action seemed desperate instead of brave. 

                                                                                             “How did you travel through the 

dimensions to the Realm of Shadows?” Stryiel asked in surprise.

                                                                                                            “Why Stryiel, I’m shocked! You don’t know?” He feigned surprise, and she hissed. “It’s quite simple. If a body vibrates at a high enough speed, it can slip between dimensions. And now, you don’t have any host to hide behind.” Suddenly, a wave of telekinetic energy hit Stryiel. Stryiel screamed as she felt herself being ripped apart. She felt searing pain at her midsection, then nothing. She looked down and noticed from the waist down that it was not proportional with her body. She grimaced, and then fell. Her body separated at the midsection, blood oozing everywhere. Blackness called to her; she closed her eyes. A small sigh escaped her lips as she died.

                                                                                                                           Fate just doesn’t 

want me to get a good night’s rest, does it? Vahloren asked himself as he returned to his own 

dimension.

Chapter: 2

                                                                                                                                       Ulladam’e 

blinked her eyes, slowing regaining consciousness. The first thing she saw was Vahloren, sitting 

by her with his eyes closed, meditating. Everything from the past few minutes was confusing to 

her. “What happened?”

“You were being possessed by a creature of darkness,” he answered without moving.

           “Something darker than you?” She laughed. “I highly doubt that. But for now, I am 

satisfied. Protect my daughter.” Moving backward, she found her horse hidden in the trees and 

turned back to Vahloren. “I won’t pretend that I like you,” she told him, “but we are family. At 

least for Sakura’s sake, I wish you well.” She spurred her horse and galloped off into the night.

A Few Minutes Later

                               Vahloren sighed as he fed another log to the fire. His task complete, he sat 

back and looked at Sakura’s sleeping form. If you knew what I was capable of, Mother, would 

you still love me? he wondered silently. He started when Sakura turned over and whimpered. She 

tossed until he crouched beside her and laid a hand on her forehead. Almost immediately she 

calmed down and her expression became peacefully once more. Pleasant dreams, my lady. He 

closed his eyes again, this time to surrender to sleep.

                                                   Sakura woke up with a start, as if from a very long sleep. 

Vahloren was nearby, either in a trance or having fallen asleep sitting. Yawning, she sat up and 

looked around her. The sun was just starting to rise over the mountaintops; he must have been 

tired if they weren’t off yet. She didn’t mind, though.

                                                                Today is going to be a glorious day, Sakura thought 

excitedly. But even as she warmed herself by the remains of the fire, she became troubled by a 

memory that slowly returned. There had been a nightmare… Vahloren was fighting something 

and trying to kill her mother. But this morning he slept longer than he had before; it might have 

been more than a dream. For a long time she glanced at his sleeping form.

                                                                               Last night while she slept, something had 

happened. She had been having a nightmare. The nightmare was of Vahloren fighting a Shadow Wraith and trying to kill her mother. Now she was awake and Vahloren was somewhere in an 

exhausted slumber. Something had definitely happened.

                                                                                               Whatever happened, I’m sure you 

were trying to save my life, she told him silently. Sitting by the tree, Sakura waited for her 

protector to wake up.
The End
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Outskirts of the Kingdom of Merdia; Year: 3749 B.C.

The Fortress of Duean sat upon a tall hill, overlooking the plain about it. It consisted of a high 

tower surrounded by walls and keeps, with guards stationed all around the walls and at every 

entrance. All of the guards were specially trained Shi’ado guardsmen, garbed in silver-black 

armor from head to toe. Black, grotesque dragon-like masks adorned their faces. Their yellow 

hooded eyes could be seen through the eyeholes of their masks. They were renowned throughout 

the land for their fierceness and resilience; traits that came from the mind-control spell they were 

under. 

          Heading down a stairwell from the top of the walls was a lone warrior. She alone was not 

mind-controlled, because she was the lord of the keep. Lady Ketral of the House of Duriel stood 

out even among Shi’ado, with short black hair and tanned skin. When she finally reached the 

sunlight she glowered at the sun, which cheerfully shown in the clear sky.

                       There was something drawing her, she knew. As soon as it had begun she had 

recognized the foreign mind, but she decided to play along. What could it be? Abruptly the 

compelling sensation stopped, and she questioned how much she had been playing along and 

how much it had been playing along with her.

                               Just then she noticed a man standing off to the side of the dirt road. He had 

long black hair, pointed ears, and emerald eyes. A brown cloak and robe was all he wore except 

for a golden-white amulet. In his right hand, he held a silver katana that shimmered as he stepped 

into the path before her.

                                           Ketral glared at him. “Who are you? How dare you block the path of a 

goddess?” she rasped. Unlike most, the figure did not quail even slightly under her gaze.

                                                          “You are not a Goddess. You are merely a power-hungry 

Shi’ado wench.”

                                                                       “How dare you?” she screeched. “You will suffer for 

this outrage with your life!” She raised her claws, purple energy pulsating in them. Lightning 

shot forward the next instant, hitting the stranger directly. But to her surprise, he didn’t move and 

the lightning passed through him as if it did not exist. “Who are you?”

                                                                             “You could say that I am dead and nothing more 

than a memory.” A brief smile graced his lips.

                                                                                        “You’re a ghost?”

                                                                                                        “I wasn’t done. As I was about 

to say, I may be dead but I am also alive. My name is Gabriel Argadon. I am the Ancient 

Guardian of Light and Justice, a Paladin for the Most High God.”

                                                                                                                         “So why are you 

here, Guardian?” Ketral asked scornfully.

                                                                                                                                     “I have come 

to bring an end to you and your wicked ways. You are a false god and have committed numerous 

heinous crimes against the Aldeans. For that you shall not live.” His katana slashed horizontally 

at her the next instant, only barely going over her head. Rolling to the side, Ketral returned to her 

feet only in time to block his next attack. After she jumped back, she began her technique. 

                                                                                                                                           “Dancing 

Blade” Ketral rasped, closing her eyes. Her entire body began to spin, so quickly that it seemed 

there were ten katanas slashing about her. She tore across the ground, spinning into Gabriel. 

Feeling nothing, she opened her eyes and halted her spin, assuming he had dodged.

Gabriel stood exactly where he had before, looking back at her calmly. “Impressive attack, but as 

I said, I’m already dead. Your attacks are meaningless to me.” He replaced his scimitar, but 

seemed to draw another from the amulet about his neck. The Sword of Light swung and sent an 

arc of energy into Ketral’s side. She screamed and clutched at the gushing wound, but then a 

pained grin appeared on her face.

        “So that’s it, eh? You have an aura? Even a  soul possesses one…, which means that you’re 

only Dreamwalking. Certainly you know that while Dream-walkers are invulnerable physically, 

sorcery is quite lethal to them.” 

                   “Yes, I am Dreamwalking,” Gabriel admitted amiably. “The linking of soul and 

consciousness is very dangerous. But I do not aim to destroy you.” With that he vanished 

entirely.

                             “Run while you can!” she laughed. Given time, she mended her wound to the 

point of only pale scar tissue. Now it was time to hunt him down and – her smile was annihilated 

as she looked up. Her fortress was burning in blue flame, her guardsmen already consumed and 

dying. Moments later, her horror was compounded: he had set the entire structure to explode. A 

tidal wave of blue flame exploded from the fortress, and though she tried to run, it quickly 

engulfed her.

Chapter 2: Two Days Later

                                           Sakura came to a halt at the same time Vahloren did. He was 

sniffing the air, almost seeming to taste it. When he glanced at her over his shoulder, his 

expression was grim.


                                                             “Lord Vahloren, what is it?” she asked. She didn’t know 

why, but she could feel a sense of foreboding.

                                                                          “A dangerous presence is ahead of us at the pass 

to the Kingdom of Laudei. No, beyond dangerous; I won’t allow you to be involved.” He rested a 

hand on her shoulder and looked seriously into her eyes. “Stay here, Sakura. I will remove any 

dangers and then come back for you.”

                                                                                     She shook her head. “No! I can’t just sit 

still here, knowing you’d be in danger!” Surprised at her own outburst, she looked at her feet. “If 

anything was to happen to you, I’d never forgive myself.” Sighing in resignation, Lord 

Vahloren straightened.

                                                                                                 “Very well. If I cannot leave you 

here, I should at least train you to defend yourself.”

                                                                                                                 “You will train me?” 

Sakura asked, incredulous at the thought of it.

                                                                                                                         “Yes, my Lady, it is 

time for you to stand up for yourself. We shall only have time to master the basics, but that will 

be suitable for now.” Vahloren motioned for Sakura to sit down. Sakura sat and watched as 

Vahloren sat cross-legged next to her. “Your best defense will be the demon within you.”

                                                                                                                                      “What? The 

demon within...” Sakura frowned, puzzled. “What do you mean?” 

                                                                                                                                                 “By 

releasing your anger, you can unlock some of your Shi’ado powers without unleashing your 

dormant Shi’ado side,” Vahloren explained.

“Ok, so what’s the first step?”

          “Silence your thoughts. It may help to close your eyes.” Sakura did so and concentrated 

with all her might on not thinking about anything. It was harder than it looked, but finally she felt 

her mind was sufficiently blank of excess thoughts and nodded.  “Now think about everyone who 

has harmed you. Use these things to fuel your rage.” Putting aside everything else, Sakura 

brought to mind only bad memories: Tav and the villagers despising and beating her. There was 

a tingling inside of her, and abruptly a fiery rage began burning, threatening to explode at any 

second.

                   Vahloren watched as Sakura opened her eyes, which now glowed a deep red. Instead 

of hands, she suddenly had razor sharp claws. A red aura burned around her, and he gave it an 

approving nod. “This is your inner demonic nature. Now that it has been unleashed, you will 

revert to this form whenever you are angry. But this is only the beginning.”

                                   “What is step two?” Sakura asked, voice quite alien to her small body.

                                                   “Using your body as a weapon.”

                                                                    “How?” Sakura demanded.

                                                                                   “Your claws are designed to be weapons. 

Focus upon them: you can retract or extend them at will. Given time you will be able to fire 

them.” Focusing on her claws, Sakura tried to envision them in the back of her mind. In the 

process her eyes flickered closed, and when they opened they had extended at least three feet.

                                                                                                 “Do you see that tree a few feet 

from us?” Vahloren asked, gesturing toward it. She nodded. “Slash the tree, then jump back and 

shoot a claw at it.”

                                                                                                             “Like this?” Sakura leapt up 

and moved swiftly towards the tree. In one swift, fluid motion she sprung at the tree and slashed. 

Half the tree fell forward toward her, but she was already moving back. The sight of the stump 

surprised her and made her falter, but she refocused quickly. Drawing one nail back, she waited a 

moment and then flicked it sharply. A long nail lanced toward the tree like a javelin and 

embedded itself in the wood. Moments later the tree disintegrated.

                                                                                                                       “Now why would it do 

that?” she murmured to herself, examining her claws in disbelief. At that moment her anger 

dissolved into a tired happiness. Her eyes reverted to their normal yellow state and her claws 

became her hands. For just a moment Vahloren gave her a smile that was truly kind. “Very good 

Sakura. That was quite impressive for a first time.”

                                                                                                                                 “But how come 

that tree exploded?” Sakura asked in puzzlement.

                                                                                                                                           “It didn’t 

explode, it disintegrated. That was a coincidence: your body subconsciously produces toxins and 

poisons. These poisons can be released either through your skin or nails for defense, but they can 

be used to attack. Now, can you become angry again?”

                                                                                                                                                Sakura 

tried her hardest, but no matter what the exhausted happiness held her captive. Finally she sighed 

and gave up. “I can’t,” she admitted regretfully. He merely got to his feet.

“Very well. Since that is the case, we shall use the rest of the day to focus on the use of blades- 

specifically, daggers and assassin’s katanas.” He reached into his robes and pulled out a wicked-

looking dagger and a child-sized katana, then handed them to her carefully. Sakura looked at 

them and giggled.

             “They’re so tiny! Especially this katana, it’s like a mini-Bane!” Vahloren patiently 

waited for her fit of giggles to subside before continuing.

                            “The katana is self-explanatory. You’ve seen me wield Bane enough to have a 

general gist of it. But the dagger is a different story. There are two main techniques in the use of 

a dagger- stabbing and throwing.” He drew his own dagger from his belt and, in one rapid 

motion, pulled it back and threw it at a tree. “Did you see how I did it?” She nodded. “Good. 

Now try it yourself.” 

                                    Sakura copied his movements as precisely as possible. She set her weight, 

balanced the blade, judged the distance, and then threw. Even Vahloren was surprised when it hit 

just above the previous shot. She grinned in happiness and went to retrieve her dagger. With a 

few hard wrenches, she finally managed to yank it from the wood. Vahloren made a simple 

grasping motion with his hand, and his dagger shot out of the tree and flew into his grasp. 

Calmly he tucked it away in the folds of his robe.

                                                    “Showoff,” Sakura muttered under her breath. 

                                                                         “That’s enough for now. Those are the basics I just 

taught you- they will be sufficient for now. Let’s go.” With that, Vahloren headed through the 

tree-line and onto the dirt rode. Sakura followed, close behind him.

A Few Hours Later

                                                                                          Snow-capped mountains lined the sides 

of the Aitriana Pass; Sakura was staring up at them in awe, but Vahloren ignored them entirely. 

He was searching for the Shi’ado outpost that should have been looming nearby, a task that 

should have been easy. When he discovered a charred crater he stiffened.


                                                                                                      In an instant his katana was 

before him in a defensive position. Duean was large and heavily defended… anything that could 

destroy it was a threat. Something about this feels familiar, too, like this was done by someone 

that I should know. Vahloren stiffened, then sheathed his katana. The Fortress of Duean was very 

large and heavily defended.

                                                                                                               “So this rubble is what is 

left of the Fortress of Duean. I wonder what could have razed the fortress?” Sakura’s voice asked 

behind him. Vahloren turned and stared at her curiously.

                                                                                                                        “Did you read my 

mind?” Vahloren asked flatly. Sakura gulped and backed away.

                                                                                                                                  “Well... yes, but 

I didn’t mean to! I’m so sorry!” Sakura stammered, afraid of what Vahloren might do. She 

looked up at him and saw a hint of a smile form on his lips.

                                                                                                                                        “There is 

nothing to be forgiven. But when did you teach yourself to read minds? No… that isn’t 

important. Just be careful; some minds can be dangerous indeed.”

                                                                                                                                             “Would 

the survivors know what happened here?” Vahloren glanced down at Sakura for a long moment, 

then turned away and continued on his path.

“There were no survivors” Vahloren said simply.

Chapter: 3

              Pushing aside a branch, Lady Ketral got a better look at the travelers. One was a tall 

man in silver Baruune silks with a katana; the other was a small brunette girl in a simple blue and 

green dress. The pair had been speaking for a while, but now they were moving onward.

                          Mmm, that man is very handsome, Ketral considered. He seems familiar 

somehow, someone of high birth. But who is the little girl? She shook herself out of it and 

mentally berated herself. What am I doing? I’m just going to absorb them for their energy!
And energy was something she desperately needed at the moment. She had managed to survive 

the aftershock of Gabriel’s attack by shifting into her Shi’ado form, but she had only barely 

survived. Though she had healed, her power was not what it once was. After that she had been 

waiting for something to happen, and something came in the form of these two.

                                        She closed her eyes and concentrated on her body’s vibrations, 

increasing them until she slipped between dimensions. When it was complete, she opened her 

eyes and grinned. Everything was grey, and to the world around her, she was invisible. Few 

Angels dared to tread in these ether dimensions. Licking her lips, she began pursuing her prey, 

catching up to them rather quickly. But before she could make her move the man turned and 

glanced directly at her. He sees me! Something quenched the vibrations of her body and she was 

abruptly in the material world.

                                                    “Who are you, woman?” Lord Vahloren demanded. “Why did 

you think you could attack us?”

                                                             “I am Lady Ketral of the House of Duriel. I was going to 

attack you and drain you of your-“ quite abruptly her eyes blazed angrily. “I will not be 

controlled! Who are you to command me like that?” Vahloren merely sneered.

                                                                    “I am Lord Vahloren of the House of Durnmal. I have 

every right to command you… Commander” Vahloren said coldly.

                                                                                            “Once again you are correct,” Ketral 

hissed. “I was the Guard Commander of the fortress here. But it doesn’t matter who you were 

born to… I’ll absorb you here!” Her mouth opened, and a green light began emanate from it. A 

slight smirk appeared on Vahloren’s face.

                                                                                                            “You can try.” He had only 

time to speak those words before a vortex of energy formed in front of Ketral, pulling torrential 

winds into it and past them. Everything nearby that wasn’t secured blew into it and vanished. Sakura found herself pulled off her feet and into the air. She closed her eyes tightly and-

                                                                                                                            A hand gripped her 

ankle like a vice. Opening her eyes, she realized that Vahloren had caught her. At his touch the 

wind seemed to stop blowing. She could still see its effects around them, but Vahloren and 

everything within the purple haze surrounding him was completely unaffected.

                                                                                                                                   “Ah, a barrier,” 

Ketral’s voice emerged from the vortex. “You are more powerful then I thought you were, half-

breed. But all of that will be mine once you succumb.” Her attack strengthened tenfold, and 

Sakura shuddered even within Vahloren’s aura. He didn’t look as though he even noticed the 

changing,  Vahloren calmly raised his hand. It opened the next instant, and Ketral realized too 

late what he was doing.

                                                                                                                                           “Dragon 

Blast!” The silver beam of energy struck Ketral before she even saw it. Her whirlpool of energy 

began to waver and flicker; behind it she blinked in surprise. Suddenly she exploded into billions 

of pieces as the energy overwhelmed her body. 

Once the last bits of flesh had hit the ground, Vahloren dropped his hand and his barrier. He 

turned to Sakura and glanced her over. “Are you alright?” Vahloren asked in concern.


               Sakura looked up at him, eyes as big as saucers. Her lower lip trembled, and a sob 

threatened to escape from her throat. It would have eaten me, she thought numbly. I almost 

died... Finally the sobs broke through, and she burst into tears. Somewhat uncomfortably, 

Vahloren bent down and put his arms around her. She cried into his shoulder, clutching his robes 

in her hands.

                                   Finally, when she gained control of herself, she whispered, “Thank you, 

Lord Vahloren... thank you.”

The End

Aldean Chronicles

Episode 8

“Village of Souls”
By: Gabriel McKnight

Edited By: Succorelle And UC Pseudonym

Chapter 1:Aldea, Relon Continent; Year: 3749 B.C.

Aidan Versari gripped his staff in both hands and walked down the beaten path. It had been two 

weeks since the battle, yet he could still feel the scar on his abdomen from Vahloren’s claws. 

With the Power Ring, he had been able to match the Shi’ado Lord perfectly… but not quite; 

Vahloren’s paralyzing toxin had tipped the scales.

            It was a cheap shot, he grumbled to himself. Before he could brood over the past any 

further, however, he sensed a dark, powerful aura nearby. His curiosity aroused, he set off 

toward the source of the power. Guiding himself by it, he found a hidden dirt path that appeared 

to have fallen into disuse. Where does it lead, I wonder?
                  That question was answered what seemed like an eternity later. The path ended 

abruptly in an enormous tree trunk that belonged to an ancient oak. Aidan stopped by the base of the tree, wondering if he should go around it. His staff began pulsing in his hand, making him 

frown and glance about himself. There was magic here? Yes, there was… magic, magic that 

came from the tree! Aidan thought. Seconds before magic lashed at him, the mediator created a 

barrier.

                        “Foolish mortal!” a voice boomed. Aidan immediately identified it as the tree. 

                                     “Why are you in my domain?” boomed the voice of the tree.

                                    “Domain?” Aidan questioned. “I followed this path in search of 

something evil… apparently I have found it.”

                                                                     “It has been a long time since anyone detected my 

presence,” the tree rumbled. “You must be powerful indeed. Perhaps you are the one…”

                                                                              “The one?” asked Aidan, but by then it was too 

late. He coughed in a sudden gust of wind, and realized that there was a strong pollen in the air 

he had failed to notice. His body sagged forward the next instant, momentarily leaning against 

his staff and then fell to the ground.
Chapter: 2

                                                                                       What he next perceived was darkness. He 

was floating amid an emptiness that he couldn’t completely describe. As he continued to rotate 

slowly, he saw a vast array of stars gliding past. Where am I? There was no answer, but then, 

Aidan saw an enormous burst of light behind him. Almost immediately he floated to face it, and 

found himself across the stars from Gabriel Argadon.

                                                                                           “Why are you here?” he asked “And 

where is ‘here’ exactly?” Aidan demanded.

                                                                                                           “I brought you here to talk. 

‘Here’ is some distance from the Milky Way” Gabriel said slowly.

                                                                                                                          “Talk about what? 

This place seems a little out of the way for just tea and gossip” Aidan said simply.

                                                                                                                                       Gabriel 

laughed. “No. I have come to warn you of the challenge that will soon face you. You will be 

facing an ancient evil of terrible power; no craft you possess will be able to harm it. In the past, it 

has devoured many souls, and its dark magic is already reaching for yours.”

Aidan scratched the back of his head. “Seems kind of like a suicide mission to me.”

            “Victory is within your grasp. But to attain it, you will have to look deep into yourself.” 

Gabriel nodded once to Aidan, then vanished in a light that left Aidan completely blind. Look 

inside myself... I wonder what he meant by that? Aidan thought as he floated in the darkness.
                            Voices and sounds called him from the darkness. The bleariness from his vision 

faded and he found that he was no longer amid the stars, but instead lying on his back, staring 

toward a ceiling. When he sat up he discovered he was in a small hut, surrounded by a circle of 

candles. A small girl sat near the entrance, staring at him, and Aidan smiled warmly at her.

                         “Who are you?” she asked. 

                                       “My name is Aidan Versari. I am a traveling mediator. Where 

am I?” Aidan asked.

                                                            “You are in the Village of Tikon,” she answered simply.

                                                                      “Tikon, huh. I haven’t heard of that village before. 

But then again, I haven’t been everywhere” Aidan said simply.

                                                                                    “They said you might be a mediator. We 

need your help” said  the little girl.

                                                                                                 “Well, I will do whatever I can, if I 

am well enough. Considering that you apparently saved my life, it is the least that I can do. 

Anyway, what’s your name?” asked Aidan.

                                                                                                                 “My name is Jaikem. 

Jaikem Arkave” said the little girl.

                                                                                                                            “It’s a pleasure to 

meet you. Will you come with me?” Aidan asked.

                                                                                                                                          “Sure, let 

me show you around!” Jaikem said eagerly. She grabbed Aidan’s hand as he got up and kept a 

hold of it as she led him out of the room.
Chapter : 3

                                                                                                                                              The 

terrace was built in an old style, overlooking a village of marble and wood. From his vantage 

point on the terrace, Aidan could see the cliffs beyond the village and a majestic waterfall 

tumbling over them in the distance. Closing his eyes, he opened his senses to the world. No 

auras.

          Even if I survived the tree’s attack, I should be able to sense it. Was all of that a dream? 

Just a delusion of an exhausted mind? But he couldn’t bring himself to believe that entirely. 

However, for the moment his problem was only this mediating job, and he needed to focus on it.
                    “You have a beautiful village, Jaikem,” Aidan told the girl beside him. “Do you 

have any warriors?” asked Aidan.

                               “Warriors?” She frowned and shook her head. “We don’t need any; our 

village has a powerful protector.” Aidan looked at her in puzzlement. Two women in bright 

green dresses passed them, whispering conspiratorially to each other. One of them looked at 

Aidan and smiled at him; Aidan bowed in her direction, then turned toward Jaikem.

                                                “I think it is time for me to do my job of mediating. What do you 

need help with?” Aidan asked simply.

                                                                    “You will soon find out,” Jaikem said simply, turning 

away from the balcony. He followed her and was soon in the village courtyard; beautiful statues 

ringed in and faced inward. Aiden noted that there were many villagers watching in nervous 

clusters, but two woman sitting on benches in the center particularly caught his gaze. At the very 

center of the square was a boy with silver hair, chained to the benches.


                                                                         Both women stood as one and faced him. The first 

was garbed in white linens, and she spoke first. “Greetings, Mediator. I am Mivra Dave; I am the 

village Priestess.” Said the Priestess.

                                                                                “Greetings, Mediator,” the second woman 

echoed. She wore a red and blue silk dress. “I am Yavansia of the House of Kuras, and the 

Princess of the Kingdom of Merdia” said Yavansia.

                                                                                                       “This boy has Shi’ado blood,” 

Mivra explained. “If released, he will kill us, but if left bound, he will only grow until he is too 

powerful to be controlled. Therefore, we should kill him.” Bowing slightly, she returned to her 

seat and allowed Yavansia to speak.

                                                                                                                    “The boy has asked for 

my protection. I would grant him amnesty, but neither I nor the Priestess have authority in this 

matter. Therefore, judge for yourself.” She bowed and also sat. 

                                                                                                                                   Aidan glanced 

between them, at the boy, then at the staring townspeople and then sighed. “This could take a 

while.”

                                                                                                                                                “You 

have three days,” Yavansia told him gravely. “We must make a decision by then.”

“Fair enough,” he replied. “May I inquire into the boy’s past and anything else that may have 

relevance?” Aidan asked.

                     “You may do so,” Mivra answered. Around them, the villagers dispersed, realizing 

there would be no decision made tonight. A long time after they had left, Aidan was still staring 

at the child, trying to make a decision. How can you be a threat, child? 
A Couple Hours Later

                                Wearily Aidan dropped onto one of the benches beside the child, who did not 

look at him. Throughout the entire procedure he had never taken his eyes off one of the statues 

by the side of the square. This vaguely disturbed Aidan, but the boy seemed otherwise in perfect 

health.

                                              In the past few hours, he had been asking around to find 

information, and his results shocked him. The Demon child had appeared at the edge of town a 

few months ago; the first people that encountered the child were torn to ribbons. For a time he 

hunted the villagers, but once his psychic powers grew strong enough he began taking control of 

their minds. That proved his downfall, for the Priestess fought off his control and captured him. 

Only chance had allowed the child to beg for Yavansia’s protection. They had been arguing for 

some time before he had arrived.

                                                      Shall I allow them to kill him, or should the child be set free? 

That was the essence of the problem. Aidan’s pondering was interrupted by footsteps behind 

him. He turned to find Mivra Dave beside him.

                                                                   “How might I help you, Priestess?” He made room for 

her on the bench, and she took it with a wan smile.

                                                                                 “There is something important you must 

know,” she told him in a low voice. “You do not have three days… you have less than twelve 

hours. My binding spell is all that is keeping him captive, and it will dissipate at dawn. He has 

grown in captivity, and with energy he may become too powerful for me.”

                                                                                                   “I see,” Aidan stared off into 

space. “You will have my ruling by tonight.” There was a long pause between them, and 

eventually Mivra spoke.

                                                                                                                “What do you think of our 

guardian’s statue?” she asked, gesturing to the statue the boy was chained up by. Aidan started.

                                                                                                                            “Your protector is a 

tree?!” Aidan asked in surprise.

                                                                                                                                               “Not 

merely a tree,” Mivra answered stiffly. “He is Daryun, God of Nature.”

“Huh. I didn’t know there were people that still believed in the ‘gods.’ They’re nothing more 

than power hungry Shi’ado, you know. The Most High God does not look fondly upon idolatry.” 

Aidan said as he looked at her in disappointment.

               “Perhaps. But I see you use sorcery and witchcraft. Isn’t that just as condemned?” she  

asked.

                              “Yes, I believe so,” Aidan acknowledged. “But, as of two weeks ago, I’ve 

been trying to rely only on my spiritual powers instead of sorcery.”

                                           “What happened two weeks ago?” Mivra asked instantly. Aidan 

glanced at her with a strange expression, startled by how interested she seemed. He told her the 

story of Vahloren anyway, and she seemed transfixed the entire time. “If this is true,” she said 

when he had finished, “then you know how evil the boy is. He must be killed!”

                                                        “No,” Aiden answered simply. “He is not evil. Not all Shi’ado 

are. The girl in my story… she was half-Shi’ado and I sensed no evil in her. From what I’ve seen 

of this boy, neither is he.” Getting up, Aidan turned his back on the priestess and vanished into 

the village.

Chapter: 4

                                                                    The sun had nearly set, and it appeared that a storm 

was coming. Dark clouds covered the horizon, and the wind howled fiercely between the houses. 

Aidan Versari stood at the center of the square facing the Shi’ado child; the others all waited 

around him.

                                                                               “I have heard your words,” he announced 

formally. “I have seen the facts. I have made my ruling. The Shi’ado child should be released.” 

Aidan said.

                                                                                              “As you wish,” Mivra told him flatly. 

                                                                                                        “I will honor your decision.” 

She turned toward the child and raised her hand in his direction.

                                                                                                                    “Ancient Light, ancient 

power. Arrow, flame, mirth. Raise and release this demon.” The chains binding the child fell 

away, and a red aura burst around the child. He seemed only confused, looking about at the 

villagers with a worried expression. Yavansia moved toward the child, and Aidan smiled, but 

before she could reach him darkness overwhelmed the mediator’s vision. When it vanished, he 

found himself lying on the ground before a massive tree.

                                                                                                                                “You are truly 

powerful, young mediator,” the tree rumbled. Aidan got to his feet, watching its black aura 

suspiciously.

                                                                                                                                          “Were the 

events you showed me real or completely illusory?” Aidan asked.

                                                                                                                                              “It was 

an illusion, but long ago it was real. That was a living memory, a memory this forest holds most 

dear” said Daryun. 

                                                                                                                                                   “So 

tell me,” Aidan said, calmly leaning on his staff. “Were you that little boy?” His response was a 

deep sigh that seemed to come from the very roots of the tree.

“Ages ago, I arrived at the village as a young Shi’ado craving power. But I fell in love with the 

village and vowed to protect it; for thousands of years I sheltered its inhabitants and nurtured 

them. Until… a great evil came, a Shi’ado Lord by the name of Draconis. He destroyed my body 

utterly, but I managed to seal my soul, and the souls of the villagers, into this forest.” The tree 

creaked, somehow sorrowfully, and the sound bit into Aidan’s heart. “The years have been hard. 

I want nothing more than our freedom. Yet Draconis still rules, and I have spent these years 

searching for the power to defeat him.”

          “Have you found that power?” asked Aidan. The tree did not answer in words, but in a 

green pulse of magic on the ground below. A glowing blue orb broke from the ground and 

hovered in the air before Aidan’s face. Somehow, it gave off a deep green light. 

                      “What is it?” Aidan asked.

                                  “This is the Heaven’s Tear. It is the largest of the Sakar Stones that were 

used to make the Power Rings. A complete Sakar Stone has enough power to utterly crush any 

Shi’ado. Take it and use it against the Shi’ado that wronged you. It is men such as he that will 

doom our world.”

                                                “And how do you know I won’t use this to work evil?” asked 

Aidan.

                                                            “You won’t,” the tree responded confidently. “I saw your 

soul; I know not how you gained Holy Power, but you have it. Your quest to bring balance will 

require the Heaven’s Tear.” Said Daryun.

                                                                    “I promise you I will use it only on Vahloren” said 

Aidan.

                                                                                 “Then go!” Daryun commanded. Aidan laid a 

hand on the orb and abruptly he was flying, soaring over the landscape far beneath. The force 

that had taken hold of him returned him gently to the ground, the Heaven’s Tear still in his hand. 

So that’s what you meant, Gabriel. Smiling, Aidan began running down the path. He had some 

unfinished business left to take care of.

Chapter: 5

                                                                                                  The forest was filled with a 

powerful miasma, but Aidan sliced through it easily. This was Vahloren’s presence, he realized. 

He had finally caught up. It appeared that Vahloren knew he was coming and had prepared, but 

with his new weapon it would not matter.

                                                                                                         “Vahloren!” he shouted. “Show 

yourself or I will hunt you down!”

                                                                                                                                   “Very well,” a 

soft voice wafted to him. “I will defeat you again, if you insist.” There was a purple flash of light 

that was soon replaced by the Shi’ado Lord.

                                                                                                                                                 “This 

time you will pay for your crimes,” Aidan told him. Vahloren merely sneered.

“I’ve become stronger since our last battle, and I think you look even weaker. All I have to do is 

move my hand and you will perish.” He unsheathed his katana, eyes cold.

                “You have new power,” Aidan admitted, “but so do I. Enough to destroy all of your 

kind.” He fumbled through his robes for a moment and then produced the Heaven’s Tear. For a 

moment Vahloren paused in his attack, then he almost laughed.

                              “That’s it? You’ll beat me with a shiny blue rock?” Vahloren asked, 

incredulous. 

                                              “Heaven’s Tear,” Aidan cried, “I call upon your infinite power: send 

this demon to oblivion!”

                                                                 A brilliant blue glow burst from the orb, making 

everything in the clearing a shade of blue. Vahloren was astonished, unable to attack even if he 

could properly see his opponent. How? There wasn’t any magical aura! A blast of power shot 

out of the stone, shimmering as it sped toward Vahloren. It encircled Vahloren, but seemed to do 

no harm, then slowly faded. It was Aidan’s turn to be in shock.

                                                                            Raising his hand, Vahloren pointed the mouth-

like appendage on the palm of his hand toward Aiden. The absorbed energy glowed within it, 

and Vahloren smirked.

                                                                                         “Interesting power. My turn to use it.” 

Vahloren said coldly. Blue light exploded from his palm, creating a beam that hit Aiden head on 

and completely blinded him. There was nothing but blue, in every direction he could see… and 

then he was back in the forest.

                                                                                                           Alone. There was no one else 

there, as if Vahloren had left. Aiden glanced about himself, puzzled. What had the Heaven’s 

Tear been meant to do? This was a different forest, actually, a much older and overgrown one… 

no he thought. His eyes widened, as he realized he stood exactly where he had before, but years 

in the future. Incredulous, Aidan searched for miles about him and found Vahloren nowhere.

                                                                                                                              “Damn it!” His 

voice hung in the heavy air. The outburst made Aidan calm down slightly, and he took several 

deep breathes. All is not lost, he thought, I might not be able to save Sakura, but I’m a lot closer 

to my original time, by a thousand years at least. Gripping his staff carefully, Aidan walked from 

the forest rather calmly. Perhaps this is even the present.

The End

Aldean Chronicles
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Chapter 1: Aldea: Relon Continent, Kingdom of Laudei, Year: 3749 B.C.

Sakura stood on the top of a high cliff, looking at the valleys stretching out beneath her. The cliff 

was at the extreme edge of a mountain face, high above the ground. Far beneath her, a gentle 

carpet of forests covered the land. Beyond the horizon lay their destination: the Kingdom of 

Draconia.

                 Just an hour ago they had passed through the borders of the Kingdom of Merdia and 

into the Kingdom of Laudei. Vahloren had warned her not to use any of her mental abilities, 

because the Laudenians were powerful telepaths. She had been worried for their safety, but Vahloren assured her that if they moved carefully they could avoid the most powerful wizards.

                             Closing her eyes, Sakura focused upon the world around her, not touching it 

but merely watching. Life energy vibrated all around her powerfully, more than she had ever felt. 

Looking out over the kingdom, she discovered a beautiful aura of power. Before she could look 

long she caught a glimpse of a strong aura directly behind her. She smiled up at Vahloren.

                                                “Did you find what you were looking for?” she asked. Vahloren 

blinked, slightly surprised she had sensed his presence.

                                                              “I was scouting the roadways,” he explained. “They are 

clear for now, so let’s get moving.” Turning his back to her, he began moving down the 

mountain at a rapid rate. With a sigh, Sakura ran down after him.
Two Days Later

                                                                                 Coughing slightly, Sakura kept her eyes on 

Vahloren’s back and kept moving forward. Once they had crossed the mountains, Laudei seemed 

mostly deserted roads that went on apparently forever. There hadn’t been any villages or other 

travelers and she was getting lonely; her silent partner didn’t make for good company. Sighing, 

she glanced up at the back of his head.

                                                                                                           “I have a question,” she made 

herself say. Vahloren glanced backward at her while still moving. “How did the Aldeans come to 

be?”

                                                                                                                                 “It’s a very long 

story,” Vahloren said simply.

                                                                                                                                           “We have 

the time,” she pointed out. “Besides, I’m sure everything I’ve been told is lies.” After a moment 

Vahloren nodded, gathered his thoughts, and then began to explain.

                                                                                                                                               “When 

the universe was first created, Aldea was the first planet to gain form. Some of the Demons who 

were cast out of Heaven inhabited Aldea and lived there peacefully for centuries. It was then that 

the Most High God created Earth and Satan took control of it. But on Aldea, the Demons also 

sought power. One of them moved to an unrecorded era of Earth to do research.”

“And what did he find?” Sakura prompted.

             “He found a race called Elves. When he returned to Aldea, he and the other Demons 

quickly created an entire race of beings. They dominated these species, thus gaining immense 

power. Soon they were calling themselves gods.”

                        “So, that’s why this Holy War started!” Sakura realized. “The followers of the 

Most High God against the false gods! They’re both battling for control of the universe!”

                                     “That’s the essence of it.” Vahloren glanced down at her and realized she 

was smiling up at him, making him raise an eyebrow. “What are you smiling about?”

                                                        “Oh, nothing really. It’s just that you sometimes remind me of 

my very early memories of my father, before he left me and my mother for conquest and glory.” 

Once she said it she realized how much she missed the completeness she had felt then, and her eyes began to tear up. She immediately wiped them, but she stumbled as she walked and 

Vahloren noticed.

                                                                      “It’s ok, Sakura,” he told her, catching her arm. 

“Everyone has deep pain. When I was an infant, my parents exiled me to a very far away planet, 

filled with insects and everything wrong and disgusting. I still haven’t completely recovered 

from that.”

                                                                                 Sakura’s eyes were wide; Vahloren had 

actually shared something with her. “I promise I’ll keep your secret,” she said somberly. The 

scarcest hint of a smile formed on Vahloren’s face for an instant, but then he stiffened. Whirling 

to the side, he glanced several miles away, catching the scent of blood and a glimpse of smoke 

rising.

                                                                                                    “What is burning?” Sakura asked 

anxiously. Vahloren stood still, his eyes scanning every direction. Then suddenly, he unsheathed 

his katana.

                                                                                                                    “A village,” he told her. 

“Most likely just bandits or something similar, but I can’t escape the feeling that there’s 

something worse nearby” Vahloren said coldly.

                                                                                                                                             “Is there 

anything we can do?” Sakura asked.

                                                                                                                                                  “The 

villagers are already dead. We can only protect ourselves. Even if they were living we shouldn’t 

interfere.” Sakura didn’t answer, somewhat stunned. Vahloren was more distracted by the sound 

of hooves growing ever louder.

Half a dozen men, garbed in ragtag black-green armor, rode toward them at a full gallop. When 

they saw Vahloren, they pulled on the reigns, bringing the horses to a stop around them. One of 

them brandished his sword. “Get out of our way or die!”

               “First of all, it’s you who shall get out of our way,” Vahloren told him with a cold 

smile. “Secondly, you destroyed an entire village. Either reason is suitable justification for 

destroying you.” For a moment, the bandits were stunned, then they began to laugh raucously.

                             “There’s only one of you!” the leader scoffed. “You’ll be Munarkie fodder!”

                                              “Ironic that you use that term.” At that moment Vahloren raised his 

hand, his palm quivering as a mouth-like appendage formed. A whirlwind of energy exploded 

from his hand, engulfing the bandits and sucking them into the gaping mouth. When all their 

energies had faded, Vahloren clenched his hand and the mouth vanished. He kept his katana 

drawn, glancing about him suspiciously. There had to be something else…

                                                             “Do you seek redemption for all the people you kill?” 

Sakura asked. She was shivering slightly.

                                                                               “I follow only my own morals,” Vahloren told 

her. “Those men were evil. For their crimes, they deserved to die. Never prey on the weak, or 

one day the weak will prey on you. It has been said another way: love thy neighbor as yourself. It 

is a universal constant of the Most High God.”

                                                                                      “If you say so...” Sakura began. 
Chapter 2: One Day Later
                                                                                                               The stolen horse continued 

to gallop across the desert, following Vahloren’s gentle commands. Sakura kept her arms 

wrapped around his waist, trying not to look at the blur around them. It wasn’t very comfortable, 

but it was a lot quicker than walking.

                                                                                                                              As they galloped 

toward their destination, Sakura mulled over what had happened to them so far. It had been less 

than three weeks, and they’d gone further than she even thought existed. Aldean warriors, 

possessed creatures, a powerful mediator, deadly wraiths, an evil Shi’ado woman, bandits, and 

thugs… every obstacle in their way had been destroyed. Sakura smiled; pondering that perhaps 

all her adventures would be over before she got to Draconia.
                                                                                                                                        Sakura was 

jolted out of her reverie when the horse stopped dead in its tracks. She was also almost jolted out 

of her seat, but Vahloren shot out a hand and steadied her. Vibrations of ice and death were all 

around her, but she couldn’t tell where they were coming from. Abruptly Vahloren shot directly 

up, out of her arms, landing some distance away with his katana drawn. There was something 

here, something close, something incredibly dangerous. He focused all of his mind upon the task 

of seeing.

                                                                                                                                               Time 

slowed to a crawl. He could see the auras of individual grains of sand, see threads of green life 

force floating around them. Most importantly, he could see the figure standing before them. The 

stranger wore a blue cloak; from its hood silver hair hung. Piercing blue eyes immediately locked 

on his.

“Who are you?” Vahloren demanded. The stranger merely smiled.

            “I am Scarvahla, the Storm Sorcerer. The Kingdom of Laudei is my domain; you are 

invaders. Who are you?” said the Sorcerer.

                        “My name is Vahloren,” the Shi’ado answered swiftly. “I hear that you kill 

trespassers here… I think you’ll find that won’t be so easy.” His hand shot up, claws extended 

toward Scarvahla. The Storm Sorcerer merely laughed.

                                   “Are you going to scratch me with your claws?” snickered Scarvahla. 

Vahloren gave a polite smile, then flexed his fingers, sending a wave of dagger-like nails 

speeding toward his opponent’s head. They moved quickly, but the sorcerer moved even faster, 

bringing his fingers up to either side of his mouth. A gust of frost blue from his lips, freezing the 

nails in place. They shattered on the ground harmlessly. “I am a very busy man,” he hissed. “It is 

time for you die.”

                                                   Scarvahla’s other hand rose, and a whirlwind of ice exploded 

from it. All Vahloren had time to do was bring up Bane in the way of the attack… but that was 

enough. The icy wall struck him and dissipated, absorbed into the katana. Immediately Vahloren 

struck down at his opponent’s head. If I end this battle quickly, he will never have time to use his 

full strength.
                                                                          Just as Vahloren’s blow struck, cleaving the 

sorcerer’s head, he realized he had missed something. When he had attacked, Scarvahla had 

reached into his robe and pulled a small vial of liquid. Even as his blow struck, Vahloren saw the 

small vial moving toward his face, ever so slowly yet too late to be stopped. It struck and the 

liquid splashed over his face.

                                                                                         Agony shot through Vahloren’s body, 

knocking him backward onto the ground. All his energy was spasming, unusable and violent. 

Baruune Toxin, he realized weakly, damn him! That much at close range… there was no way he 

could overcome his Shi’ado side’s vulnerability. When the darkness came, Vahloren welcomed it 

as an escape from pain.
A Few Seconds Before…

                                                                                                                   Snow was swirling all 

about Sakura, who was sitting stunned atop the horse. Vahloren seemed to be attacking the air, 

fighting something she couldn’t see. Abruptly, he stumbled and collapsed backward, just as a 

headless body in blue struck the ground. Jumping off the horse awkwardly, Sakura ran to 

Vahloren and knelt beside him.

                                                                                                                         “What’s wrong, Lord 

Vahloren!” Sakura asked him desperately. His ears did not hear; his breathing began to slow and 

his skin was growing pale. You can’t die on me now, I need you! Sakura thought. His hand felt 

even colder than the dissipating snow, and she held it to herself sorrowfully.

                                                                                                                                       But wait, not 

all hope was lost Sakura thought. Sakura placed both of her hands on Vahloren’s chest and 

concentrated with the back of her mind. Energy began to collected around her body, coursing 

down her arms and collecting in the palms of her hands. Her eyes were closed, so she didn’t 

notice that mouth-like appendages formed on her hands. They dug into Vahloren’s chest, sending 

her life energy into him. When she felt his heart begin to speed up again, she moved back, 

breathing heavily.

                                                                                                                                          Vahloren’s 

eyes were open now, and he was staring at her face. He seemed to be growing stronger even 

now, though he was speechless.

“You... you...” he began.

                She smiled wearily. “I saved your life!” she said, smiling sweetly.

                             He nodded slowly. “Thank you,” he said, and she blinked in surprise. Did he 

just say thank you? But what he said next astonished her even more. “I am in your debt. If my 

future permits me, I vow I will protect you for all time.” With that he slumped backward, now in 

a deep sleep.
                                 Sakura stared at him in amazement. Around her, the ice had dissipated, but 

it was just as cold. The sun was glowing orange on the horizon. Eventually she found control of 

herself and built a small fire. She remained beside the fire and Vahloren, waiting and thinking. 

When she thought about what he had said she blushed slightly. She was safe now. Even if 

Vahloren was asleep, he would always watch over her. 

The End

       Aldean Chronicles

Episode 10

“Vahloren’s Heart”

By: Gabriel McKnight

Edited By: Succorelle And UC Pseudonym

Chapter: 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Laudei; Year: 3749 B.C.

Dawn came to Aldea. Sakura watched the rays of dawn’s first light reach across the horizon, 

rising over the mountain peaks. Vahloren had been awake for about half an hour before lapsing 

into unconsciousness again; as she sat by the campfire, she munched on the light and fluffy bread 

he had conjured up for her. Every other hour he woke up briefly, and then went back into a 

feverish sleep.

                Sakura had tried to give Vahloren more of her life-force energy, but his body rejected it. She had never seen anyone suffer and be so close to death as this. It’s as if someone or 

something is draining his life force energy, she thought. Gulping, she watched him fearfully, 

wondering what he was going through.

                                  Everything around Vahloren was darkness. Am I dead? he wondered, 

drifting in the abyss. A brilliant flash of light from behind briefly made everything lighter, and 

Vahloren turned. His eyes widened when he saw who had arrived.

                                                      “Gabriel Argadon,” Vahloren greeted icily. “How did you 

survive?” Vahloren asked coldly.

                                                                         “I didn’t,” Gabriel replied calmly. “But my soul 

endured.”

                                                                                              “Where am I?” Vahloren asked as he 

looked around him at the darkness.

                                                                                                                           “At the moment, in 

the recesses of your mind.” Gabriel said simply.

                                                                                                                                         Ah, so he 

wasn’t dead, good. “Why did I retreat into myself?” Vahloren asked.

                                                                                                                                              “You 

are at the crossroads of life and death. It is your choice to live or to die,” Gabriel stated calmly.

“If I choose to live, what will happen to the poison?” Vahloren asked.

                   “Even as we speak, the poison is breaking down your DNA, piece by piece. Your 

Power Ring is sustaining your life, but the process is changing you. When you return, you will be 

an Aldean.” Vahloren laughed at the statement.

                                 “That is no difficulty at all! Even an Aldean can shapeshift into Shi’ado 

form, and then I can merely recreate my old body. I choose to live, Gabriel!”

                                           “If you insist.” Gabriel vanished in another blinding flash of light. For 

a long and silent moment Vahloren was alone on the dark plane, then a bluish light sped toward 

him from every horizon.
Chapter: 2
                                                               The brilliantly shining sun was high overhead, beating 

down on the meditating Sakura’s head. She was far too distracted to be successful, worrying over 

Vahloren’s safety. After watching him for a moment, she gave a slight yelp as he gasped and sat 

bolt upright. He seemed healthy and fully of energy again, but something was different… his 

eyes!

                                                                        His eyes are green, his tattoo-like symbol is gone! 

But… does that mean he isn’t Shi’ado? Sakura thought.
                                                                                   At Vahloren’s hip, his sword shuddered 

slightly and then fell to the ground. He glanced down at it spitefully. “An Aldean cannot even 

carry Bane. How pathetic” Vahloren grumbled  to himself.

                                                                                                       “It’s not pathetic!” Sakura shook 

her head in protest. “Just because you can’t wield a certain weapon doesn’t mean you’re not 

powerful. You’re dozens of times more powerful than I am.” He stared at her, as if seeing her for 

the first time, and then a rare type of smile appeared on his lips.

                                                                                                                “You’re right,” he agreed. 

“But don’t assume you’re so much weaker than I am.”

                                                                                                                             She blushed. “No 

way, I could never be nearly as strong as you are!”

                                                                                                                                      “I’m serious. 

You’ve changed with incredible speed in this month. You started out a simple-minded village 

girl, afraid of the other children. Now your mental powers have become quite impressive.”

                                                                                                                                         “Actually... 

not just mentally,” she told him, nervous as to what he would think of this. She brought her hand 

up, making a grasping gesture. Bane rose up off the ground, hovered for a few seconds, and then 

flew into her grasp. Vahloren looked at her incredulously.

“When did you learn how to do that?” he demanded. She looked at the ground, feeling guilty.

               “I asked a few Shi’ado warriors, telepathically. I don’t know why, but they answered 

right away…”

                               “There’s a good reason,” Vahloren answered. “All Shi’ado minds were once 

linked, ages ago. An ancient Shi’ado Lord capitalized on this link, mutating the cells of all Shi’ado except for his family. This change makes all Shi’ado subservient to the royal family. All 

royalty today descend from him, so you can command any non-royal Shi’ado.” 


                                               “That explains why it didn’t work on you,” Sakura mused softly. 

Vahloren glanced at her and rose an eyebrow, but then merely shrugged.

                                                      “It doesn’t matter now. In my Aldean form, I can’t protect you. 

But all is not lost.” Her guardian slipped a hand into his pocket and produced  Power Ring, 

which he quickly placed on his finger. Exhaling, he closed his eyes and focused. His body felt 

full of energy and power. It felt good, so good he desperately wanted more. The auras all about 

him began to pulse in time with his heartbeat.

                                                                            His nose lengthened, becoming a long snout; his 

hair withdrew into his pores; his hands became claws. Golden scales sprouted on his body, 

followed quickly by a tail and wings. For a moment his body expanded slightly, trembling as he 

gained mass and cells, then exploded in volume. When he opened his eyes Sakura was far 

beneath him.
A Few Seconds Later

                                                                                         Gaping, Sakura stared up at Vahloren in 

his dragon form. He had to be at least 36 feet tall, taller than any dragon she had seen before. So 

this was his Shi’ado form… at that moment his claw opened, and Bane jerked from Sakura’s 

hands. When it was caught in the claw it grew until it was the size of the dragon, a blade of 

gigantic proportions.

                                                                                                             “Climb onto my back,” 

Vahloren rumbled. Abruptly she sensed a mist around them that she hadn’t noticed before. 

Everything smelled normal, but there was a disturbing sensation of death moving toward them. 

At that moment, Vahloren impatiently grabbed her and placed her behind his head, where she got 

a good grip on his red mane.

                                                                                                                            Loud booms 

sounded as he flapped his wings, rising high into the air. As he went higher and higher he 

examined the mist beneath him, viewing its extent. Strong indeed, he realized. My true  Shi’ado 

form must be quite dangerous. I should go as high as it is safe to take Sakura; the Laudenians 

will notice this presence and try to attack us. In this body, I have new weaknesses.
With another massive flap of his wings, he continued across the sky.
Chapter: 3

                                                                                                                                         As they 

dropped lower, the ground and trees seemed to speed up, flying past Sakura at terrifying speeds. 

Quite abruptly they went over the edge of a hill, just as Vahloren slowed down, and they were 

suspended above a valley. Vahloren landed softly, and this time he didn’t take off again. 

Giggling, Sakura let go of his mane and began sliding down his scales.

“Weeeee!” she cried, her cry cut off as she landed and rolled a few times across the ground. She 

picked herself up and began skipping around Vahloren; his huge lips parted in a slight smile. 

This expression vanished as he sensed three dangerous auras heading their way. Sakura felt them 

as well and froze, staring with Vahloren toward the valley’s entrance.

                     Three figures clothed in blue and silver tunics appeared in the mouth of the valley. 

Each held a wooden staff mounted by a crystal. Before they could get far, Vahloren subtly 

flicked one of his claws. Nothing happened for a moment, but then a small pebble was dislodged 

from place. It struck another, and another, until eventually a shower of rocks crashed down the 

rocky side of the valley, an avalanche heading directly toward the approaching figures.

                              One of them glanced toward the rocks, then continued moving. When the 

rocks neared them, they stopped in midair, forming a small roof under which the three sorcerers 

walked. Vahloren growled angrily, considering his options. When the three moved out from 

under the rocks, all of them crashed to the ground, creating a wall of rock in the valley.

                                    I can’t use Bane in this form, Vahloren considered, because it will draw 

energy that Bane needs to be effective. Bane will be critical in this conflict. Focusing, Vahloren 

let the energy binding him loose and his began to shrink…
A Few Seconds Later

                                               Sakura watched the three sorcerers carefully, unsure of what to do. 

All three were surrounded by inky-black auras. Their minds seemed odd; she reached out to them 

but felt only a blank wall. They’re possessed! she realized. She turn to Vahloren, and it seemed 

he had disappeared. Moments later she realized she was merely looking too high: he had shrunk 

rapidly and was even now taking on an Aldean form.

                                                     He gave her a backward glance, looking exactly like he always 

had, an half Shi’ado/ half Aldean. Even his tattoo-like symbol was back in it’s place ,centered on 

his forehead. She rushed to him and gave him a hug, but he ignored it, instead raising Bane 

toward the three sorcerers. “Who are you?” All three responded in unison.

                                                             Vahloren turned towards her, back to his original form. 

Sakura rushed towards him and embraced him in a warm hug. Vahloren looked at her, 

expressionless. He flicked his wrist, calling Bane. The katana rose from the ground and flew 

right into his hand. As soon as Bane touched him, it shrank into its original size. Vahloren then 

turned towards the three sorcerers.

                                                                             “Who are you?” Vahloren asked coldly. As one, 

the three sorcerers spoke.

                                                                                       “All that matters is that you have invaded 

our lands” they said in unison.

                                                                                                      “I haven’t invaded your lands, I 

am bypassing them to travel into Draconia,” Vahloren argued. “I am Lord Vahloren of the House 

of Durnmal. If you stand in my way, I will kill you.” None of the three responded, not even 

flinching in the face of his threat.

                                                                                                                       Immediately Sakura 

glanced at him, surprised. He’s of the House of Durnmal? Does that mean he’s family? She hid 

this expression as quickly as possible, and then her attention was drawn by the sorcerers. They 

had raised their hands and began to chant. Blue light pulsated around them, collecting into a 

single ball of energy. All of them opened their eyes at the same instant, and the attack sped 

through the air toward them.

                                                                                                                                         Smirking, 

Vahloren raised his hand and brought out his mouth-like appendage. “Dragon Blast!” A silvery 

beam shot from his palm, slashing directly through the blue sphere. It dispersed harmlessly, but 

his beam continued on, consuming the sorcerers. For one instant their eyes seemed to return to 

normal, and they all screamed, but then ,they were gone.

“Shall we continue on our journey?” Vahloren asked, glancing back at Sakura. She looked at him 

quizzically.

                “How did you do that?” Sakura asked in curiosity.

                           “All I did was expel some energy I’ve been conserving. It’s just a simple attack 

that most Shi’ado can do,” Vahloren explained quickly. Sakura looked at him with a sidelong 

glance, then closed her eyes and opened up her mind telepathically to the other Shi’ado minds on 

the planet. Vahloren immediately sighed, then put his back to a nearby tree. She won’t believe 

that for long. I wonder how she’ll take it… probably not well. She turned toward him, her face 

stricken. Figures he thought.

                                      But she didn’t seem inclined to say anything, so eventually he forced 

himself to speak. “What did you find out?”

                                                “A lot of warriors tell me that the attack you use, Dragon Blast, is a 

very rare and powerful attack. Only those of the highest birth know how to use it.” Her 

expression shifted so that she looked crushed. “You lied to me.” They sat in silence for a few 

moments, both of their minds screaming.

                                                                Finally, Sakura broke the silence, looking slightly 

confused. “Wait a minute. This doesn’t add up!” Sakura exclaimed.

                                                                               “What doesn’t?” he asked calmly. Shit! She put 

two and two together and she knows who I am!
                                                                                           “You’re of the house of Durnmal also, 

right?” Sakura asked.

                                                                                                            “Correct,” Vahloren 

answered wearily

                                                                                                                           “And Durnmal is 

my Mother’s house. This means we’re both related to him, one way or another” stated Sakura. 

                                                                                                                              “Also true” 

Vahloren said, eyeing her warily.


                                                                                                                                      “But since 

you’re half-Shi’ado, and Draconis was the first Shi’ado introduced into the family, that means 

that you’re related to him as well” Sakura stated with a smile.


                                                                                                                                            “Yes... what’s your point?” Vahloren asked coldly.

“You’re related to my mother and my father, both by blood. The only logical conclusion I can 

come to is that you’re my brother!” she said triumphantly. Vahloren sighed in relief; she doesn’t 

know after all. “But if that were true, why wouldn’t you be the heir? You’re male and older.”

                   He decided to speak the truth but not be honest. “You are the heir to the throne, but I 

will eventually be also.” 

                         “What?” she asked, perplexed.

                                           “What he means is that because of your existence, he will live,” said a 

raspy voice behind them. Sakura turned around and saw two figures garbed in heavy black silk 

cloaks. One of them appeared to be a beautiful, blonde Aldean woman, with a honey-like skin 

tone. The other had grey skin with dark blotches and yellow hooded eyes. In her mind’s eye, 

Sakura saw that the grey skinned figure had a deep red aura, while the women had a bright blue 

aura around her.

                                                     Vahloren turned toward them stonily, but his expression 

softened when he saw the woman. “Lady Arien, Lord Daine,” he greeted. “Why have you 

come?” Lady Arien gave him a condescending smile.

                                                                      “Lord Vahloren,” Daine answered, voice flatly 

stating. “We have come here for two reasons. The first reason is much grander then the second.”

                                                                                  “Well?” Vahloren asked his vassal coldly.

                                                                                                 “Not long ago, I found a shard of an 

Ancient Guardian Jewel. The Jewel is of the Ancient Guardian of Shadows. It is located within 

your kingdom, the Forbidden Continent. It has been calling for someone as powerful as you, my 

Lord” Daine said.

                                                                                                         “And the second?” Vahloren 

asked.

                                                                                                                        “Draconis also knows 

of the shard’s location, and is poised to pursue it. But he will allow you to take it first, if you 

allow Lady Arien to take Sakura the rest of the way.” Vahloren glanced at him carefully, then 

stared at Lady Arien as if calculating. 

                                                                                                                               “Very well. But if 

you ever harm her I promise you will never see another sunrise.” He turned his back on them and 

began walking away; Daine was close on his heels. 

                                                                                                                                                 “No!” 

screamed Sakura. “Lord Vahloren! Lord Vahloren, don’t leave me!” She ran up and clung to his 

robes, crying and pleading desperately. Without even looking down, he extracted her from his 

clothing and deposited her into the waiting arms of Lady Arien. Soon he was gone, leaving 

Sakura with a stranger. Lady Arien hugged her tightly and stroked her hair soothingly.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered. “This is for the best. He’ll be back.”

              Sakura sniffed, and then looked up into the woman’s face. “You really think so?”

                           Arien smiled and wiped the tears from the girl’s face. “I promise. Now come, it 

does not due to be late to an audience with the Emperor.” She stood up and took Sakura’s hand, 

then made a long and piercing whistle. There was an immediate flapping of wings, and Sakura could only stare up in awe. A great horse, wings sprouting from its back, swept down beside 

them. 

                                       It landed and trotted up to them. Lady Arien put her in the saddle and 

then followed. As soon as she got on, the creature began running. When it attained high speed it 

flapped its wings one, catapulting them into the air. Another flap, and they were airborne.

The End

Aldean Chronicles

Episode 11

“Lady Ketral; Born out Of The Darkness”

By: Gabriel McKnight

Edited By: Lori Martin And UC Pseudonym

Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Borders of the Kingdom of Laudei; Year: 3749 B.C.

Sakura held on tightly to Lady Arien. She looked down below them and saw majestic mountains 

overlooking plains and fields below. There was something else, too: a shimmering wall that 

stretched from the ground to the clouds and as far as she could see.

             “What is that?” she gasped. Lady Arien pulled their mount back slightly, drawing them 

closer to the wall slowly.

                           “A barrier. Beyond it lies the Empire of Draconia.” She paused for a moment, 

then received a telepathic response. The barrier parted just wide enough to allow them to enter. 

For an instant nothing could be seen but walls of purple mist, then they were on the other side.

                                     There was nothing but barren wasteland. It continued for some time, until 

Sakura caught sight of the most majestic city she had ever seen. The city stretched on for 

thousands of miles. This was, without a doubt, the Empire of Draconia. In the center of the stone 

city was an ancient looking palace, atop a volcano that reached into the clouds. Draconis’s 

Palace was both impressive to the eye, and seemingly beautiful. One of its towers seemed out of 

place. The tower was 200 feet tall, gothic-like and made out of sulfur. A purplish-black miasma 

covered the entire sky, and seemed to be emanating from the tower.

                                           “Is that where we are going?” Sakura asked. “Is that where my Father 

is?”

                                                   “It is indeed, my Lady! Your father is waiting for you,” Lady 

Arien told her with a slight smile. The tower grew larger as they approached it. But even its 

majesty left Sakura with a lingering though: why did you leave me, Vahloren? 

Chapter 2: Aldea, Carlkaveria Continent; Year: 3749 B.C.

                                                         A figure stood at the edge of a cliff, looking over the shrine 

to the dead god, Ikon. Rahlen looked down at it and then sneered. This Holy War is pointless. 

The Guardians are using the Aldeans as pawns, just as we use the Shi’ado. But this should 

change all that. Snickering, Rahlen pulled a black jewel from his robes, followed by a dark card. 

It contained the soul of a dead Shi’ado that would soon become quite important.

                                                                He tossed both onto the ground and began to chant. 

“Darkest light, darkest night. I call upon the most ancient evils to release the evil spirit within.” 

Blue light pulsated around the card as a cloud of darkness wafted from it, rising into the air and 

becoming a dark silhouette. Slowly it seemed to gain form, becoming clearer. Finally, all of it 

had become  was a female form except the head, which was only shadow.

                                                                     “What do you require of me, Lord Rahlen?” she 

asked.

                                                                                    “You were once Lady Ketral, were you 

not?” Rahlen asked.

                                                                                                     “I was, but I was killed by a half-

breed,” she snarled.

                                                                                                                    “You can attain your 

revenge against him. No Shadow Wraith has been able to harm him. He is dangerous, but if 

controlled he would be an invaluable weapon against the Galactic Guardians. This is the task in 

your hands.” Rahlen said as he turned, beginning to leave.

                                                                                                                               “Wait,” Ketral 

spoke, stopping him just before he left. “How can I even get close to Vahloren without being 

absorbed?”

                                                                                                                                       “The shard 

at your feet will amplify your powers greatly. When you touch it, you will be reborn as the 

Sorceress of Shadows.” With that, Rahlen vanished entirely. Behind him, Ketral contemplated 

the jewel for a long moment, considering her vengeance. When she touched it darkness 

consumed her, overwhelming her defenses entirely. The shadows of her body were slowly 

replaced by dead flesh; she looked away until the transformation was complete.

                                                                                                                                                     For 

a moment she remained, transformed, then the opened her eyes. Briefly she glanced down at 

Ikon’s shrine, then she sneered at it and vanished.
Chapter 3: Aldea, Relon Continent, Empire of Draconia, Draconis’s Throne Room; Year: 3749 B.C.

The throne room loomed around Sakura, making her feel very tiny. Lady Arien was beside her, 

bowing to the figure on the throne. Sakura’s gaze was entirely drawn by the man, who was 

smiling at her. He was tall and muscular, with pointed ears, grey eyes and black hair. Black robes 

and armor covered his body, and a katana rested by his side.

                  Is… is that Bane? How is that possible? Sakura had no more time to consider this, as 

she was ordered to rise.

                           “Welcome, Sakura,” the Emperor greeted, “to the Empire of Draconia. I am 

your father, Draconis.” He opened his arms. “I am glad that you arrived safely.” At that moment 

he looked so fatherly that Sakura rushed up and hugged him, tears beginning down her face. His 

expression at her hug mirrored Vahloren’s almost exactly, and Sakura retreated slightly.

                                          He doesn’t care, she realized. He pretends to have emotions, but he’s 

truly just a full-blooded Shi’ado. She recovered as best she could and responded more formally.
                                                   “I’m glad to see you, Father. How long am I allowed to grace 

your presence?” Sakura asked.

                                                               “At least a month,” Draconis answered. He gave a slight 

smile. “This should allow you to see the Holy War from both sides. Perhaps you will gain a 

better understand of what is being fought for.”

                                                                  “As you wish , Father, I will stay this long and learn 

from you. I do have a question, though. Why did you make Vahloren leave me?” Immediately 

Draconis glanced at her sharply.

                                                                          “You’re just like your Mother, curious at the most 

little things. I made Lord Vahloren leave you to protect you from him. He is a Demon; no matter 

what, he would give into his demonic nature and kill you” Draconis said icily.

                                                                                          “That’s impossible!” Sakura insisted. 

“Lord Vahloren would never do that to me! I don’t want to get involved in the power struggle 

between you.” Draconis glared, and for an instant his eyes shifted from silver to red. 

                                                                                                           “Lady Arien,” he finally 

intoned, sitting back on his throne. “Please escort Sakura to her room.” Something took a hold of 

Sakura and turned her around, taking her away. She couldn’t fight whatever was controlling her, 

and she soon found herself in a lavishly decorated chamber. 

                                                                                                                         The control vanished, 

freeing her to look around. She immediately ran to the door, only to discover it was locked; there 

were no windows, but there was a balcony, overlooking a garden. Sighing, she collapsed on the 

giant bed, abruptly tired. When she closed her eyes, she moved toward sleep almost immediately, 

Vahloren on her mind. Through her dreams she gave a slight smile. 

The End

Aldean Chronicles

Episode 12

“Family Treasures”

By: Gabriel McKnight
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Empire of Draconia, Draconis’s Palace; Year: 3749 B.C.

Her red reptile-hide dress was fairly uncomfortable, but Sakura forced herself to smile despite it. 

After glancing around the atrium, she began observing the party below her. Shi’ado Nobles from 

every part of the world had come to this surprise ball, created by Draconis in honor of her arrival.

             She had been at the palace for only a week, yet she was being treated like a princess by 

everyone. Maybe my father isn’t all that bad. He was mean to me at first, but I think he’s 

changing,, Sakura thought as she walked down the long red-carpeted stairs. Before she made it 

half way down the stairs, a booming voice announced her arrival.

                       “May I present, Sakura, Princess of Draconia, Lady of the Shi’ado, Princess of 

Aldea!” Immediately everyone turned toward her, the nobles bowing slightly. A week ago 

Sakura would have flustered, but now she managed to give a polite curtsey and continued toward 

the floor.

                               As she walked, she tried to locate the source of the booming voice. She 

discovered an Aldean with short black hair and yellow eyes that seemed in place to speak so 

loudly. He was standing atop a terrace near the ceiling, and even from that distance something 

seemed evil about him. Sakura focused and barely avoided gasping at his red aura. As if sensing 

her, the figure turned to glance at her, then sneered.

                                     A cold chill crawled down her spine, but she managed to reach the floor 

without showing any sign of it. She noted that the tiles covering the ballroom floor were 

decorated with paintings of ancient battles. Some of them were so old they had to be from the 

Shi’ado Civil War. Collecting herself, Sakura moved to a table and sat down, pretending to 

watch the nobles dance. Still, she couldn’t stop a small sigh from escaping her lips.

                                          “What’s ailing you, my Lady?” Lady Arien asked, slipping into the 

seat beside her. Sakura smiled at her. The Lady looked stunning tonight in a white dress with 

gold trimming.

                                                          “That man on the balcony,” Sakura asked slowly, trying not 

to look at him. “Something about him gives me an ill feeling. Who is he?”

                                                                   “Argus,” Arien answered flatly. “Draconis’s vassal.”

                                                                                    “Like Daine and Vahloren? Interesting.” 

Sakura continued to watch the people passing around them, then blinked slightly. Who was this? 

she thought.

                                                                                                    There was a black haired woman 

with grey eyes skulking near the entrance, wearing black dragon-scale body armor and a black 

cape. There was a blue birdlike symbol on her forehead, and something about it unnerved her. 

The woman’s aura was an inky black. She seemed to be talking to Draconis, but the Emperor 

moved away and the woman looked angry.

                                                                                                          “Who is that woman?” Sakura 

whispered. Lady Arien peered at her from the corner of her eyes.

                                                                                                                      “She is a Shi’ado 

Commander. Her name is Lady Ketral, or so I remember.” Instantly Sakura’s fists clenched.

                                                                                                                                  “I know her. 

How is she here? Vahloren killed her!” Sakura said in agitation.

                                                                                                                                             “It’s not 

impossible for her to be alive if you saw her die,” Lady Arien explained. “She could have cloned 

herself or that could have been on extension. But it doesn’t matter now, as Draconis’s daughter 

you’re safe.” She laid a comforting hand on Sakura’s shoulder, then felt a presence behind her. 

Rising, she turned to face Draconis.

                                                                                                                                                 “Lady 

Arien, might I have this dance?” Draconis asked. Lady Arien smiled with pleasure at the thought.

“I would be honored” Arien replied, extending her hand toward him. Draconis took it, and led 

her to the center of the ballroom. As they started to dance, the music changed from flutes to 

harps and drums. Sakura watched in awe as they danced, having never seen such grace and 

majesty. When she looked back to where Lady Ketral had been, there was nothing but shadows.

Chapter: 2

               The night air chilled Sakura slightly, even under her heavy sheets. The ball had been 

glamorous indeed, and she had enjoyed meeting a few distant family members. But what teased 

at her mind was the fact that she had seen Lady Ketral there. She should be dead! Sakura 

thought, looking to stare at the fire in her chamber. How can I beat her with Vahloren gone?
                          “You may be able to defeat her, but not at this time,” a fluid voice told her from 

behind. Sakura twisted in her bed to look toward the voice and blinked. There was a man with 

long blond hair standing in her room, beside the locked door. There was something about it that 

filled her with awe. What should I do? Does it want to hurt me? Should I call the guards?
                                       But something about it seemed good and pure, not threatening. It had 

feathery white wings and was garbed in white… probably not something evil. Abruptly she 

remembered something she had been taught long ago and realized what it was. “Angel of the 

Most High God, how may I be of service?” Instantly green eyes bored into her soul.
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Angel

                                                                 “You spoke of Lady Ketral, but she is no more . She did 

die, but was reborn as  the Sorceress of Darkness. Her intent is to possess the Ancient Guardian 

Jewel of Dragon that lies here. However, she can be stopped.” Sakura looked confusedly at the 

angel. Why is it telling me this? Sakura thought.
                                                                            “You are important,” the Angel explained, 

“because the Jewel is shielded against beings of my level. You, however, should be able to take 

it.”

                                                                                         “Well,” Sakura gave a wan smile, “if this 

works against Lady Ketral, I’ll help.”

                                                                                                  “Then follow my commands…” the 

Angel said.
A Few Hours Later

                                                                                                                Sakura walked closely 

behind Lady Arien, as the older woman led her through the dark and ancient tunnels under the 

palace. At first, she wasn’t even sure if Lady Arien would come with her. She told Lady Arien 

about Ketral and her plan to steal the Jewel. Lady Arien promised to take her to the location of 

the Jewel. As soon as Lady Arien had come near the angel had vanished.

                                                                                                                        “How much further?” 

Sakura asked, sick of trudging through hallways covered in green dust.

                                                                                                                                  “It will not be 

long, my Lady” Arien answered, holding her katana in one hand and a torch in the other. For just 

a moment, Sakura thought she saw a blue aura around Lady Arien. She blinked and looked 

again, but there was nothing there. Am I losing it? Sakura thought.

                                                                                                                                      She shivered 

abruptly, sensing an evil aura close by. The instant she sensed it she also sensed the Angel’s 

presence. It was there, but still… “Lady Arien, I think Ketral is nearby. Can we hurry?” Sakura 

asked.

                                                                                                                                            “Are you 

sure?” Arien asked. “I don’t feel anything.” She suddenly seemed to disappear, vanishing around 

a corner. Sakura followed her, but found nothing but darkness. What happened to her? For a 

moment Sakura began to panic, but she regained control of herself and sat on the floor 

contemplatively. Concentrating, she probed the area around herself and discovered that she could 

still sense Lady Arien.

                                                                                                                                               When 

she opened her eyes, the source of the energy was in a wall that seemed to have been burned by 

sulfur. It flicked abruptly, and she was looking past it, into a little shrine. A silver dragon statue 

sat at the center of it, and in its mouth was a red-grey jewel. Lady Arien stood beside it, smiling 

kindly.

“You don’t need to be worried, my Lady,” Arien assured her. “Only a pure being can touch the 

Jewel; it is shielded from evil.” Curious Sakura walked to it and reached out to touch it. A blue 

barrier abruptly appeared around it, making her pull her hand back sharply.

               “What happened?” Sakura cried. A feeling of terrible evil replaced Lady Arien’s 

presence. Turning, Sakura discovered that she was surrounded by a black aura tinged with red. 

“Lady Ketral! I should have known! But you can’t get the Jewel: if I can’t touch it, you certainly 

can’t!”

                            For a moment the form of Lady Arien glowered, then her flesh shuddered. She 

changed from the color of honeysuckle to a pale white, her hair shortened and became black. Her 

hands became claws and her clothes transformed into body armor. Ketral’s yellow eyes glowed 

at her the next instant.

                                        Gulping, Sakura unsheathed her katana. She brought it into a defensive 

stance quite quickly, but her hands were trembling. What are you going to do to me?
                                                        “Well, Sakura,” Ketral easily answered her thoughts, “I intend 

to destroy your mind and then possess your body. The barrier will not block a mindless drone.” 

She stepped forward, and Sakura attacked wildly. Ketral seemed to float around her swing, then 

flexed her hand. Instantly Sakura was hurled through the air, crashing into a rock wall some 

distance back. Her best efforts to rise to her feet failed. Still, she’d kept a hold of her katana; a 

small victory. “Pathetic,” Ketral sneered. “You’ll be less pathetic when I am controlling you.”

                                                                   “Vahloren, someone, help me!” Sakura cried weakly.

                                                                                         “Vahloren can’t help you. No one can 

help you. You may be a Shi’ado princess, but you will always have weakness from your Aldean 

side.” Laughing, Ketral placed her hand on Sakura’s forehead, and pain lanced through Sakura, 

preventing her from moving. Her vision dissolved in a burst of white light.
A Few Seconds Later

                                                                                                             A glowing white hand closed 

around Ketral’s wrist, and she shrieked as her flesh began to burn. Forcing her power around her, 

she burst away from the angel. He ignored her, instead caressing Sakura’s forehead, dissolving 

the demonic energy around her. When it had faded, the Angel rose to face Ketral.

                                                                                                                  “How dare you 

interfere!” she roared. “You will pay for this with your life!”

                                                                                                                            With a wan smile, 

the angel unsheathed a two-handed long sword. Flames exploded around it. “And so you have 

been lured out, Lady Ketral. For your crimes you will be sent to Hell.” Ketral attacked, and the 

Angel slashed horizontally. She managed to shift to a blocking position, but the angelic blade 

passed through hers and decapitated her in an instant. Her body dissolved into shadow and 

vanished.

                                                                                                                                          “We have 

won for now,” the Angel told Sakura, turning toward her. “Thank you for your help in acquiring 

the Jewel. But for now, you must forget…”
Chapter: 3

                                                                                                                                                Sakura 

woke up with a start and immediately glanced about herself. She was in bed, and the first rays of 

light were streaming through her windows. When she tried to get up her entire body screamed 

pain at her. That’s the last time I dance the night away, Sakura thought wryly, gingerly sitting 

up.

Rubbing her groggy eyes, she tried to push away the dreams that still somewhat plagued her. 

There had been a weird one, with a dead Shi’ado lady and an angel… something like that. Or 

was it a dream? Nothing answered her. Sighing, she lay back down and soon fell fast asleep.
The End
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Empire of Draconia, Draconis’s Palace; Year: 3749 B.C.

The blindfold loosened, and it dropped away as Sakura waited anxiously. Her jaw dropped in 

genuine surprise the instant she could see again.

           “Happy seventh birthday, Sakura,” Draconis said with a small smile. She had totally 

forgotten about her birthday, but her father hadn’t. The banquet hall was filled for her surprise 

birthday party. That explained all the secrecy in the past few days.

                             “Wow, how did you know about my birthday?” Sakura wondered.

                                          “Why would I forget about my own daughter’s day of birth?” Draconis 

asked, rising from his seat. “It was a great occasion then, but it’s also a great occasion now. I 

hope you enjoy this little celebration, the food is most excellent. But I fear I have something 

worse to tell you: I cannot celebrate with you. There is business to be done at the border of 

Laudei, and I will be gone at least three days.” He moved from the room, and Argus followed, 

nearly in his shadow.

                                                  Lady Arien smiled kindly at her. “Are you going to have some 

food before you open your presents?” Sakura eyed the food, recognizing perhaps half of it.

                                                         “Maybe a little.” She grabbed a plate and took some of the 

things she knew. There were several loaves of light and fluffy bread that looked especially good, 

and she cut into them as soon as she sat down. Lady Arien watched her, as if slightly amused, 

until Sakura swallowed her mouthful and spoke.

                                                                       “Why are you looking at me like that?” Sakura 

asked. “I’m not proper or anything like that.” In response, Lady Arien merely smiled gently.

                                                                                     “You remind me of the child I used to 

have,” Lady Arien said slowly, getting up. Her mood had changed instantly, and it perplexed 

Sakura. 

                                                                                               “Wait, Lady Arien,” she called, “I did 

not mean any offense!” But Lady Arien was already almost out of the room and not looking 

back. Sighing, Sakura looked toward the gifts before her. I’ve been here for three weeks, and I 

still only barely know her. Perhaps I should try…
A Few Hours Later

                                                                                                                          Sitting on her bed, 

surrounded by presents, Sakura couldn’t help but smile with delight. Her bed was covered with 

expensive clothing, small weapons, jewelry, perfumes… everything. But her favorite present was 

a dragon egg, from her father. A close second was the Dragon’s Crystal pendant that was now 

hanging around her neck.

                                                                                                                                              That 

thought took the joy out of her presents. She felt guilty about hurting Lady Arien, even though 

she didn’t know what she had done wrong. Lady Arien seemed to have vanished, and her 

searches through the palace had failed to find her. It was almost nighttime, now.

Getting out of the bed carefully, to avoid upsetting anything, Sakura moved to the nearest terrace 

and looked down into the courtyard. Where are you, Lord Vahloren? There was only one moon 

on the horizon, and it was mostly covered by clouds. Closing her eyes, she extended her deeper 

senses around her.

                    And suddenly there was Lady Arien. She was below in the courtyard, hidden by 

trees. Blinking, Sakura looked down and found Arien kneeling with her head bowed. Is she 

praying? Sakura wondered. Who is she praying to? Still, she had found her, and Sakura rushed 

to her door and sped toward the courtyard.
A Few Minutes Later

                                The statue of the Aldean warrior before her stood silent, as it always did. 

Lady Arien was now standing before it, but her hands were still clasped. Behind her, Sakura 

crept toward her through the bushes.
 There was a blue aura surrounding her now… something 

about that seemed familiar, but Sakura couldn’t pin down what it was. In any case, there was 

Holy Power emanating from Lady Arien. When she got close enough, Sakura could hear her 

speaking.


                                  “Lord Most High,” Arien whispered, “I come to you now in the gravest of 

circumstances. A powerful and ancient evil is moving through these lands. I do my best to 

undermine Draconis, but I can do nothing. Please give me a new assignment, Lord.” She sighed 

heavily. “I thank you for listening to my prayer.”

                                          At that moment an extremely powerful presence came from 

everywhere and nowhere. It felt peaceful and benevolent. Despite its almost terrifying power it 

only made Sakura want to bask in its warmth. The presence vanished eventually, and Lady Arien 

glanced behind herself toward Sakura. Gulping, the girl prepared to run away as soon as-

                                              “Do not be afraid, my Lady,” Arien told her gently. “I won’t harm 

you. I have a lot to explain, don’t I?”

                                                         “I won’t tell anyone about your secret, even my father,” 

Sakura promised. She sat down on a nearby bench and Arien joined her.

                                                                     “I know you won’t. That’s why I’m going to tell 

you” Arien said simply.

                                                                                       “I have a question, first. Are you related to 

someone named Tav from my village?” The lady sighed.

                                                                                                     “Tav Arien is my son. I know 

what he has done to you, and I am truly sorry for that. If my training as a Guardian would have 

permitted me, I would have taught him better than that.” Sakura looked at her in bewilderment. 

                                                                                                                    “How can you be his 

mom?” Sakura asked. “He has always said his mother was dead!”

                                                                                                                                 “To do what I 

had to do as a Guardian, I had to be dead to my old life. I faked my own death, and have been 

serving your father for at least six years. My mission is to do anything I can to undermine his 

power. You could say I started the Holy War.”

                                                                                                                                           For a long 

moment Sakura was silent, but eventually she spoke. “I understand. You have to hide your power 

and pretend to be a Sorceress. You have to kill Demons and Shi’ado. You have a son you 

desperately want to see again. It makes sense that you’d want another mission.”

                                                                                                                                              “You’re 

very wise for a six- year old village girl,” Arien told her with a slight smile. “But I need to stay 

here: I’m fighting for the souls of Aldea. As long as there is evil here, it will remain throughout 

the universe. God hates evil because He loves us so much.” 

 “I doubt He’d love a half-Shi’ado like me,” Sakura objected, staring down at her claws. “I’ll 

succumb to my Shi’ado side eventually and be just like Lord Vahloren. I-”

          “Don’t say that,” Arien interrupted her, expression serious. “If you truly believe in the 

Most High God, then even you can be saved.”

                          “Something so simple could save my soul? I will think about it.” Sakura got up 

to return to her room, but Arien put a slight hand on her shoulder.

                                                 “Wait, Sakura. I’m glad we had this talk so we can finally 

understand one another. But I have one last thing to say to you: happy birthday!” Sakura blushed, 

then skipped back into the palace.
3 Days Later
                                                                   A heavy sigh escaped from Draconis’s lips as he 

dropped to his throne. It had been three days since he left to battle the Aldeans on the upper 

borders of the Kingdom of Laudei. They were attacking closer and closer to him, but his 

presence had renewed his force’s vigor, and they had been forced to retreat.

                                                                                     My Empire is dwindling to nothing, he 

admitted to himself. Vahloren will attack the instant I show weakness. What am I left with? 

Maybe I should take Argus’s advice and make an Alliance with the Dark Army. As he considered 

that option he toyed with Bane beside his throne.

                                                                                               “My Lord, we need to talk.” Argus’s 

voice wafted from below the throne.

                                                                                                                 “What is it?” Draconis 

asked tiredly.

                                                                                                                                 “ We need to 

speak about Lady Arien. I do not think that she should be trusted…” Argus began.
The End
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Island Chain of Ikon, Island of Ilstradi; Year: 3749 B.C.

Vahloren’s feet stopped when he heard the voice; it was high and cracked, and definitively male. 

It took him a moment to find its source: a balding and malnourished Aldean man. His entire body 

seemed shriveled, all of it kneeling in front of a small bench with a book and eight, no, ten, 

cards. Eight were in a stack and two were lying beside it. At the moment the man was singing in 

a language that Vahloren didn’t recognize, but seemed vaguely familiar.

                  When Vahloren stepped up to the man he stopped singing, but the feeling of 

familiarity did not go away. It was embedded deep within the book and the cards. Drawn closer, 

Vahloren didn’t realize he was almost touching the bench until the man looked up at him and 

smiled a dark smile. The wrinkles on his face seemed to accent something terrible.

                            “Vahloren, dark lord of the Shi’ado,” the old man said, his voice cracking as 

before. “Power beyond power. You have no need for what I offer, but would you humor an old 

man?” One of the Shi’ado’s eyebrows rose. What good could these things do him? From the 

man’s mind he could tell that he had acquired the book long ago and made the cards himself. All 

of them were perfectly equal, the back covered by a hypnotic pattern.

                                        “What are you doing here?” Vahloren asked coldly.

                                                     Withered eyes met his without flinching. “I travel to many 

unlikely places, bringing truly to the most unlikely people. I go freely, and give freely of my 

services.”

                                                                            “You lie.” His deadly tone didn’t seem to effect 

the man.

                                                                                                      “What lies have I told?” asked 

the withered man.

                                                                                                                    “You bring no truth, 

only your vain imagination and this unholy idolatry that you force upon those who would be 

innocent.” The soothsayer intoned.

                                                                                                                              “You have little 

room to speak of the unhallowed.” Rage began to build in Vahloren, partly because of the man’s barbs and partly because of the energy still emanating from the cards.

                                                                                                                                          “There is 

no need for you on this isle. Leave,” Vahloren commanded.

                                                                                                                                                 “To 

where?” asked the soothsayer.

“Go where you please. Leave now or I shall evict you with my own two hands.”  Vahloren 

flexed those hands, showing his dangerous claws.

            “You dare not lay a hand on me.”

                         But Vahloren, now sick of the man, did. He raised the ancient creature up to his 

eye level, glaring at him with every degree of malice in his body. “Leave,” he hissed, then threw 

the man back to the ground. The man’s foot landed perfectly, and he returned to a kneeling 

position gracefully.

                                    “Place one of your hands on the bench,” the man commanded, laying his 

own hand on the cards. “This will take only a moment. If you do not like what  you see, you are 

free to discard it as a mere amusement.” Vahloren shook his head slowly. I’m not going to get 

out of this without doing it, am I? He put his palm on the bench, palm upward and waited. The 

older man placed his index and middle finger on the stack and almost touched the other two with 

his smallest finger.

                                                Growing more irritated, Vahloren shot his hand out toward the 

man’s chin. To his surprise, the man leaned back impossibly to evade his blow, then shifted back to his kneel. Somehow two cards had appeared in his hands from the stack. Before Vahloren 

could move further the old man spoke.

                                                                   “Blue: air, the element of speed the nature of chaos, 

and the frozen North! Black: all that is evil, ill, harmful, unwanted, and dangerous!” Those two 

colors flashed toward Vahloren, but he easily moved away from them.

                                                                                     “I told you to leave.” Vahloren said coldly.

                                                                                                 “You don’t learn, do you?” the man 

asked, replacing his cards. “I have shown you the power of the cards and yet you do not believe.”

                                                                                                               “I have no use for your 

reading, nor does anyone else,” Vahloren responded icily. “If you leave immediately I will let 

you do so alive. Otherwise, my patience may grow thin.”

                                                                                                                        The man stood. “You 

will see me again.” He picked up the books and the cards, tucked the bench under one arm, and 

began moving away. Vahloren wasn’t certain how he had gotten onto the island, but he could 

leave it the same way. Once he was certain the man wouldn’t turn around, Vahloren continued 

his search.

                                                                                                                                    Some distance 

behind the Shi’ado Lord, the Aldean stopped at the  edge of the isle. There was no other 

Aldeans for at least a day’s travel. For a long moment the man remained on the bank, watching 

the waves lapping against it. A time would come. There was always an answer, soon…
Chapter  2:Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Merdia; Year: 3749 B.C.

                                                                                                                                                                           Another 

voice, this one younger and more beautiful, stopped. The boy singing was young, the youngest of 

three brothers. He was the only source of income the three of them had since their mother's 

mysterious death. But he took no pride in his work. When he stepped down from the stand, his 

legs were shaking just slightly. As he always did, he had recounted the history of another war.

Why did they applaud him at all? Perhaps it was merely their inebriation. With a sigh he moved 

away, into the room that served as their home. It was little more than an unused room in the 

temple to Draconis, but it was all the brothers had. He didn’t even have a couch like his brothers; 

he lay under the statue of Draconis. 

                 Now that he was done, there was nothing to do but sit and wait. His brothers would 

soon be back from seeing to all of the worshippers. At least they lived their lives. Draconis’ 

people kept them fed, and his singing brought in a tiny bit of profit that he would never see.

                           He went over his songs again and again, ensuring that they were still 

memorized. Today, he hated all of them. Soon, he would be singing them again. If he did well 

enough, they would let him walk around for a bit. That was his only chance to really see the sky, 

and the only chance to get away from the incense of this temple. One day, he promised himself, 

he would be free of it all.

                                        They did return, and they returned happy. Unlike usual, they were 

happy for more reasons than the leftover alcohol they had consumed. One of them mumbled 

something to him and stumbled to his couch. The younger of the elder brothers was silent and 

still walking steadily. Glancing at the youngest brother, he went to a chest in one corner of the 

room, produced a stale piece of bread and tossed it toward the boy. “Eat.”

                                                   There were times he would rather starve. While his brothers got 

the extra fat and sweetbread from the table of the worshippers, he ate nothing but this bread, and 

that, too, only when his elder brothers felt he had been good. He stuffed the bread in his pocket, 

and left the room. They wouldn't mind until morning.

                                                              Sunset was still a few hours away, and he decided the 

smell of dead animals near a butcher's shop was better than the incense of the temple. He 

wandered some more, waiting for the stars to come out. He loved the stars. They seemed like 

other worlds to him, not just some tiny specks of light in the sky. His brothers had told him that 

they were the eyes of Draconis watching all, but he didn't believe them.

                                                                           Yes, they had to be other places. Maybe each was 

something like this planet, only... different in their own way. Some were brighter, some dimmer. 

How bright did Aldea look from those other worlds?  He thought. One gleamed particularly 

brightly; he imagined that he had eyes like a god, which he could see through the entire universe. 

The star seemed a bit dimmer; it must be nighttime there. His eyes saw down onto a continent, 

into a great city, to a young boy sitting in a garden and staring back at him.

                                                                                     His eyes were immediately captured, and he 

stared over the boy’s sad, angular face, long nose, shoulder-length dark brown hair, and deep 

blue eyes. He realized the boy was dressed plainly, and his feet were bare… and then all of it 

was gone. It had seemed so real, but he knew it was only his imagination. When he stood up, he 

wasn’t sure how long he had been sitting there. 

                                                                                                      Just as he began to head home, 

something caught his ear. It was as if someone was singing in the nearby mansion; he crept 

through the garden, sticking to the shadows, drawing closer to it. Eventually he was looking up 

into the window the singing came from. The voice was a girl’s, and she was singing a sad song. 

He was able to pick up the tune quickly, and an idea began to form in his mind: one day, he 

would sing that song.

                                                                                                                 For the next few nights, he 

snuck out, even if his brothers were sober. It was all to hear that song. Some nights she did not 

sing it, or sang it briefly, but many times she sang it and each time he learned more. Eventually, 

the night came to sing. When it came time for him to sing, he began singing that song. The words 

were now his own, speaking of the terrible pain and sorrow caused by all the wars he usually 

praised. His audience was frozen in shock.

                                                                                                                     There was a moment of 

perfect singing, but when the last note faded panic descended upon him. This could bring 

nothing but chaos. Rushing away, he hid in a corner of the temple, but his brothers found him. 

His eldest brother tied him to the top of the statue of Draconis and left him there. This was 

punishment for running away, and for not seeming awake when he sang. They didn’t know about 

his song…

                                                                                                                                 Instead of 

sleeping, the boy wiggled as much as possible. He couldn’t budge the ropes, but the statue shifted just slightly. Eventually he worked his way down the side of it, though still bound. His 

efforts made a slight rocking noise, and the middle brother awoke to it. Moving toward the statue 

suspiciously, he examined it and then gasped as he realized the boy was no longer there.

                                                                                                                                              It was 

too late. The boy pushed off the wall and toppled the statue. His brother’s upraised hands did 

nothing to stop the falling stone, and it crushed him. Though the fall of the statue jarred the boy’s 

bonds enough that he could free himself, his brother’s dying screams awoke the eldest. Before he 

could get to his feet, the youngest brother got free and fled.

He shed no tears, but he did feel deeply sorry. All he had wanted to do was escape; he hadn’t 

ever wanted to kill anyone. Soon he was far from the temple, running through the night. His 

brother was catching up, but by the time he did the boy seemed to have vanished. After looking 

suspiciously, the eldest brother moved elsewhere.

               Behind him, the boy carefully emerged from the shadows and headed toward the 

mansion. His life was over, and somehow that was a relief. He would never need to sing again. 

Something drew him back to the mansion, though, some remnant of that song. At the very least, 

he could sing that song one last time. But though he waited long, she did not appear at her 

window.

                            “Hello?” The voice took him entirely off guard. Whirling, he discovered the 

girl standing behind him and fell back in shock. “Who are you?”

                                   This question made him stumble. No one had ever cared to give a poor 

singer at the temple a name. Eventually, he managed to stammer, “I... I'm just.... I was a singer in a temple and... I wanted to thank you for your song. I sang it tonight. At the temple. I…”

                                                She was smiling at him, and that made it all the harder to talk. 

Eventually she interrupted him, curious. “My song?”

                                                         “The one you sing each night in your room” he said.

                                                                     “You heard that?" She was slightly embarrassed, 

thinking she had been singing in private.

                                                                                “I memorized it. When you weren't singing, I 

would try to get you to sing again by singing parts of it.”

                                                                                                        “Oh, that was you,” she said, 

her growing wider. “I thought that I heard the song, but I thought it was just my imagination…”

                                                                                                               “I’m sorry,” he gulped. 

                                                                                                                                 “Don't be. Did it 

help?” she asked.

                                                                                                                                            “Maybe.” 

Had it helped? He was free of his brothers…

“I couldn't sleep tonight,” she went on, “so I had to come out here to the garden. The plants are 

always so peaceful. Don't you agree?”

                 “Yes...” he began.

                                 “Did you come here just to thank me for accidentally teaching you that 

song?” she asked.

                                            “Um...” As his silence stretched on she shrugged and turned away, 

looking toward the stars. Eventually she glanced down toward him.

                                                               “Do you ever wonder what they are? I think they're 

people, people that died long ago. They’d have to have been incredibly powerful. The brighter 

ones are...” she asked.

                                                                             “They're places” he said simply.

                                                                                                “Huh?” she asked.

                                                                                                             “Like this world. Some of 

them are bigger, some of them smaller. They have night and day, and their own suns. And their 

own people...” He stumbled to a halt, embarrassed at what seemed to him to be a silly outburst. 

She was silent, listening to him with a strange expression.

                                                                                                                          “How do you 

know?” she asked softly. He didn’t dare to reply. How did he know? That was just how it 

seemed. Maybe he was wrong... he heard footsteps, the heavy footsteps of his brother. With a 

hasty goodbye he fled from the garden.

                                                                                                                                That night, he 

slept near the fountain and had the best dream he remembered having. He had been on a star, 

entirely alone. There had been no one else, and then he had heard her voice. She was smiling up at him, and then they were locked in an embrace.

                                                                                                                                          “They're 

gone now,” she whispered in the dream, “Nobody will try to hurt us anymore. It's so peaceful 

here.” They locked eyes for a moment, and he bent down to kiss her just when he woke up.

Suddenly he felt very alone, the dream still lingering on the edges of his mind. It had seemed so 

real, yet it was so impossible. He could still feel her in his arms and up against him, and 

remember her smile and her voice so vividly. Was he so desperately lonely that his mind was 

inventing these dreams? Getting to his feet, he began padding through the streets, quietly until he 

sensed something was wrong.

                There were sounds of crying from the house, and he began racing toward it. A mother 

was weeping, and a father was ranting in the garden. Yet it seemed that there was something else 

wrong, something with the temple. He raced toward it, then froze when he drew near. His brother 

was dragging a boy out the back. Instantly he knew it was her, recognized the white clothes and 

red stains of a sacrifice.

                                Loneliness hit him all at once, more overwhelming than ever before. He had 

spoken to her once, and because of it, they had killed her. Because she accidentally taught him a 

song that had more meaning than they could ever understand. He cried, at first, and then swore 

revenge. For the first time in his life he knew what his name was, and that name was Pain. To all 

those who did this or allowed it to happen, that was who he would be. And they would know him 

as Pain, as he had known from them.
The End
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Chapter 1:Aldea, Relon Continent, Empire of Draconia, Draconis’s Palace; Year: 3749 B.C.

As the report continued, Draconis clenched his fist tighter and tighter. The words continued, but 

he was hearing less of them each instant.

             “As you see, sire, Vahloren needs to be dealt with,” Argus reported grimly. “To add to 

that, he killed one of your detachments this morning. All twelve were found with their heads 

severed.” Draconis growled dangerously. 

                       “How did that detachment encounter Vahloren, anyway?” Draconis demanded.

                                     “Early this morning, Captain Veld’ka and his troops were on a routine 

scouting mission in the Kingdom of Merdia, when they encountered a lone traveler in the middle 

of the forest. Veld’ka questioned him, but the traveler turned his back on him and started walking 

off. When they pursued, all of them were slaughtered.” His report finished, Argus closed the 

scroll swiftly. Draconis slammed the edge of his throne angrily.

                                                “Damn Vahloren, damn him to hell!” Draconis seethed. “He’s far 

too powerful to kill, no assassins have even come close. He doesn’t have any liabilities, either…”

                                                                “Not true, my Lord,” Argus pointed out with a slight 

smile. “Lord Vahloren does care for your daughter. That could be used to our advantage.”

                                                                       “I can’t hurt my own daughter. There must be another way” Draconis said.

                                                                                    “And there is one. Sakura has grown 

attached to Lady Arien, and she wants to return home. Have Lady Arien become Sakura’s 

handmaiden and let them go. As they travel to the Village of Shidow, have Lady Arien killed. 

Vahloren is attached to her, and Sakura won’t be physically. We will draw him out and remove 

another threat in one stroke.”

                                                                                                “Let it be done. Contact the Dark 

Army and reopen negotiations with them.” Argus gave a slight smile at Draconis’ order, bowed 

low, and then vanished from the throne room.

A Few Hours Later

                                                                                                                Sakura opened her eyes, 

and found herself looking at Lady Arien. The woman must have come into her room while she 

was still deep in meditation. Waking up more fully, Sakura smiled sweetly at her friend. Lady 

Arien responded with a thin-lipped smile, and Sakura’s smile faded.

                                                                                                                       “What is it?” Sakura 

asked anxiously.

                                                                                                                                   “Your Father 

requests an audience with him, immediately,” Arien stated. Sighing, Sakura began making her 

way out of bed. 

                                                                                                                                            “Any 

reason why?” Sakura asked.

“He didn’t give any, but knowing him, it will be pretty important.” Lady Arien stated.

          “Well, we better not keep his majesty waiting,” Sakura said, rolling her eyes. But before 

she could turn to go Arien’s hand touched her shoulder.

                        “My Lady, why do you treat your father with such disdain? Doing so isn’t wise. If 

you weren’t his heir, he would have killed you already; he does not tolerate half-breeds. I warn 

you, be careful what you say and do anywhere here: he has many ears.”

                                   “I treat him with such disdain, because he has never been there for me,” 

Sakura answered. “He sent me here for my safety, because he wants an heir other then Lord 

Vahloren. I’m seven years old now, and not so naïve of the world. Lord Vahloren taught me not 

to be naive. If any Shi’ado cares for me, Vahloren does.” With that, she broke away from Lady 

Arien’s hand and moved toward the throne room.
Chapter: 2

                                                Bowing deeply, Sakura approached the throne. Her father’s face 

remained expressionless, staring down at her.

                                                                “What is it, Father?” Sakura asked politely. It was 

unusual for the throne room to be so empty; Argus was nowhere to be seen, and other than her 

father only Lady Arien was with her. 

                                                                            “Sakura, I can’t conceal your presence here from 

my enemies anymore,” Draconis told her slowly. “They are planning an assault, and I fear for 

your safety. To keep you safe I must send you home.” He glanced past his daughter. “Lady 

Arien, you will accompany Sakura and escort her to her home. You will then serve as her 

handmaiden, protecting her from everything and anything that would try to harm her.”

                                                                                       “As you wish, my Lord,” Arien answered. 

Beside her, Sakura was still speechless. Why is Father doing this? The war is just an excuse to 

get rid of me. What good does that do him?
                                                                                              “Sakura, how could you think that I 

don’t love you?” Draconis asked, eyes fixed on her. Sakura almost gasped, realizing how much 

her emotions had been showing on her face. “I know I haven’t been there for you, but I would be 

if not for this war. I want to leave you a legacy that will span through eternity. It will symbolize 

my love for you.”

                                                                                                                 “That may be so, Father, 

but you still are treating me like a half-breed.” Tears began to appear in Sakura’s eyes, and her 

voice rose. “I vow, as long as I live, I will  neither be Shi’ado, nor Aldean. I will be just like 

Lord Vahloren. He at least has the guts to defy someone who is so cruel at heart!” Breaking into 

tears, Sakura rushed from the room. Lady Arien followed her with an apologetic smile.

                                                                                                                         The instant they were 

gone, Draconis cursed. “I can’t wait till you die, wench,” he hissed. Calming himself, he glanced 

to his right, toward gathering shadows. “Is everything going as planned?”

                                                                                                                                “Yes, my Lord. 

Everything is going exactly as planned.” Argus said with a wicked grin.
Chapter 3: Aldea, Carlkaveria Continent; Dark Citadel of Kuras; Year: 3749 B.C.

                                                                                                                           Lady Ketral 

stroked the armrest of her throne absentmindedly. She was pondering nothing but her revenge 

upon Sakura and Vahloren. It would be difficult, but there were already possibilities, and the 

rewards would be so sweet. A brief smile crossed her face at the thought of ripping Sakura’s 

head off and devouring her flesh.

                                                                                                                                               “My 

Lady.” An emotionless voice floated from the darkness. She glanced toward her servant, a dark 

spirit turned warrior. They were most effective servants: they had all the skills of the warriors 

they had once been, but the dead could not be harmed by any craft in the world of the living. Of course, neither could she, now.

“What is it?” she asked.

               “Draconis has agreed to your terms and requests you to make an audience with him 

tomorrow,” stated the shadow servant. Ketral laughed. Everything is going as I planned. He 

doesn’t know that I’m using my influence to control the Kingdom of Merdia. The Dark Army is 

slowly taking control of Aldea, greater than any army of Aldeans or Shi’ado. Once we have 

complete control, we will wage war against the angels of the Most High God, and anyone else 

who would dare stand in our way. Her Ancient Guardian Jewel shimmered slightly, as if it knew 

what she was thinking. But the shadow servant was still waiting for a response from her, and she 

glanced back to it.

                                   “Tell Draconis that I will meet with him tomorrow, before the sun sets,” 

Ketral ordered, smiling savagely. The servant bowed, then vanished in a plume of darkness.

                                                  Vahloren, Vahloren! You have been an obstacle for Draconis and 

the Dark Army for too long. I will use my newfound powers to make you my servant, and even my 

mate. You were probably the best thing that happened to me: I was once only a Shi’ado 

Commander, but now I am a Sorceress of Darkness. Even with your princely upbringing, I am 

now capable of being your mate. In time, we can conquer the world and the universes.

The End
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Empire Of Draconia; Year: 3749 B.C.

Draconis sat on his throne and stared into the crystal orb floating before him. The 

image of his daughter floated within. Sakura was mounted in front of Lady Arien 

on Arien’s Pegasus, soaring through the sky. What will you do now Vahloren, now 

that you can’t influence my daughter? Draconis thought as he gazed into the 

glassy sphere.

                  “Simple, Lord Draconis. Lord Vahloren will use other means to get at you.” It was a 

woman’s voice, wafting from the floor below. Draconis looked down, but all he saw was 

the shadows.

                        “What is it, Wraith?” Draconis asked coldly.

                                                “You’re even more perceptive than Lord Vahloren is,” the voice 

acknowledged. “Then again, you are the Emperor of the Shi’ado, the Emperor of Aldea, Lord 

Vahloren, on the other hand, is the Prince of all the Shi’ado… and your grandson. You tried 

assassinating him, but you failed. The Dark Army has twice failed to kill him, but now we have 

him within our grasp.”

                                                             “What is your plan, Shadow Wraith, and why do you hate 

Vahloren so much?” Draconis asked. He could see a speaker now, a cloaked figure that seemed 

to be formed from the very darkness of his chamber.

                                            “I despise Vahloren because he killed me once. Since I died, I 

have even grown even stronger. I am Lady Ketral, Sorceress of Shadows and the Evil 

Ancient Guardian of Shadows,” Lady Ketral declared.

“The Ancient Guardians? I have heard of them.” 

Draconis’s hand tightened on his throne dangerous. “But all of them have been beings of 

good who opposed me. What do you mean?”

“As you well know, the Ancient Guardians 

serve the Most High God. They have the regular powers of a Guardian, and each 

controls a certain dark element: Evil, Anger or Shadow. Thus, there are three Dark 

Ancient Guardians.”

                                                                   “I don’t need a history lesson,” 

Draconis rumbled, becoming annoyed with this presumptuous female Shadow 

Wraith. 

                      “What does this have to do with 

Vahloren?”

                                                                                “Simple, my Lord,” Ketral gave 

a pleased smile, “Lord Vahloren is just inches away from retrieving an eighth of 

the Ancient Guardian Jewel of Shadows. I have a fourth of the jewel. Once he has 

the shard, I will be able to control him. He will be none of your concern.”

                                                                                                          “And what do you get out of 

it?” Draconis asked. Perhaps she truly did have something to offer him…

                                                                                                                         “As I said, my Lord, 

we will be able to control one of the most powerful Shi’ado in the history of this world. Time 

will pass away, but the Dark Army will endure, as long as our Master endures,” Ketral said.

                                                                                                                          “So, in other 

words, you will use Vahloren to do Satan’s bidding. What if Vahloren finds another shard of this 

jewel? What if the Ancient Guardians interfere with you?” asked Draconis. She made such 

arrogant statements so easily.  

                                                                                                                                                “The 

Dark Army will make sure that it never happens. After all, I am an Ancient Guardian and also a 

Sorceress. I know how they think. We will defeat them eventually, then the Dark Army will 

spread itself across all the stars, and all the galaxies,” Ketral said, lust in her eyes.

“Consider the deal made, then. You get rid of Lord Vahloren for me, and you will receive my 

Empire when we, the Shi’ado, have left Aldea, in search of other planets to conquer and rule,” 

Draconis said.

                “It’s agreed, but I must warn you; even if the Galactic Guardians or Ancient Guardians 

were out of your way, your Empire is going to fall very soon,” Ketral whispered mysteriously. 

With that, she vanished into the shadows, leaving Draconis to puzzle over her statement in the 

darkness.

Chapter 2: Aldea, Forbidden Continent, Year: 3749 B.C

                          Lord Vahloren peered into the abyss on either side of him. He was on a narrow 

stone pathway, in a large dark cavern, with a seemingly endless drop on either side of him. 

Ahead of him was a rock island that housed a stone pedestal that contained a black gem that 

glittered darkly in the light. If his calculations were correct, it was the jewel shard of the Ancient 

Guardian of Shadows. On one side of the pedestal was a statue of an Angel and on the other a 

statue of a winged Demon.

                                    The Shi’ado sighed. Body guarding Sakura had been bothersome, but the 

journey with his Mother had been grand though. All the time he had spent with her felt new, time 

that he never had been able to spend when he was growing up. But then again, I never had a 

childhood, Eric did, Vahloren thought, mulling over what had happened over a month ago. He 

stared at the jewel shard that was only a few feet away from him. With this jewel, I will surpass 

the might of even Draconis himself. The only person who could then stand in my way, is Satan 

himself, but he won’t last long against me, Vahloren thought as he continued walking toward the 

pedestal.

                                Abruptly an image forced its way into his mind: a black haired 

women with piercing green eyes, looked at him and laughed. 

                                                        “Soon, Vahloren, you will be mine!” the image rasped. 

Somehow, the women seemed familiar to him. Who are you? Vahloren thought, closing 

his eyes in concentration.

                                                                         “I am Lady Ketral, Sorceress of Shadows. You 

may have killed me, but on, you will serve me. Go ahead and take the shard of the Ancient 

Guardian Jewel. You want power, so take it and be damned!” Ketral said, staring at Vahloren. In 

her eyes he saw the destruction of the world…

                                                                                       I serve no one, Vahloren thought, opening 

his eyes and peering at the jewel shard below him. Vahloren picked up the jewel shard, and put it 

in the centerpiece of his Dragonhead Ring, on the second finger, right next to his Power Ring.

                                                                                                The shard glowed an inky black 

color, eerily growing in strength. Suddenly, the shard grew and spread out until it snugly in the 

ring’s centerpiece. Vahloren looked at it, then smiled; just as it should be. Ketral’s laughter 

wafted towards him, coming from everywhere and nowhere.

                                                                                                         “You’re such a fool, Vahloren. 

Now you will serve me until the end of time,” the dark voice mocked, coming from the recesses 

of the back of his mind. Vahloren unsheathed his katana. He would not stand for such insolence.

                                                                                                                       Suddenly, his right 

hand spasmed. Vahloren looked at it in surprise. Under the Dragonhead Ring, his veins began to 

turn black. The blackness spread quickly though his veins. His skin turned pale, then completely 

turned translucent and shadowy. Vahloren could feel his heart beating slower and slower, then he 

felt no heartbeat at all.

                                                                                                                                     I was 

expecting this, turning into a shadow, but I didn’t expect losing control of my very being! 

Gritting his teeth, Vahloren tried to sheath Bane with the last ounce of strength he had, a futile 

act of defiance. Bane slid into its sheath, then Vahloren felt his hand go deathly cold.
                                                                                                                                                   All 

around Vahloren was darkness. He closed his eyes, then slowly opened them. The world around 

him had slowed down, as if everything was moving in slow motion. Time seemed to freeze. All 

around the former Lord was wisps and ghostly after-images.

 “So, I have arrived. Lady Ketral, will you show yourself?” Vahloren asked blankly, tone 

completely absent of feeling.

          “No, Vahloren. I can’t control you all the way. However, I have a small task for you” said 

Ketral’s voice, coming from everywhere around him.

                       “What is it, my Lady?” Vahloren asked flatly.

                                    “I want you to kill Sakura, Ketral ordered.

                                 “As you wish, my Lady” Vahloren said unemotionally.
The End
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent: Kingdom of Merdia; Year: 3749 B.C.
Lady Arien stood on a cliff, watching the sunset. Below her stood an expansive landscape 

of meadows and plains that extended as far as she could see. Out of all the Kingdoms on the 

Relon Continent, it seemed that only the Kingdom of Merdia continued to be peaceful. Gabriel, 

what do you want from me? Lady Arien found her mind drifting back to everything that had led 

her to meet that man... but no, not just a man.

“What’s wrong?” Sakura’s voice asked softly from behind. Lady Arien whirled about and almost 

collided with the younger woman.

        “Don’t sneak up on me like that!” she admonished. “If I had my katana drawn, I might have 

killed you!” Sakura shrank back from her outburst, and Lady Arien immediately felt guilty. She 

sighed, counted to three, sighed once more, and continued speaking in a significantly calmer 

manner. “My Lady, please forgive me for my misconduct. As is pretty obvious now, I have a lot 

on my mind.”

                            “So what is bothering you?” Sakura asked curiously.

                                 “My past. For some reason, I’m spending all of my time wallowing in it 

instead of acting in the present. It’s as if I don’t know where to go, and I can’t use any of my real 

power.”

                                        “Your past? Your real power? But you’re an Aldean sorceress. All your 

power is on the surface. You should be able to do whatever you wish, maybe even surpass your 

own perceived potential,” Sakura said, smiling up at her innocently.

                                              “You really think I can live up to my own potential? Everyone has 

said you’re special, and I think I’m beginning to understand way.” A small smile had somehow 

worked its way onto her face. She shifted to glance over the land again and immediately 

stiffened.

                                                       Sakura was about to ask her what the problem was, but 

realized for herself as she saw dark and purplish clouds formulate in the sky. The clouds grew 

darker and began to expand to each side, as if preparing for an attack. A demonic miasma sizzled 

upon the horizon, then began rolling toward them, casting a shadow over the land.

                                                               Lady Arien drew her weapon, and nodded in approval as 

Sakura unsheathed her own katana. They stood back‑to‑back, ready for anything. The seconds 

stretched by as no attack came and both of them grew more and more tense.

                                                                     “Where is the demon?” Sakura eventually asked. “I 

can’t sense or see a demonic aura anywhere. But the miasma is just looming...” As if drawn by 

her words, the clouds abruptly spiraled down, forming a hurricane of demonic energy that 

struck the ground not far from them. For a moment it raged upon the earth and then it faded 

away.

                                                                                    Focusing on the point where it had touched 

down, Sakura looked for the demon. She found him and immediately gasped. The aura 

surrounding the black-cloaked figure was terrifying, and something about him seemed eerily 

familiar. Only his hands were visible, and they were deathly white. Lady Arien’s eyes widened 

as she noticed a dark ring on one hand, crowned by a black jewel. Its other hand held a long 

black katana.

                                                                                         Disturbed by something, Sakura tried to 

pierce the darkness under the figure’s hood, but could never get past his burning red eyes. As the 

demon began to walk toward them, a red aura swirled around him dangerously. It continued to 

approach Sakura at an inexorable rate.

                                                                                              Abruptly Lady Arien skidded in front 

of Sakura, raising her katana in a defensive position. Instantly the demon’s eyes shifted to her, 

annoyance turning to hatred. She was slightly shaken by its gaze, which seemed to stare into her 

soul, but forced herself not to back down.

                                                                                                 “Who are you, and why are you 

chasing us?” Lady Arien demanded. For a moment it did not answer, instead staring at them 

carefully. Eventually it spoke in a rasping voice.

                                                                                                           “I am a servant to the 

Sorceress of Shadows, Lady Ketral of the Dark Army. I have been sent to kill Sakura of the 

House of Durnmal. All who stand in my way must be destroyed.”

                                                                                                               “Come at me, Demon, so I 

can wipe you out of existence,” Lady Arien taunted. The Demon merely glanced aside at a 

nearby tree. Abruptly its eyes flared; Sakura turned to look at the tree and discovered in shock 

that it had already shriveled and died. Even now, blackened leaves were drifting toward the 

ground and crumbling to ashes.

                                                                                                                         The demon turned to 

Lady Arien and tilted its head; for just a moment Sakura could see a vicious grin under its hood. 

Vahloren? How... how can that be? It brought its katana up, and swung it down in a vertical 

slash. A blue ball of condensed energy shot out of the tip of the blade and sped toward Lady 

Arien.

                                                                                                                             Lady Arien had an 

instant to analyze the attack flying toward her. I’ve seen it before. Lord Vahloren and other noble 

warriors use deviant swords that can do that attack. Does that mean this demon is a warrior of 

noble‑birth? Regardless, she knew how she should respond. She raised a hand and closed her 

eyes, even as the sphere or power was almost upon her.

Yellow‑white light sprung up around her hand, meeting the blue energy just as it reached her. 

For a moment the two forces raged, and then the both dissipated in a burst of yellow light. She 

lowered her hand and returned the demon’s gaze evenly. 

  “Impressive, Sorceress, but it is nothing I haven’t seen before. Holy Power, most likely that of a 

Guardian. Nothing to fear.” It struck like lightning the next instant, before Lady Arien and 

slashing directly at her face. She barely blocked the slash, but the force that was carried with it 

flung her back in the air. She crashed into a cliff face and tumbled to the ground, rocks falling 

about her. When she struck the ground she lay unmoving.

            Sakura did not even see her fall, however; her eyes were locked upon the face of the 

attacker. When his blow had been blocked the backlash of the attack had blown his hood back. 

His face was familiar, terrifyingly so, but not Lord Vahloren’s. Something about it was very 

different, as if it was a relative.

                       “I thought you were stronger then that, Lady Arien,” the demon mocked. “If that is 

all you can do, then my mission is complete. His eyes snapped to Sakura, and she took a step 

back in shock. But instead of running she reached inside herself and kindled her rage; feeling 

anger for Lady Arien’s defeat and for the fact that this attacker reminded her of Vahloren. A 

tingling sensation spread across her body.

                               As she transformed, the demon watched her in slight fascination. The half-

Shi’ado girl’s hands elongated and became glinting claws. Her eyes shifted from natural yellow 

to a seething red. An unnatural wind began to blow her hair wildly behind her. She glanced up, 

her expression the embodiment of rage.

                                       “Die!” Sakura roared. Bursting off the ground, she hurtled through the 

air and was beside the demon in an instant. Immediately she jabbed her katana through his side. 

It lodged there, so she jumped away with a slight smirk.

                                                     “Is that all you can do, little Princess?” It plucked the katana out 

of its leg and tossed it aside like a bobble. The next thing she realized it was before her, its hand 

closing over her throat. She was jerked into the air, then thrown down against the ground with 

brutal force.

                                                              After crashing into a small crater, it was all Sakura could 

do to raise her head. There was so much pain... she began to whimper despite herself. Overhead 

the demon calmly brought out its katana and prepared to strike lethally. Lady Arien still lay 

immobile on the ground, Sakura saw, and she personally was powerless. What could she do?

                                                                     Desperately she closed her eyes, calling out to 

something greater than herself. Lady Arien had spoken of a Most High God who was Creator of 

all the universe. Please, she begged, please help us!
                                                                               The demon slashed down, blade moving 

directly toward the small girl’s head. Suddenly something sizzled from its right, streaking toward 

his chest. At the last second the assassin managed to alter the course of its blow, instead 

deflecting the bolt of light. There was a new presence on the battlefield.

                                                                                     Turning, the demon saw a black haired 

angel with white feathery wings, garbed in white, holding a golden scimitar in one hand that had 

a amulet with a yellow‑white jewel in its centerpiece. The angel was looking at him, surrounded 

by pulsating white-yellow light.

                                                                                                 “How are you to challenge me?” the 

demon hissed. The angel responded blankly.

                                                                                                      “Servant of evil, leave now or be 

destroyed. My name is Gabriel Argadon, an Seraphim and a Paladin and servant of the Most 

High God. I have dealt with your kind more than once, and more than once, the Light of God has 

pierced through the darkness,” Gabriel said. Abruptly he flicked from existence, instead 

appearing behind the demon, in front of Sakura.

                                                                                                              “Very well, Ancient 

Guardian,” the Demon hissed, “let us do battle!” With startling speed the demon whirled, 

slashing behind it. Gabriel calmly swept away from the attack, then struck back. By this point the 

demon was able to attack more directly, and when their blades met, lightning flew from their 

point of contact. They drew apart, circling one another, each waiting for an opening.

                                                                                                                    Steel flew just above 

Gabriel’s head as the demon’s horizontal slashed missed. It was swiftly attacking once more, this 

time slashing down. After stepping to the side of the blow, Gabriel raised his scimitar to the 

demon. Before he could attack, however, he was stopped by a slight chuckle.

                                                                                                                          “I expected better 

from you, Gabriel. I am little more than a clone, yet I can defeat you, Dreamwalker. Now die!” 

At that instant the demon leapt backward, blade slashing swiftly. A shockwave of utterly dark 

lightning shot from his katana.

                                                                                                                                  “I am not 

dreamwalking,” Gabriel whispered as he brought his scimitar to bear on the dark lightning. It 

glowed a brilliant golden, so brightly that Sakura was unable to see. When her vision returned, 

Gabriel stood unharmed where he had been. The demon was some distance away, gaping.

“H... how?”

    “Even in death, there is life. I recreated my body from within my Ancient Guardian Jewel. I 

was reborn again, but not reborn as a man: I am a Seraphim. Now I can fight as a Paladin of the 

Most High God.” Gabriel had been speaking with his eyes closed, but now they opened calmly. 

“This is at end.”

                              Golden streaks of light exploded from him, arcing through the air and slashing 

swiftly changing paths through the air. All the bolts came together at the last instant, hitting the 

demonic assassin directly in the chest. For a moment he fell backward, unable to even scream, 

then he exploded into thousands of shards.

                                       The destruction swept past Sakura, forcing her to defend herself and 

closed her eyes. When she looked again, Gabriel Argadon was gone as if he had never existed. 

She felt his presence behind her and turned slowly, shocked at his speed. Who was this?
                                               Lady Arien opened her eyes and slowly smiled warmly as she saw 

Gabriel Argadon, clothed in brown robes and a cloak, just like he always was. He looked down 

at her with an expression of concern that became a slight smile as she woke. Holding her aching 

side, she managed to get up with a grimace.

                                                          “Thanks for coming to our rescue,” Lady Arien told him, 

looking directly into his eyes.

                                                               “Thank you got believing in me for so long, Lady Arien. 

Since you believed in me, you named me. Since you named me, I can exist in this universe and 

thus all of the universes. You helped me escape the cage and curse that is my jewel,” Gabriel 

thanked her. His gaze shifted to Sakura, who was still speechless. “I will repay this debt, if 

Sakura will allow me to escort you both back to the village of Shidow.”

                                                                       His voice broke her out of her trance; Sakura looked 

at Gabriel, puzzled by the decision thrust before her. He says he is an Ancient Guardian. For all 

his power, he seems humble. He is very different from Lady Arien and Lord Vahloren; can I trust 

him? Lady Arien seems to know him and he did appear and save me, right after I prayed to the 

Most High God. Most likely he was safe she thought.

                                                                             “Gabriel Argadon, I would be honored if you 

would travel with us to my village,” Sakura told him with a slight bow.

                                                                                  “The honor is mine, Princess Sakura,” 

Gabriel responded warmly.

Epilogue: Aldea, Carlkaveria Continent, Dark Citadel of Kuras; Year: 3749 B.C.


                                                                                                   Vahloren opened his eyes, though 

there was nothing but the dungeon floor beneath him. He sighed with relief. The clone assassin 

had failed. His hope had been that Lady Arien could defeat his clone. Though she hadn’t been 

strong enough, thanks to Sakura’s summoning of Gabriel Argadon, they would be safe. Lady 

Ketral would not be foolish enough to challenge him.

                                                                                                     At least, I can still resist her, 

Vahloren thought. Eventually I will succumb to the powers of the Ancient Guardian Jewel shard, 

and then she will be able to control my actual body. If I can buy some time to search for the last 

remaining jewel shard...
                                                                                                          A footstep intruded upon his 

thoughts, and he turned his head as much as he could. He knew who was coming, because she 

was the only one who ever came down here: Lady Ketral. She was wearing dragon-scale body 

armor, and the mere sight of her made Vahloren hiss in anger. The hiss seemed to amuse Lady 

Ketral. She glanced up at his shackled form for a moment, then sneered contemptuously.

                                                                                                                 “Your defiance is futile. 

For now you can give me only these clones, but eventually you will succumb and I will control 

you.”

                                                                                                                     “You might as well 

unchain me,” Vahloren spat. “Clones will never accomplish your will. Unbind me and I will 

serve you... but I will not kill Sakura.”
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Lady Ketral; Sorceress of Shadows
                                                                                                   “Your threats are 

meaningless to me, young Prince. You will indeed be released... when I control 

you body and soul.” Ketral gave a laugh of wicked amusement.

“Haven’t you wondered why you can’t fully control me?” Vahloren asked. He was rewarded by 

a sharp glance from Lady Ketral and smirked. “My birthright defends me. You will never 

understand that, and-” his voice cut off in a scream and a crackling bolt of blue energy wracked 

his body with pain. Using the last of his strength, he raised his head and looked into her eyes. 

“...And that will be your undoing” he said as he closed his eyes and fell into oblivion.

The End
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Merdia; Year: 3749 B.C.


Sakura watched as Gabriel tended to the fire. For the past four days they had been 

traveling through the Kingdom of Merdia without incident. She almost got the feeling that 

Gabriel was ensuring nothing occurred. She had gotten used to traveling with Vahloren, so this 

experience was entirely new for her.

                  When she was with Vahloren, she felt safe and secure, mainly due to the fact that 

Vahloren was pretty powerful, not to mention family. Gabriel, on the other hand was a complete 

stranger. The only person who seemed to know him, was Lady Arien. Gabriel was a lot quieter 

then Vahloren ever was, and somehow seemed to know her. But then again, Gabriel was an 

Ancient Guardian, a Paladin for the Most High God.

                                    Sakura looked at the crackling fire, mulling over the events that had 

happened to her over the past month and few days. Why did Vahloren leave me? Sakura asked 

the emptiness as she stared into the flames.

                                         “What’s wrong, Sakura?” asked Gabriel, breaking her out of her 

reverie. Sakura looked up and found herself directly meeting Gabriel’s blue‑green eyes.

                                                “Nothing’s wrong, I’m just thinking about Lord Vahloren. I doubt 

you know him,” Sakura told him. His gaze was intense, so she looked away and focused on Lady 

Arien, who was sleeping opposite her.

                                                          “Lord Vahloren, the Shi’ado Prince and heir of the Durnmal 

line. Yes, I know him. I knew him, very long ago. He hasn’t changed much since I first met him, 

thousands of years from now,” said Gabriel. Sakura’s eyebrows shot up at his words, and she 

peered at him curiously.

                                                             “What do you mean by meeting him thousands of years 

from now? Does that mean time isn’t normal for you? Another thing: I’ve seen you in your 

Angelic form, yet you appear to me as an Aldean. How come?” Sakura asked in puzzlement. 

Gabriel looked at her curiously, then sighed.

                                                                        “So many questions from a child. I will try to 

answer your questions in terms you would understand. I was born in the future, and so was 

Vahloren. Before I became an Ancient Guardian, time was very tangible to me. I appear to you 

as an Aldean, because once long ago, I was an Aldean,” Gabriel explained.

                                                                                        “That means you had to travel through 

time to get here, right? It’d be easy for you to make yourself look like an Aldean if you were one 

once. I think I understand.” Sakura nodded for a moment, then looked to Gabriel earnestly. “Can 

you find Vahloren? Where is he?” The Seraphim’s gaze snapped to her, his expression grim.

                                                                                              “I already tried, Sakura, even before I 

was summoned to protect you. I can’t sense him anywhere. It’s as if he doesn’t exist on this 

plane, or is being masked by something or someone incredibly powerful.”

                                                                                                   Nodding, Sakura laid down near 

the fire. The crackling rhythm of the flames soon lulled her toward sleep. She closed her eyes 

and let the dreams take her. I hope you’re alright, Vahloren...
Chapter 2: Aldea, Carlkaveria Continent, Dark Citadel of Kuras; Year: 3749 B.C.

                                                                                                        Slowly Vahloren’s eyes opened. 

He was chained up in Ketral’s dark dungeon; no surprise there. For the past few days, Lady 

Ketral had tortured him. As she had viciously taunted him while putting him through 

excruciating pain, he had began to sense a terrible rage trying to overwhelm him. All he had to 

do was give into the rage and his Ancient Guardian Jewel shard would activate. In that moment, 

Lady Ketral’s victory would be complete.

                                                                                                                Resisting her is the only 

way to keep Sakura alive. In vain he tried to break the chains binding him. If he twisted his arm 

just right, he could probably get out of one shackle... lightning shot through the metal, sparking 

to his hand and freezing his limb in place. He grimaced, then 

prepared to try in one swift movement.

                                                                                                                         A bolt of lightning 

struck him in the chest just before he could make an attempt. Vahloren couldn’t stop himself 

from crying out in pain. “Damn that wench!” he rasped through clenched teeth.

                                                                                                                               “Go ahead and 

damn me, Vahloren; I’ve been damned more then once before,” Ketral’s voice mocked him from 

the darkness. Unlike usual, she didn’t appear immediately.

                                                                                                                                     “Where are 

you women?” Vahloren demanded, clenching his fists. “Stop playing games!”

“Very well. I will stop toying with you for now, because very soon I will erase your memory and 

your soul will be mine,” Lady Ketral whispered, her voice abruptly in his ear. Eyes widening, 

Vahloren jerked to look at her and found himself inches from Ketral’s dark green eyes.

     “You can try all you want,” Vahloren told her spitefully, “but it won’t work. All you will do 

is harm yourself; if you try to break me hard enough with your pathetic sorcery, you might even 

kill yourself.” Ketral stared at him for the longest of time.

              “That may be so Vahloren, but you will soon no longer be a mystery to the Dark Army, 

or even Draconis. Before I drain your mind, I’ll let you in on a little secret. Remember those four 

sorcerers you went against in the Kingdom of Laudei? They were sent to assassinate you... by 

Draconis himself.” Ketral’s smile was like poisoned honey.

                             Lady Ketral floated in front of Vahloren, then placed her right hand over the 

symbol on his forehead. She closed her eyes and started to chant. Suddenly the world around 

Vahloren started to sway; searing pain far worse than any torture yet make Vahloren cry out.

                                       Fueled by the pain, the Shi’ado prince strained against his bonds with 

new strength. But darkness was already blurring his vision... This women is more powerful then I 

thought. But I will never give in, I am Lord Vahloren after all, a Shi’ado Lord and a powerful 

warrior. I will not surrender!

                                                 She began to laugh. One by one, the shields surrounding 

his mind were weakening. Just as she increased the amount of power she was attacking with, a 

jolt of pain shocked her hand. Pulling away involuntarily, she opened her eyes and saw 

Vahloren’s tattoo throbbing dangerously. When she tried to move, the silvery red beam of energy 

from the symbol was already upon her.

                                                                     With an agonizing scream she exploded into 

thousands of pieces. Vahloren’s tattoo continued throbbing and the haze over his vision started to 

fade. He blinked, then looked down at Ketral’s remains. So, you are dead Ketral, Vahloren 

mused, try to stay dead this time. He flexed his right hand, testing its strength.

                                                                          His movement was abruptly cut off as his bonds 

snapped even tighter. Gasping, he looked down at the shards of Ketral and then cursed. They 

were shifting, writhing, then arcing into the air to form a dark sphere. He watched with a terrible 

fascination as the ball shifted into a human form and Lady Ketral returned.

She sneered at him. “How dare you use your Dragon blast against me!” But Vahloren was no 

longer afraid of her.

                                                                                           “I did nothing. Your infantile sorcery 

was used against you. My body defended itself by drawing in your spell and using that energy to 

fuel my attack.” Vahloren smirked and continued to flex against his bonds.

                                                                                                 “Bane, to me!” Vahloren called, 

stretching out his hand. Ketral heard a sound directly behind her, but too late. Bane plunged 

through her back and out her chest. She stared at him, surprised how much power he still had, 

then cursed. 

                                                                                                         “To Hell with you, Vahloren. 

You are proving too difficult to control. If your body won’t allow me to control you, and if you 

won’t give into your own darkness, then I have only one choice at my disposal.” Ketral smirked, 

and her body twisted to a form of darkness. Bane clattered to the floor.

                                                                                                              Lady Ketral shifted directly 

next to him, sensations of pleasure wafting from her body. Her soft pink tongue came out of her 

mouth and played over Vahloren’s lips. She kissed him a moment later, fully and deeply.

                                                                                                                   “Go to sleep Vahloren,” 

she rasped softly. “Go to sleep and be damned.” He fought off the spell as best he could, 

struggling to keep his eyes open. But Ketral was beginning to chant, and the chant seemed to 

grow in his mind, overwhelming his other senses. It was not long before he drifted into a dark 

sleep. Goodbye, my beloved Sakura...
                                                                                                                               His body sagged 

against her as the enchanted sleep claimed him. Lady Ketral floated back and smirked. Reaching 

into a nearby chamber with her mind, she lifted the remaining shard and launched it toward 

Vahloren. When it struck him it spread, encompassing him in a great crystal.

                                                                                                                              Now, let’s see how 

long your resolve will last you. Once you become furious and give into your dark thoughts, you 

will be released. Ketral’s laughter continued long after she had faded into the darkness.
Chapter 3: Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Merdia; Year: 3749 B.C.

                                                                                                                               Sakura sat by the 

campfire, she had her eyes closed, deep in concentration. For hours, she had been using her 

telepathy to scan the planet for Vahloren, but to no prevail. Gabriel Argadon had been watching 

her the entire time, his expression unfathomable.

If you only knew Vahloren’s true nature, Sakura. Why are you searching for a lost soul, for 

someone that is lost? Gabriel asked, his question more to himself than to her. Or did you redeem 

yourself while you were with her? Lady Arien looked up from where she laid, to Gabriel, her 

eyes deeply concerned.

      “Gabriel, I’m worried about Sakura. She is feverishly searching for Vahloren, refusing to 

believe he might be dead. Do you remember that creature from before? It looked very like 

Vahloren, and it fought very much like him.” He considered the statement carefully. It had called 

itself, a clone, but...
                    “I can’t sense Vahloren, but if he was dead, the Shi’ado race would be dead as well. 

It was indeed powerful, but not as strong as Vahloren was. We can’t entirely rule out the 

possibility that it was him, but-” Gabriel was cut off by a loud sob from Sakura. Lady Arien 

immediately rushed to her side. 

                               “My Lady, are you all right?” Sakura sobbed for a few minutes, sniffed, then 

slowly began to speak.

                                        “I tried sensing for Vahloren. I got a connection with his mind, then I 

felt him die. He is gone!” Sakura cried, beginning to sob again. Lady Arien just held her gently, 

while Gabriel placed a comforting hand on her shoulder.

                                                   “Sakura, Vahloren can’t be dead,” Gabriel reassured her. “He 

may be dead to this world, but he is truly alive. Don’t give up hope on him.” The girl stopped 

crying and looked up at Gabriel carefully.

                                                            “Are you sure?” Sakura asked, the beginnings of hope on her journey.

                                                                   “Yes, I am,” Gabriel told her. An eager smile spread 

over Sakura’s face.

                                                                              “Ok, let’s go help him!”

                                                                                            Both Gabriel and Lady Arien rolled 

their eyes. In a few minutes they had left the fire behind and were moving on. Sakura followed 

Gabriel, and Lady Arien followed her closely. The three companions headed towards the road, 

continuing their journey.

The End
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Chapter 1:Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Merdia, Near the Village of Tikon;

 Year: 3749 B.C.
Gabriel strode near the fork in the road, and then paused to scan his surroundings. There 

was a dirt road to his right, leading to a forest that was rumored to be enchanted. 

Something dark and foreboding was emanating from the forest, so the rumors could well 

be true. Staring down the road, eyes fixed on something far ahead, Gabriel unsheathed 

his katana.

       “What is it, Gabriel?” Lady Arien asked. He had been so focused upon the aura 

that she almost startled him. Turning back to the others, he answered slowly, still deep in 

thought. 

               “I can sense a very powerful demonic aura coming from the forest ahead of us. 

It is extremely difficult to discern anything about it…” 

                    “Could it be Vahloren?” Sakura asked hopefully. Gabriel dismissed the 

thought instantly.

                              “It’s not Vahloren’s presence; it’s too dark to be Vahloren, that much 

is clear. I shall investigate this demonic presence. You two, stay here, I will be back 

shortly. Lady Arien, make sure nothing happens to Sakura.” Gabriel was already walking 

into the forest, his katana at his side.

                                      The instant he was out of sight, Sakura said, “Let’s go after him. I 

feel a bit safer being around him.”

                                            “Hold on a minute, my Lady,” Lady Arien held her back 

before she could go far, “Gabriel told us to wait right here, and that is what I intend to 

do.”

                                                          “But what if we’re attacked by something more 

powerful than us?” Sakura asked. “Even if Gabriel is going someplace dangerous, he’s 

the best protection we have.” Brushing Lady Arien’s hand aside, she ran off into the 

forest. With a sigh Lady Arien hurried after her. So much like Vahloren sometimes… but 

why do you have to choose times like now? 

                                                                    Dense overgrowth parted from the long unused 

path on either side of Gabriel as he worked his way down it. Ahead of him, the path 

ended abruptly at the trunk of an ancient-looking tree. A deep red aura filled the air 

around the tree; now that he was so close he was certain this was the demonic aura he had 

sensed. However, it wasn’t exactly like he had expected it to be.

                                                                                Sheathing his sword, Gabriel glanced 

up at the tree calmly. “What demon or dark spirit are you?”

                                                                                      “I am Daryun, God of Nature,” a 

deep voice boomed.

                                                                                            “A Shi’ado Lord, then,” Gabriel 

answered derisively. “Why are you in this form? Was your body destroyed and your 

spirit forced into a tree?”

                                                                                                         “You’re perceptive, 

young monk. I am all of that and far more. I have sensed your coming for a long time 

now. I have been waiting for someone to release my form my prison. I’d thought that a 

man named Aiden Visary would be able to release me, but I was wrong. Even with power 

from me he was utterly defeated at the hands of Lord Vahloren.” Gabriel could feel the 

demon’s senses shifting down to him. “But you… you resonate with holy power beyond 

reckoning,”

“I am a Paladin of the Most High God,” Gabriel explained simply. “This would explain 

why Aiden used Heaven’s Tear on Vahloren. You are becoming desperate… why?” For 

the longest time Daryun was silent.

      “If you know what occurred with Aiden Visary then you must be even more than you 

appear. If you align yourself with the most high, you must be a Guardian. Perhaps you 

are the one who can help me. Release me, and I will tell you a dark secret even the 

Ancient Guardians do not know of. This secret could change the course of the future.”

               Gabriel pondered the tree’s offer as he watched its red aura, considering his 

options. Suddenly on the edge of his mind he sensed a vibration of death and darkness. 

This presence of the purest evil was closely following Sakura, both of them heading in 

their direction. There would be time for this later; now he would act. Closing his eyes, 

Gabriel vanished in a burst of light.
Chapter 2: Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Merdia, Near the Village of Tikon: Year: 3749 B.C.

                                 Dodging away from the nearest attacker with a scream, Sakura tried 

to escape into the thicker part of the forest. Her assailants followed her instantly, blue 

cloaks flapping behind them. The five blue-armored Aldean Warriors were completely 

intent upon their prey, pursuing her deeper into the forest.

                                                     Sakura ran as fast as she could, but the five men were 

right behind her and closing in fast. They’re going to get me, she cried to herself. I don’t 

want to die! Gabriel, please come back soon! Tears were streaming down her face, and 

the path ahead of her was unclear. Abruptly she realized she was heading directly toward 

a tree, too quickly to avoid it. Perhaps if she climbed directly up the side, she could-

A tree root lifted itself from the ground, and her foot struck it. Instantly she tumbled to 

the ground, rolling several times before coming to a stop at the base of the tree. She tried 

to scramble up, but a strong pair of arms hoisted her into the air roughly. Jerked around, 

Sakura found herself face to face with one of the Aldean guards and screamed.

                                                                 “Let her go.” The warrior turned just in time to 

be pierced by Gabriel’s katana. He gave a bloody scream and then collapsed to the 

ground, blood still rushing from his chest. In the process his arms loosened and Sakura 

squirmed free. Immediately she hid behind Gabriel, who was trying to focus on the other 

four. They were more prepared, having drawn lengthy blades.

                                                                        “Sakura, where is Lady Arien?” he asked, 

barely glancing at her over his shoulder. Sakura said nothing, eyes fixed on the soldiers 

before them.

                                                                                    “Your companion has been taken to 

the capitol city, Correehkadvi’a, as was our orders,” the lead warrior explained. “Our 

orders are to take all travelers to the capitol for questioning, mainly because some may be 

spies for the enemy. Considering that the little girl is of Shi’ado lineage, your prospects 

do not look good.” Abruptly he made a gesture and the other three attacked Gabriel from 

all sides.

                                                                                            Immediately Gabriel retaliated, 
merely flicking his wrist. On either side of him his attackers were thrown away, crashing 

into distant trees. The third assailant was slashing toward his head.

                                                                                                  Like lightning Gabriel 

moved, ducking his blade and bringing his own to bear in the same instant. He had 

crossed the space between himself and the leader in an instant, and the next moment the 

leader’s helmet toppled into the bushes. Immediately Gabriel shifted to defend behind 

him, but no attack came.

                                                                                                        The last warrior had 

started to attack, then stopped cold. Gabriel instantly noticed something protruding from 

his forehead… a dagger. He fell to the ground, revealing Sakura standing behind him. 

She quickly wiped the blood off her blade on the grass.

                                                                                                                 “Thanks for the 

rescue, Gabriel,” she thanked him. “But they captured Lady Arien. We have to go rescue 

her!”

                                                                                                                       “That would be 

the ideal plan, Sakura,” Gabriel told her, sheathing his katana. “But first I must go deeper 

into the forest. I have some unfinished business that may prove to be more important than 

this, or perhaps very important to this. Those warriors reeked of evil… there is something 

foul in this kingdom’s capitol. We should learn what it is before rushing in headlong.

                                                                                                                                “Okay, if 

it really matters that much,” Sakura agreed reluctantly, “But while we go, I want to ask 

you a question. Why didn’t you use your Ancient Guardian powers?”

“I didn’t use my powers because I was going against regular Aldeans, not Demons. When 

you have power, you must use it responsibly, otherwise terrible things may happen.” 

Light began to dim as they moved under a thicker canopy of leaves.

         Sakura walked closely behind him, pondering what he had said. I’ve heard that 

before: use your power wisely and don’t prey on the weak, otherwise the weak will 

destroy you. Vahloren used to tell me things like that. Maybe traveling with Gabriel will 

be as good as traveling with him. They continued until the forest swallowed them.

                       Not much later, Sakura found herself staring up in awe at the massive tree 

before her. It had such an aura… yet Gabriel was easily speaking to it, not at all afraid. 

He and the tree had begun speaking immediately, as if finishing a former conversation.
                               “You spoke of a great evil secret,” Gabriel was saying, “and I 

sincerely doubt it has nothing to do with those warriors. Tell me, and I shall release you 

from your prison.”

                                           “I knew about the warriors; I even watched you defeat them,” 

Daryun acknowledged. “You have removed any shadow of doubt in my mind that you 

are a Guardian: you defeated them easily, even without using your true power. Since that 

is the case, I will tell you what I know about the darkness that covers the capitol.” 

                                                      “Is the darkness due a powerful demon or a Shi’ado?” 

Gabriel asked, narrowing his eyes.

                                                            “A few months ago,” Daryun began without 

answering the question, “King Johanas XII made a terrible decision. Years of Holy War 

had taken a brutal toll on his kingdom and driven him to desperation. He allied himself 

with an ancient evil more powerful than the Shi’ado, the Dark Army” Daryun said. 

Gabriel nodded his head, urging the tree to continue. Daryun continued.

                                                                     “In a matter of days, the sickly coward 

became an iron-fisted tyrant. Now a great evil influences the people and armies of his 

land. The patrols, such as the one you defeated, have only one order: to destroy anything 

that is pure or good. At least… I had thought that to be the case; they captured your 

comrade instead of killing her.” Daryun paused, focusing upon the man standing by his 

trunk. “What will you do now, Guardian?” Daryun asked.

                                                                                Deeply Gabriel pondered the situation, 

but he thought for only a moment. Sakura waited beside him until he spoke.

                                                                                        “I sense that you speak truth, 

though I’m surprised that the Dark Army would involve itself in such a limited project. 

There could well be a demon in the kingdom; it would explain the actions of the warriors. 

What I will do is destroy this darkness,” Gabriel glanced up to the tree, “but first I will 

release you.”

                                                                                                     Why are you going to 

release him? Sakura wondered. I can sense evil in him. As Gabriel gathered strength, his 

clothes became white, sending shafts of yellow light in all directions. Long feathery 

wings sprouted out of his back and arched freely before folding. When Sakura looked at 

his aura, it was a glimmering blue-white. Transformation complete, Gabriel turned to her 

and answered her question.

                                                                                                              “Daryun knows of 

the Most High God, and shudders in fear of him. Being trapped in a tree for thousands of 

years can change many things; the tree was a living Hell for Daryun. Everything has a 

purpose, and releasing him is mine. Once he is released, he will go to God for judgment,” 

Gabriel turned from her, but continued speaking. “But it is likely he will be sent to Hell.”

                                                                                                                        Gabriel placed 

his right hand on Daryun’s trunk and closed his eyes. A blue-green light emanated from 

his hand, infusing itself in the bark of the tree. Daryun’s red aura faded to a softer green. 

When the entire trunk was glowing, white light began to glow from within its core.

When it took form, a being of pure energy took flight. For a few moments it floated about 

them, seeming merely joyous to be free. Eventually it vanished, being replaced by a 

silver-haired child with yellow eyes.

“Thank you, Gabriel,” Daryun bowed to him. “The curse has been lifted, and now we are 

free.” The spirit shifted back to his form of pure energy, then slipped away into the skies 

above. After him rose hundreds of similar spirits, all floating from the forest and 

vanishing into the sky. All Sakura could do was watch in awe. When her gaze returned to 

the earth, the Aldean Gabriel stood beside her.

        “So, the Village of Souls is no more,” Gabriel pronounced. “Now we must go to the 

capitol and free Lady Arien.” With that he began down the road at a swift pace, toward 

the city.

To Be Continued…
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Merdia, City of Correehkadvi’a; Year: 3749 B.C.

The City of Correehkadvi’a was majestic in beauty, but Sakura saw only its massive and 

pushing crowds. She closely followed Gabriel through the throng of people. This is 

useless, Sakura thought, Lady Arien could be tortured or put to death before we even 

reach her. She nearly bumped into Gabriel’s back when he stopped abruptly.

         Gabriel was searching about himself, completely unaware of the crowd around 

him. He shuddered as a powerful sense of foreboding washed over him. It came from a 

single source: a man standing on the opposite side of the street, clad in grey robes. Both 

of Gabriel’s eyes rose in shock.

                 Sakura watched them curiously. The figure was tall with green piercing eyes, 

lanky features, a baldhead with a turquoise, bird-like symbol tattoo on his forehead. An 

inky black aura surrounded the being. Before either of them acted, the figure pointed one 

long finger at Gabriel and shouted in a scratchy voice.

                         “There he is, there is the false prophet! He has come to poison your 

minds. Beware of his false doctrine. Look at the child with him, she is a half-breed. She 

is an abomination, and must be dispensed with!” the soothsayer shouted, raising his other 

hand to condemn them as well.

                                      Almost instantly the crowd turned into a mob, surrounding them. 

It was all Sakura could do to put her back to Gabriel’s. She wanted to run away, but as 

the people neared them she found that anger was overwhelming her. Why run when she 

could kill them? But as soon as she began drawing her katana Gabriel put his hand over 

hers. Glancing up at him in confusion, she discovered he was still focused on the cloaked 

man. 

                                              “That is not the way, Sakura,” he told her from the side of 

his mouth. “These people have darkness within their hearts, but they are only being 

controlled by a greater evil. Killing them would be pointless.”

                                                          A derisive laugh made Sakura jump. “She won’t 

understand you, young monk,” the soothsayer mocked. “She is a half-Shi’ado, and in the 

end she will give into her own darkness. The original Gods of this planet are truly Gods. 

Even a blasphemer such as yourself couldn’t deny that.”

                                                               “The true Gods of this planet are nothing more 

than Demons who were kicked out of Heaven,” Gabriel responded levelly. His mind 

reached out through the crowd and to the soothsayer. There was nothing but hatred, 

controlled only by another force. “I am Gabriel Argadon, a paladin of the Most High 

God, the true God and Creator of the universe. You are being blinded by inner darkness 

of your own hearts. Allow me to help you see the light.”

                                                                          “Kill them!” the mob shouted, abruptly 

descending upon them. Sakura whipped out her katana in a defensive position.

                                                                                   “Use your powers!” she begged 

Gabriel. “They’ll kill us unless you do something!” But she found only a look of total 

shock on Gabriel’s face. 

                                                                                              “I can’t use my powers,” he 

almost whispered, eyes still blank. “A barrier of darkness is blocking my powers. Even if 

I were willing to kill them, I couldn’t do a thing.” Quite abruptly he pulled his katana and 

attacked the soothsayer. The crowds parted before him like water, but just before he 

reached his target the Guardian’s powers gave out. Something heavy hit him on the head, 

and he collapsed to the ground. And then Sakura was alone.
A Few Hours Later…

                                                                                                             Lady Arien woke up, 

looked around her at the dungeon, and then sighed. Everything was exactly as it had been 

before. It had been hours since she had been captured and she hadn’t heard a word from 

Gabriel. Then he truly did do his duty instead of coming after me, she thought bleakly, 

staring to the ceiling, I love him, but perhaps we are never meant to be. The hard cot 

beneath her offered little comfort.

                                                                                                                     Footsteps 

entered the edge of her hearing, coming closer to her rapidly. Here they come to torture 

me and kill me. Arien sat up to wait for her doom. But the footsteps of four Aldean 

warriors stopped by the cell next to her. They were carrying another prisoner, she 

realized. This person was quickly dropped in the cell, and the guards were soon away.

As soon as the warriors had gone, Lady Arien moved to the bars between the cells and 

knelt down beside the prisoner, tears in her eyes.

       “Gabriel?” she whispered. “Are you ok? Gabriel, please wake up” She stretched 

through the bars as far as she could but only managed to brush his cheek. He stirred, then 

slowly opened his eyes. 

                  “Where am I? Have you seen Sakura?” he asked immediately. Still, it seemed 

as if something was missing, the life within him was gone. She was incredulous until she 

looked at his body: brutal bruises and stab wounds covered him from head to toe. Once 

she recovered from her shock, she asked questions back.

                                     “Why did you try to save me?” she asked. “Darkness binds this 

city; our powers are useless here. You… you should have left me behind and gotten 

Sakura to safety.” There were tears in her eyes, and she quickly brushed them aside. 

“Now… now we’re both in prison and Sakura is missing. Why?”

Out of the darkness, Gabriel’s hand found hers. His hand was warm and soft despite the 

condition of his body.

                                                   “I tried to rescue you because I don’t think I could 

forgive myself if anything happened to you,” Gabriel said slowly. “I love you, Corida.”

                                                                “Gabriel, I love you, too,” she answered, more 

tears streaming down her face. These she did not brush away. “I always have.” There was 

a long silence that passed between them, neither letting go of the other’s hand. Eventually 

she found the strength to keep speaking. “But why did you take Sakura? Do you know 

what is blocking your power?” 

                                                                                 “It was her idea to rescue you, I went 

along with it. The problem is that I horribly miscalculated how powerful the evil in this 

city is. I can think of no reason this would exist, unless it is merely an elaborate trap. 

Probably the Dark Army’s work… and their plan succeeded completely. We need to 

rescue Sakura and stop them before they can launch any further attacks from here.” As he 

spoke he struggled to get to his feet.

                                                                                                   “But how are we going to 

escape?” Lady Arien asked. “You are powerless, and neither of us has a weapon.” She 

got up with him in any case. Gabriel merely smiled mysteriously.

                                                                                                               “I may be cut off 

from all my Guardian power,” Gabriel carefully put his hands around two of the bars of 

his cell, “but that does not make me powerless. You can do all things through Christ who 

strengthens you.” In a single fluid motion he tore the bars apart, creating a space large 

enough for him to step through.

                                                                                                                        “How…” 

Arien began, but then she saw the Power Ring on Gabriel’s hand. Meanwhile he pulled 

the door of her cell free as well.

“Ready?” he asked, stepping back into the hallway. Arien discovered a guardsman’s 

sword lying nearby, kicked it up to her hand and began following him. They shared a 

slight smile.

               “I’m ready. Let’s go save Sakura.” The two of them swiftly left the dungeon 

and moved into the city.

Chapter 2:Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Merdia, City of Correehkadvi’a, Johanas’s Palace; Year: 3749 B.C.


             The cloth over Sakura’s eyes abruptly loosened. For a while she couldn’t 

see where she was, but groggily struggled against whatever was binding her anyway. 

When her vision returned, she discovered she was chained to a wooden pillar. Beyond 

that, everything nearby was obscured by a thick miasma.

                                          This changed when the mists in front of her began to clear, 

revealing a cityscape far below her. Her first observation was that she was at the edge of 

the roof of an extremely tall building, probably the palace. Most kings are obsessed with 

size, this one probably isn’t any different. Beneath her the people looked like ants, 

rushing through the streets in vast mobs. They were pillaging and murdering without any 

rhyme or reason. 

                                                       It’s insanity, she realized, this aura is causing the 

spread of evil. Maybe if I can get free I can stop the Shi’ado who is the source of this. For 

a moment she made a bit of headway trying to wiggle free from her bonds, but then the 

chains wrapped tighter and bound her in place.

                                                                “You can’t escape, Princess Sakura,” a male 

voice wafted from behind her, “The Sorceress of Shadows wouldn’t allow it, so neither 

will I.” Sakura turned her head to the side, and saw a brown-haired Aldean, richly dressed 

in fine lavender silks. A crown adorned his head.

                                                                           “Who are you?” Sakura asked coldly. 

“And where are my friends?” 

                                                                                      “Well, well, well. Aren’t we high 

and mighty? You must think you’re some piece of work, giving orders to the people who 

are holding you prisoner,” her captor mocked.

                                                                                                       “I’m a Shi’ado princess,” 

Sakura hissed at him. “All I have to do is call them and they’ll annihilate you!” Her anger 

was mounting by the moment; something about his very being rubbed her the wrong way.

                                                                                                                   “Don’t be so 

presumptuous,” came the smug response. “The miasma is masking your presence. But 

even if your father and all his armies knew you were here, they would do nothing.”

                                                                                                                          “Then you’re 

the one causing this miasma!” Sakura realized aloud. This Aldean had an aura, red and 

tinged with an inky blackness.

“Very perceptive, Princess. I am Johanas, King of Merdia,” Johanas told her, his smug 

smile growing.

                 “Then you can’t really be Aldean!” Sakura cried. “You have a demonic aura; 

either you’re a Shi’ado in Aldean form or something even more evil.” She flexed her 

claws while seething.

                                 “The latter, by far,” the man answered. “My name is Benksu. The 

Shi’ado are infantile compared to the demon that I am. Once King Johanas opened 

himself up to our influence, it was a simple matter to consume his soul and inhabit his 

body. But you can’t be allowed to live, knowing that.” He glanced down at her 

sadistically. “You’ll join the king shortly.”

                                                      What do you mean?” Sakura gasped, terrified of what 

he might do to her. Benksu seemed surprised by her fear, then laughed in wicked 

amusement.

                                                                  “ I am going to absorb you into me. Once that 

happens, I can rid myself of this useless body.” At those words he tore a chunk of skin 

out of his arm with hands that had abruptly become claws. Blood splattered over her, and 

Sakura screamed in terror as he reached for her. With a wicked smile he placed the flesh 

above her on the pillar.

                                                                                 The flesh started to throb, glowing and 

beginning to spread. It started to grow, and spread around the pillar. Sakura screamed as 

the flesh began to crawl over her body. It was circling around, so it surrounded her head 

last. Just before it covered her, a woman’s voice spoke.

                                                                                           “Benksu, there is no need to 

absorb her.” The flesh halted, and Sakura opened her eyes. She was shivered as if from a 

terrible cold. “Draconis wants her alive, and her companions dead.” Finally Sakura 

recovered enough to look to the source of the voice.

                                                                                                  A black haired woman, 

garbed in black dragon-scale armor and a leather skirt, was calmly walking toward 

Benksu. Her most striking feature was her forehead; a blue, bird-like symbol sat there. 

Sakura recognized it as the same symbol the soldiers who had attacked her had on their 

shoulder patches.

                                                                                                           The woman glared at 

Sakura, and her look radiated such raw hatred that Sakura gasped. The women then 

clenched her fists and turned to Benksu.

                                                                                                                “My Lady, what is 

the honor of your visit?” Benksu asked, bowing low to the ground. This women seems 

familiar, Sakura thought, have I met her before?
                                                                                                                            “I have 

come for Sakura,” the woman announced, shooting the girl another icy glance. “Her 

father doesn’t want her harmed. I’m here to ensure that.” Abruptly the woman slashed 

Sakura’s face and snickered as blood welled up in the wounds.

“You should remember me now,” the woman mocked. “I am Lady Ketral, Sorceress of 

Shadows. You seem shocked… did you think I would stay dead? You will never see 

Vahloren again; I got my revenge on him. But I especially want to pay you back for 

getting in the way.”

            “I didn’t do that!” Sakura insisted. “That’s impossible, I don’t remember doing 

anything against you! What did you do to Vahloren?” 

                        “You could say that I killed him. I sent him from this world, and into 

another one. When he returns to this world, he may just kill you, which would make my 

vengeance complete.” Sakura stared at her in shock, unable to understand.

                                Her heart had skipped a beat at the mention of Vahloren’s name. 

Dread soon followed as she realized what her words meant. Vahloren won’t kill me, 

because I’m his sister, she desperately told herself. His Aldean side will stop him from 

killing me.
                                          “Are you so sure, Sakura?” Ketral asked her thoughts with a 

malicious smile. “What if I told you Vahloren no longer has an Aldean side? What if I 

told you that he would be a full-blooded Shi’ado? He would not care for the likes of you. 

He would be just like your father.”

                                                        “Even if you can do that, you still have a problem.” A 

smile began to appear on Sakura’s face as she sensed several auras approaching. “They 

are heading this way, even as we speak.” Ketral’s eyes widened, and she immediately 

turned to Benksu in alarm.

                                                                    “Don’t worry, Mistress,” he told her 

confidently. “With the barrier up, they are powerless. Besides, they are still locked in the 

dungeon.” Ketral’s expression only darkened. She clenched her fist, then slapped Benksu, 

hard.


                                                                              “Idiot! Gabriel Argadon is free; he must 

have some way of overcoming your barrier! Damn,” she muttered, “he’ll come after me 

first, since his power is my weakness. I will leave him in your capable hands. Don’t fail 

me, or I will personally devour your soul.” She vanished in a plume of black smoke.

                                                                                           “Now that she’s gone,” Benksu 

hissed, turning back to Sakura, “where were we? Ah, I remember, I was going to absorb 

you.” He reached out, and Sakura screamed as his hand turned into a giant wad of 

moving flesh, rushing toward her.

                                                                                                       Just as Benksu’s hand 

was about to touch her, an arrow flew from the sky and stuck in his flesh. There was a 

brilliant flash, and his hand disintegrated. Shrieking, Benksu looked wildly in the 

direction from which the arrow had come.

                                                                                                           Gabriel stood before 

him, completely unhidden; his katana was in hand. “A Demon portraying himself as the 

King of Merdia,” he stated. “So, you are the one responsible for this. For the darkness 

you have caused and for the evil you have caused, I will send you to Hell.”

                                                                                                                  “Gabriel Argadon, 

I presume. So, I was right, you can’t use your Ancient Guardian powers but still have 

power. My true form should be able to defeat you.” He closed his eyes in concentration.

At first, nothing happened. Then Benksu’s flesh began to crawl; his skin changed color, 

from white to a grey stone color. His body expanded and began growing, two more arms 

sprouting from his body. His missing hand regenerated with razor sharp talons.

The forty-foot Demon loomed over Gabriel, glaring down at him through scarlet eyes. 

Gabriel met his gaze easily. This demon has set himself up as the keystone of his entire 

plan. If he is killed, all their schemes for this land will fail. Then his only option was to 

charge.

Lady Arien ran up to the door and rammed it with her shoulder. The wood shattered, 

granting her access to the roof of the King’s Palace. A narrow bridge connected this roof 

to another, and she could already hear the battle being waged across it. Rushing toward it, 

she unsheathed her katana.

          She turned a corner and found herself overlooking the roof that was over the throne 

room. The roof was circular, with flaming torches all around it. On the rooftop, she saw 

Sakura chained to a pillar; Gabriel fought a four armed, 40-foot tall creature nearby. It’s 

massive red aura and size made Arien nearly stumble. Is that one of the original demons 

of this planet? Even Vahloren in his true form isn’t that large! 
                 Gabriel somersaulted into the air and brought his katana down in a horizontal 

slash. Benksu shrieked in pain, but then batted Gabriel as if he was an annoying insect. 

Gabriel landed on his feet, rolling with the impact and then steadying himself. He found 

Benksu staring at him savagely.

                                “I thought you were more powerful then that,” the demon chided. 

“You use a Power Ring and you still can’t battle on my  level. Lady Ketral was wrong 

about you. You’re no threat to the Dark Army.” Gabriel sheathed his katana, then spoke.

                                          “I am unable to use my powers, true. Then again, that’s the 

point. Power corrupts almost anything, great or small. You crave power, yet you’re 

merely being used by a greater, corrupted power. For that, I truly pity you.

                                                     While Benksu seethed in rage and began to gather 

energy, Gabriel closed his eyes, and called upon the jewel that was in his body, yet not. 

His body started to throb. His Ancient Guardian powers were useless, but not entirely. 

Suddenly, a shimmer of yellow energy appeared in his hand. Then it vanished, replaced 

by a golden scimitar. Even as it found form, Benksu was nearly upon Gabriel. At the last 

second, the Guardian rolled out of the way. He got up already in a defensive stance. The 

Sword of Light glowed green from its inner spiritual powers.

                                                                     “My blade alone should be able to send you to 

your maker.” Gabriel charged, bringing his scimitar down in a sweeping and obvious 

move. Benksu immediately moved to block the blow, but the scimitar passed through his 

claws and slashed into him.

                                                                             He shrieked and fell back, but Gabriel 

wasn’t done. When his blade struck the stones below Benksu, a green rippled expanded 

from the point of impact, vibrating through the demon. To his surprise, he felt no pain, 

seemed to have taken no damage. For one moment he looked down at himself, trying to 

contemplate the attack, then he blew apart. Gabriel covered his face as gouts of fluid, 

blood and chunks of  flesh flew all around him.

                                                                                     When the blast faded, he turned 

toward Sakura and smiled slightly. Lady Arien was already trying to free Sakura, though 

she was having little luck against the chains.

                                                                                                      “Need help?” Gabriel 

asked, placing a hand on her shoulder. Lady Arien turned and faced him, her face 

flushed.

                                                                                                                    “I suppose you 

could help me, Paladin” she said, smiling slyly. Gabriel looked down at himself and 

realized he was clad in full body-armor. I guess my robes must have fallen off during the 

battle. Not surprising, given that I was moving at the extreme limits of the Aldean body. 

But it was irrelevant, and it took only one swipe of his scimitar to cut the chains.

                                                                                                                                Sakura 

collapsed forward, and Lady Arien caught her gently. She turned to Gabriel, and stared 

into his eyes. 

“Is the barrier gone?” she asked simply. Caught off guard by the question he didn’t think 

she’d ask, Gabriel quickly composed himself before he spoke.

             “When I killed Benksu, all of his barriers collapsed. The dark spectra has 

vanished from these lands, at least for now. We have saved this land from demons- that is 

our part. It is their place to save them from themselves.” He turned away and walked 

toward the entryway. Arien followed him, carrying Sakura over one shoulder. The palace 

behind them seemed to glimmer with its new freedom.
Epilogue :Aldea, Carlkaveria Continent, Dark Citadel of Kuras, Year: 3749 B.C.

                                   Ketral punched the stone floor she sat on until it cracked. Damn 

Gabriel and his infernal meddling. He’s more annoying then Lord Vahloren was. I better 

take care of him too, but how? Ketral thought, cursing inwardly. 
                                              She picked Bane up and toyed with its sheath. 

Unfortunately, she had discovered that this blade couldn’t be wielded by anyone but 

Draconis and his family line. Before she could think further, one of her Shadow Servants 

appeared, as if called by her thoughts. She turned toward it irritably.
                                                        “What is it?”

                                                                      “Do you want me to send Bane to Draconis, 

to tell him that Vahloren is out of his way?” the servant rasped.

                                                                                “It is time to send the sword,” Ketral 

nodded, “and set my plans in motion.” She handed the blade toward the servant, which 

vanished with it immediately. Ketral’s gaze shifted to look at Vahloren’s sleeping form in 

the large crystal.

                                                                                         Soon  you will be mine Vahloren. 

You will serve me, mate with me, and we will rule Aldea together, Ketral thought, staring 

lustfully at Vahloren’s sleeping form. While he slept, she couldn’t feel his presence; her 

enchantment would mask his presence throughout the universe.

                                                                                                    There was something still 

tying him to this world. Upon extensive research, she had discovered that he loved a 

woman named Lady Arien. It would be a simple matter to remove that obstacle. But first, 

Gabriel Argadon. Hmm, he too loves Arien. Ketral began to laugh. This could be quite 

amusing.

The End

Aldean Chronicles
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“Unforgotten Love And Lost Memories”
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Edited By: UC Pseudonym

Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Merdia; Year: 3749 B.C.

Sakura slowly opened her eyes. She found herself on a plain near a roaring campfire. 

There were stars glimmering above her. Lady Arien sat beside her, while Gabriel held 

watch by a nearby tree.

        “What happened? Where are we?” Sakura asked, struggling to get up and wincing in 

pain. Her body felt as if it had been thrown into a stonewall.

               “Your awake,” Arien smiled warmly at her. “You have been asleep for three 

days. We are close to the upper borders of the Kingdom of Merdia” said Arien, smiling 

warmly at Sakura.”

                       “A few days?” Sakura was incredulous. Gabriel turned to her, his eyes 

staring deep into her soul.

                               “Yes, the demon Benksu is now dead; Merdia is free,” Gabriel said, 

smiling warmly. Sakura straightened painfully, a look of bewilderment moving across her 

face.

                                           “My Lady, what is it?” Arien asked in concern.

                                                     “You killed Benksu, but what about Lady Ketral? Ketral 

was the one who sent all these events in motion. She was going to take me back to my 

father and make sure the two of you died. She left as soon as she heard you were coming, 

Gabriel. Why is that? How does she know you?” asked Sakura in bewilderment.

Gabriel looked at her, apparently unsurprised by the information. He closed his eyes for a 

moment, opened them, sighed once, and slowly spoke.

                                                                     “Over a month ago, before I had attained a 

true body, I encountered a Shi’ado commander who was  named  Ketral. I battled her, 

destroyed the Fortress of Duean, and destroyed her, or so I thought. When she appeared 

again to attack you, I was momentarily worried, but Vahloren destroyed her.” Gabriel 

paused. “I don’t know why she is back from the dead or why she is so powerful now.”

                                                                                       “She’s back from the dead to get 

vengeance on me and Lord Vahloren,” Sakura told him. “Now Vahloren is dead, and I’m 

the only one left. She wants vengeance on me for doing something I can’t remember!” 

She started crying in frustration, abruptly looking like the girl that she was. Lady Arien 

knelt beside her, holding her steady.

                                                                                                   As they continued Gabriel 

focused on the fire, deep in thought. Ketral is a sorceress now, more evil and vile then 

she use to be. She’s after Sakura, because Sakura did something she can’t remember. It is 

quite possible Sakura’s memory was erased, but why? She was still sobbing. It continued 

for a few minutes before he got up and moved over to them. He placed a comforting hand 

on her shoulder and closed his eyes.

                                                                                                             “Sakura, I believe I 

know why you can’t remember. Someone has erased your memory of those events. They 

could be recovered, though, if your subconscious records were never deleted. If I place 

you into a trance, it is possible these will resurface in dreams. When you wake, those 

dreams will be in your conscious memory.”

                                                                                                            Sakura rubbed away 

her tears. She wanted to cry a little more, but couldn’t. Finally feeling drained, Sakura 

turned and looked up at Gabriel.

                                                                                                                          “Let me 

remember. I want to know what was so bad that someone had to erase my memory.” 

Gabriel smiled wanly, closed his eyes, and then shifted his hand on her forehead.

At first, Sakura felt nothing. Suddenly, she felt incredibly tired, and it was all she could 

do to look up at Gabriel. His eyes held a vast starscape. She was about to gasp at the 

beauty of it, but instead fell into unconsciousness. Lady Arien caught Sakura’s limp form 

just as it was about to slump on the ground. She carefully laid Sakura on the ground near 

the fire and watched her sleep peacefully. With a sigh she gave Gabriel a concerned 

glance.

             “What if this phantom memory is nothing more than Sakura’s subconscious 

trying to piece together everything that has happened these past few months?” she asked. 

Gabriel shook his head.

                           “If that were the case, I would have sensed it by now. Even when I 

battled Benksu, I did sense an evil being of enormous power watching from a distance. I 

don’t doubt what Sakura said. I have sensed a very dark shadow covering Carlkaveria. 

The Ancient Guardian of Strength and Sight has told me of a sinister presence there, a 

power that controls the entire continent. He had been roaming the lands and killing 

monsters and Demons with other Paladins, but he was banished not long ago.”

                                     “So what do we do now?” Arien asked. Without turning, Gabriel 

responded.

                                                  “We wait.”
Chapter: 2

                                                             Gabriel stood atop the hill and stared up into the 

morning sunshine. Although the blue sun shown bright, he could still see the faint 

outlines of Aldea’s nearest moon, Illam’ne, in the morning sky. The wind was barely 

blowing, even the tall grassy field barely moved around him. Something isn’t right, 

Gabriel thought, opening his deeper senses to scan the world around him. But, he found 

nothing amiss, even with a deeper scan. Before he could try anything else he felt Arien 

appear behind him and felt her hands in his.
                                                                                “Why aren’t you watching Sakura?” He 

asked softly, taking her hands as well.

                                                                                              “She asked me not to, she’s 

awake and very angry.” She gently caressed the side of his face as she kissed him. 

Gabriel leaned down, then shoved her away from him.

                                                                                                      Lady Arien just stood 

there motionless, staring at Gabriel in shock and surprise. Gabriel turned to leave, but 

Arien looped a finger in his belt, making it impossible to leave her. He turned to face her, 

eyes dark.

                                                                                                         “Why won’t you allow 

me to show my love for you? I love you, and I know you love me. We are meant to be,” 

Arien said, face flushed.

                                                                                                                       “Your love is a 

shallow love. You cling to anything that would love you. I do love you, but we are not to 

be.” Gabriel’s hand closed over hers, tightening until her grip began to loosen.

                                                                                                                               “Why are 

we not meant to be?” Arien asked. Gabriel sighed, then spoke.

“When I was alive, I was still an Ancient Guardian, yet I still was in my Aldean form. I 

could love anyone I wanted, and be with them. But my training wouldn’t be completed 

until I gave my life for my Lord and was reborn a new creature, a creature without sin. 

Now that I am reborn a Seraphim, I only masquerade as an Aldean.” Gabriel folded his 

arms within his robe. “I can never love anyone, because that is now a sin.”

              “Even if that is so,” Arien paused, her head downcast, “you could denounce your 

jewel and become an Aldean again. Then you could love me.”

                         “I wouldn’t sacrifice my responsibilities as an Ancient Guardian just to 

love one person. I exist multi-universally and multi-dimensionally. I care for and protect 

the universe from evil. I love and serve the Most High God without question. Sin, any sin 

done is as if you murdered someone to the Lord. As long as sin exists, evil will exist 

throughout the universe. So, you see why I could never be with you.” With that he turned 

and walked towards the camp.

                                       Lady Arien stifled a tear. I will not allow myself to cry. Even 

when life is full of hardship. But why? She begged the clouds above her.

                                                   “Is it your true wish to be with him?” asked a women’s 

voice behind her. Lady Arien whipped around, her hand immediately resting on her 

katana. She stood face-to-face with a purple haired women dressed in a green dress, with 

a silver cloak; the women’s eyes were purple. Arien scanned the women’s expression, 

trying to find any hostile intent. Finding nothing, Lady Arien spoke.

                                                                “Yes, but in time, I will be with him” Arien said 

levelly. The women laughed at her. If Arien hadn’t been strictly trained to control herself 

as a Guardian, she would have killed the woman for that. The women stopped laughing.

                                                                           “To believe that is to be naïve. I can help 

you make him love you. All you have to do is give him this while he is relaxed and he 

will be yours,” the women said, handing her a vial containing a green liquid. 

                                                                                      After careful examination, Lady 

Arien discovered the vial was illuminated by its own light. She glanced back up at the 

women, and found she was alone on the hilltop. Even a search of the surrounding area 

revealed nothing. It’s as if she vanished. Perhaps…just perhaps this is a possibility…
A Few Minutes Later

                                                                                                 “So let me get this straight. 

An angel of the Most High God came to you, hoping that you would help to retrieve the 

Ancient Guardian Jewel of Dragon, which was in your Father’s possession?” Gabriel 

repeated. Sakura nodded, sipping her tea. Gabriel continued.

                                                                                                           “You then decide to 

help him, find the jewel and encounter Lady Ketral, who was masquerading as Lady 

Arien, who led you to where the jewel was located. Lady Ketral tries to possess you, then 

gets defeated by the angel, who in turn erases your memories of those events. My 

question is this: how did your father get the jewel in the first place?”

                                                                                                                      “I have no idea, 

I’m just a child.” Sakura told him. At this, Gabriel sighed.

                                                                                                                                  “You’re 

right, I suppose. In any event, we need to continue on our journey; we have less than four 

hundred miles ahead of us, and I intend to get us to your village by the end of next 

week.” Gabriel rose, and Sakura soon followed him, brushing grass from her dress. Lady 

Arien approached at that moment, and he gave her a warm smile. 

 “Are you ready to go, my love?” Lady Arien blushed, then returned his smile.

             “ Ready when you are, my darling” she said sweetly. Sakura looked at both of 

them, then shook her head. Gabriel laughed and began walking in the direction of the dirt 

road. He was closely followed by Sakura, but Lady Arien trailed behind them slightly.

She stopped walking for a moment, feeling a presence behind her. It felt terribly evil… 

Maybe giving Gabriel this vial is a mistake. Then again, it may help me reach my 

dreams. It’s not as if I made a deal with the devil or anything, right? She thought as she 

increased her speed to catch up to the others.

The End

Aldean Chronicles
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“The Returning Princess”

By: Gabriel McKnight

Edited By: Succorelle

Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Near the Village of Shidow; Year: 3649 B.C.

Sakura trotted around a bend in the dirt path, then sighed as she saw the road snaking up the mountain and out of sight. Behind her, she heard Lady Arien sigh in exasperation. Arien leaned against a nearby boulder, rubbing a sore foot. While Guardian training had made her much hardier and stronger, she simply wasn’t used to walking for leagues in a matter of days. Sakura turned to the woman, smiling encouragingly.

                           “The journey has been long, but we are almost there!” she smiled. “Just a bit 

further.”

                                 “Yes, but when we get there we are sure to find trouble,” she groaned. Arien was in a pessimistic mood.

                                               Just then, Sakura noticed the absence of Gabriel’s presence. She began looking around, baffled. He was supposed to be around somewhere, but she couldn’t sense him.

                                                            Arien noticed her confusion. “Don’t worry,” she stated, “he’s probably just gone off fighting evil or the like. Besides, we can take care of ourselves.” She winced as she got off the boulder. “Come, my Lady. Let’s take you home.”

                                                                         As they wound their way along the path, Arien noticed a group of people watching them from above. With her mind’s eye, she could see a thick demonic miasma wrapped around them. Her “trouble” had just shown up. She wasn’t unduly worried, but something about the situation unsettled her. It’s not like Gabriel to leave without even a word of where’s he’s going, she thought. I wonder what was more important than protecting us? 
A Few Seconds Later


                                                                                           Sakura stiffened as she caught the scent of smoke. She closed her eyes and opened up her deeper senses. She could feel the villagers; they were terrified. The village was burning! Then she felt a demonic aura hurtling towards them. She unsheathed her katana and faced the dragon-like demon as it flew up. It was twelve feet tall, with silver scales. Sakura held her katana out in front of her, ready for action.

                                                                                                           “What do you want?” she asked guardedly. Suddenly the Shi’ado bowed low. Sakura blinked in surprise. For a few minutes there was an uncomfortable silence; finally the silver Shi’ado spoke.

                                                                                                                        “Princess Sakura,” he rasped, “I am Luther, a Captain of Draconis’ Personal Guard. I was sent here to ensure you arrived safely, and that the villagers did not harm you in any way.”

                                                                                                                                     Ah, thought Sakura, which would explain why they are all so terrified. Aloud she said, “So my father sent you to attack my village?” Luther nodded, and Sakura glowered. “How dare he! What right does he have to send assassins after my handmaiden, and destroy my home? What right does he have to rule my entire life! Explain that to me!” 

                                                                                                                                             “He has the right, because you are his daughter and a half-breed,” he hissed. “That is explanation enough. If you weren’t the heir, he would have killed you! As any true Shi’ado would!!”

Sakura was surprised at the amount of hatred in Luther’s voice. She took a step backwards as the silver dragon glared at her, seething. Just then, a beam of white energy struck Luther squarely in the chest; he shrieked as he exploded in a blue fireball. Sakura wheeled around to see Lady Arien standing behind her, one hand upraised. 


“No one speaks to my mistress that way,” she stated to the flecks of Shi’ado scattered about. “Are you ready to continue on, My Lady?” Sakura stared at her, totally speechless. She managed a slight nod, and together the two set off again, towards the village of Shidow.
Chapter 2: Aldea, Carlkaveria Continent, M’tar Beach; Year: 3749 B.C.


Gabriel Argadon walked barefoot through the sun-warmed sands, not stopping once to admire the sparkling blue ocean. Ahead of him was a rocky outcropping; sitting atop it was a slender man with shoulder-length blond hair. He was garbed in full body armor, but sat in a leisurely position with his eyes closed. As Gabriel neared him, the man looked down and grinned. Gabriel smiled in returned. With an agility not possessed by mortals, the man hopped down and landed lithely on the sand. He walked up to Gabriel and gave him a fierce hug. 

                         “It’s been so long, Uncle!” he exclaimed. “What brings the busiest man in the multi-verse here?”

                                    Gabriel laughed. “Ayden Argadon, you never fail to make me smile. But I’m here because of the Dark Army. It’s starting to appear with alarming frequency on the Relon Continent. What can you tell me of Lady Ketral?” Gabriel watched with interest as he saw Ayden’s expression darken. When the young blond spoke, it was with a guarded tone. 

                                                 “Lady Ketral is an evil woman. She is the Sorceress of Shadows, and one of the chief Lieutenants of the Dark Army. This continent, Carlkaveria, is under the dark shadow of the Army. Even though there are no Shi’ado here, it is still ruled by evil. The Army influences the hearts of this land’s people, and controls them with it’s power. Since I am leading a force of eighty six paladins and am actively fighting the evil, I have been branded a rouge and banished.” He stared into the rolling waves, his face wearing a regretful expression.

                                                               Gabriel mused on this information. “Ketral is powerful, that much is certain. This does not bode well. She is setting significant events into motion, and I fear that nothing will stop her. She has already gained a strong foothold in the kingdom of Merdia, and obtained a shard of a dark Ancient Guardian Jewel. Now she is after the Princess of the Shi’ado, and there will be nothing I can do.”

                                                                                 Ayden turned to his uncle in surprise. “What do you mean, nothing you can do?”

                                                                                               “My Ancient Guardian powers will soon be revoked. My Jewel is to be sent to Earth, where thousands of years from now my son will retrieve it.”

                                                                                                             “But why?” the Paladin asked in confusion and concern.

                                                                                                                           “A long time from now, Draconis will be possessed by Satan’s son Kai. I will kill him and accidentally cause the deaths of millions of people. Our clan will be banished from Aldea. I redeemed myself of this sin before my death, but I still carry the guilt.”

                                                                                                                                      “Ugh, time travel,” Ayden groaned as he made a face. “It gives me a headache.”

                                                                                                                                           Gabriel continued. “Acting on orders from the Most High God, the Guardian Council has given me a choice. Either I will lose my Ancient Guardian Jewel but retain my regular Guardian powers and Seraphim form, or I can forsake everything and become a simple Aldean. Albeit, an Aldean with all the knowledge of the universe’s past, present, and future,” he added. 

Ayden was silent for a moment. He closed his eyes and felt the sea breeze on his face. Gabriel sat down on a beached log to wait. Presently, Ayden spoke. 

              “History doesn’t record the events you speak of,” he stated. “Like your future nephew, Aiden Visary, I am out of time. Even if my father Jen was here, I don’t think he’d have an answer for you. Either way, you will lose your Ancient Guardian powers, and without you; we can’t stop Ketral from throwing Aldea into a second age of darkness.”

                               “That may be true,” Gabriel admitted, “But you will not be helpless. There are two individuals who will help you defeat her. One is Lord Vahloren, the Prince of the Shi’ado. He is neither good nor evil, but he will help you destroy Ketral. The other is Sakura Durnmal, the Shi’ado Princess. She will be able to help you once she turns 16, at the peak of her developing powers. She is a small child now, but knows of God and wants to serve him. Both are people of destiny for this world, what happens to them may shape the future of this world.” With that said he disappeared in a burst of light, leaving Ayden to ponder his words.  
Aldea, Relon Continent, Village of Shidow; Year: 3749 B.C.


                                           Lady Arien held Tav close to her. She looked around herself at the Throne Room. It had been only a few short hours since Sakura and she had attacked the Shi’ado guards around the castle. They had rescued all the villagers locked in the dungeon, and put the surviving guards there in their stead. Sakura paced up and down in front of the throne, fuming.

                                                             “I can’t believe this! What right does my father think he has, trying to conquer this town and enslave it for me?” she ranted. Several villagers stood near the door, too much in shock over what happened to do anything else.

                                                                        “Your father is a Demon, and gives into his nature. However, I highly doubt you will be like him,” stated Ulladam’e’ as she glided through the throng of onlookers. With her was Gabriel, dressed in a simple monk’s robe. Sakura turned and, with a joyous cry, rushed up to her mother. 

                                                                                     “Mama! Mama, I’ve missed you so much!” she exclaimed as she hugged her. The woman smiled serenely down at her daughter. She replied, “I’ve missed you too.” 

                                                                                                        Tav watched Sakura’s reunion with her mother, and turned to his own mother. “Mom, why do you serve Sakura? She’s a Shi’ado, one of the enemies!”

                                                                                                                     Arien reprimanded her son gently. “Don’t say things like that. You know it isn’t true. And besides, Sakura can’t change who she is, as much as she wants to. You must learn to forgive her.”

                                                                                                                                 Tav frowned at the floor, a pensive look on his young face. “She doesn’t want to be a Shi’ado...” suddenly his big eyes filled with tears. “Mom, I’m so sorry! I hated her, and I hurt her. I know it was wrong. Can you forgive me for what I did?”

                                                                                                                                              Arien smiled at him and stroked his head. “I forgive you, my little elf, and God forgives you. But Sakura hasn’t forgiven you yet, and I think it may take a while. I suggest you befriend her, as her destiny is tied up in yours. But if she will forgive you, only time will tell,” she said as she held on to her son, the son she had so longed to hold for all those years. 

Sakura, letting go of her mother, grinned as Gabriel leaned down and tousled her hair. Then she turned her attention to the villagers. She felt an overwhelming fear emanating from them. They’re afraid of me, she thought sadly. And after what my father did to them, it’s no wonder. But this fear runs deep; perhaps they are afraid of what I might do?

               She smiled graciously at the people, and with a kindly tone said, “I have known most of you since I was born. I know I can’t bring back your husbands and sons who died at the hands of Lord Vahloren. What I can do is offer you my protection during this Holy War, so nothing like that ever happens again. I vow, on my honor as a Priestess in training, that I will relinquish my Shi’ado abilities, and dedicate my life to the Most High God. This village is my home, and with your help I would restore it to its former state.” As she spoke, she could feel the fear slowly dissipate, to be replaced by a cautious feeling of hope.

                       “What would you have us do?” One of the women asked.

                                     Lady Arien stepped up and stood beside Sakura. “We would have you go back to your lives,” she said austerely. “We have nothing to fear from the Shi’ado. Besides, this Holy War is turning in our favor; it will not be long before Draconis is defeated.”

                                                The villagers were silent for a moment, then the woman who had spoken before tentatively said, “I’m sorry for what we’ve done to you, Sakura. You have given us our lives, and we are eternally grateful for that. Please forgive us.” She bowed low, and the other villagers followed suit before shuffling out the door. 

                                                         As the last person exited, Arien turned to Sakura. She was surprised to find the child smiling out of sheer joy. Her happiness was contagious; soon all four were smiling as well.

The End

Aldean Chronicles
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A Paladin’s Duty

By: Gabriel McKnight

Edited By: UC Pseudonym

Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Empire of Draconia; Year: 3749 B.C.

Argus carefully laid down Vahloren’s Bane, a gift from Lady Ketral, while under 

Draconis’ watching eyes. He bowed once to his master and waited. Draconis’ gaze left 

his vassal and moved to the blade; he could feel its energy even from here.

         “Bring it to me,” he commanded. Argus picked up the sword by its sheath, walked 

up to Draconis’ throne, and handed it to him. Pulling his own Bane, Draconis held one in 

each hand, watching them pulsate in time. “Amazing, absolutely amazing,” he breathed. 

                   “Both have the same power. Vahloren’s Bane is likely from a probable 

future, so it is difficult to predict what will happen if the two touch.

                         “It is possible they could be destroyed,” Argus suggested. “It is equally 

possible they will merge, either joining strength or negating one another. We must also 

avoid creating any paradoxes…” his voice faded away at Draconis’s expression.

                              “Vahloren himself is altering our timeline. If his killing of hundreds 

has not created paradoxes, merging a sword will do nothing.” Swiftly Draconis 

unsheathed each Bane and brought them together. A flash of silver light blinded both 

Shi’ado. Even when it faded, everything in the chamber glittered silver. Blinking the 

effect away, Draconis looked down at the sword in his hands. It was now surrounded 

with a silver and red aura, far greater than before. Grinning, Draconis swung it a few 

times. Excellent he thought.

                                                     “This may be the beginning of the end of the Holy 

War,” he remarked to Argus. “Vahloren is gone, and now I have an incredible new 

weapon. Victory may be within our grasp.” His vassal merely bowed, and Argus gave a 

smug laugh.





Chapter 2: Aldea, Relon Continent, Village of Shidow; Year: 3749 B.C.

                                                            Sakura looked up at the night sky expectantly. 

Sitting beside her on the blanket was Lady Arien; Gabriel stood behind them, with his 

back against the nearby towering tree. All three of them were waiting.

                                                                               Suddenly the sky exploded into brilliant 

flashes of rainbow colors. The fireworks shot out and exploded into blossoms of fire. 

Sakura squealed and clapped her hands in delight. As always, the Summer Festival had 

started with feasts, and continued on into the night with dances and fireworks. A few 

years ago, she wasn’t allowed to be in the Festival. Now she was able to enjoy every 

minute of it.

                                                                                                 Gabriel was oddly silent, and 

his somberness made Sakura’s happiness falter. “Gabriel, what is it?” she asked, 

concerned by his grave expression.

                                                                                                                “I sense an evil 

presence coming from the west,” he told her. “It’s powerful, foreboding and somehow 

familiar.” At that moment dark clouds began to appear on the edges of the night sky, 

illuminated by flashes of lightning. The wind began to pick up the next instant, and a 

demonic aura became so strong Sakura could not help but notice it.

                                                                                                                    Quite abruptly 

everything became deathly quiet. The sounds of Gabriel and Lady Arien unsheathing 

their katanas was barely audible. Could Ketral be finally after me? Sakura wondered, I 

didn’t bring my katana… but with Gabriel protecting me, nothing can hurt me. Still, she 

pulled a ceremonial dagger from her robes.

                                                                                                                          “Are you so 

sure that nothing can harm you?” Vahloren’s cold voice echoed in her mind. She 

stiffened in shock as she felt Vahloren’s presence near them. The presence was 

Vahloren’s, but dark and twisted, evil in every sense of the word.

                                                                                                                        “Vahloren!” 

Sakura cried. Lady Arien turned to her in surprise. Gabriel slowly nodded in 

understanding, as if she confirmed what he sensed, and turned toward the approaching 

demonic aura, his blade at his side.

A red haired Aldean with yellow eyes, claw like hands, black Baruune silk robes, and a 

blue bird-like symbol on his forehead abruptly appeared in the distance. He began 

walking toward them, his eyes icy though his mouth formed a smug smile.

          “Who are you, demon?” Gabriel’s voice rang out, halting the intruder. “I know you 

are not Vahloren, although your demonic aura and presence almost matches his. Tell us 

quickly, or I will be forced to exterminate you.” He received a look of indifference.

                   “I am Vahloren, or you could say that I am the best of him. I am his sin, 

manifested in a body. You can call me Nulirertusal. I serve Lady Ketral, Sorceress of 

Shadows. You are a threat to Ketral’s power; she has sent me to eliminate you. And 

unlike the first clone, I have the power to succeed.”

                             “She calls me a threat?” Gabriel asked. “Is she too afraid to fight me 

herself? Or does she get a thrill out of using others to do her dirty work? I know what 

you’re planning: the Shi’ado around this village are preparing to absorb my Guardian 

Powers.” 

                                   “Hmm, does that mean you won’t use your full power? Then this 

will be very amusing for me.” Nulirertusal grinned savagely. Gabriel merely closed his 

eyes and raised his hand. A shaft of yellow light shot into the sky, raining over them and 

gradually forming a bubble around the village.

                                                “A Barrier of Light?” Nulirertusal snarled. “That’s clever… 

hypocrite.”

                                                         “I only restored the balance,” Gabriel said simply.

                                                              “True that may be, but you’re still a hypocrite.” 

The demon jabbed a clawed finger at Gabriel, who merely sighed and shook his head.

                                                                       “ ‘The Son of Man will send out his angels, 

and they will weed out of His Kingdom everything that causes sin and all who do evil’ 

Matthew 13:41. That is my mandate, the mandate of an Ancient Guardian. Come after me 

if you will, but be warned, you will be sent to hell.”

                                                                                 “I think not.” Purple lightning shot 

from Nulirertusal’s fingertips and lanced toward Gabriel. Gabriel just stood there, not 

moving or trying to evade it. As the lightning lanced towards him, Gabriel watched it 

calmly.

                                                                                        An inch away from him, the 

lightning suddenly vanished. Nulirertusal glared at Gabriel, then brought his palm up and 

pointed it at Gabriel. Blue energy pulsated around his claw-like hand. A ball of 

condensed energy shot out of his hand, lancing towards Gabriel. Another came 

immediately after, then another, and another, flying in a rapid stream.

                                                                                            Gabriel inwardly cursed as he 

saw the energy balls passing through the dimensions and closing on every side of him. He 

has all of Vahloren’s skill. I can’t afford to die universally again; I’m no longer an 

Ancient Guardian. To beat him I’ll have to return to my original form. Just before the 

spheres of energy struck him, Gabriel leapt into the air.

                                                                                                      When he was high above, 

energy began arcing around his body. Nulirertusal stopped his attack and watched the 

transformation suspiciously. Gabriel’s clothes turned pure white. White light emanated 

from his body. Long, white feathery wings protruded from his back. Gabriel opened his 

eyes, and Nulirertusal gasped; they were completely white.

                                                                                                            Focusing, Nulirertusal 

viewed the aura around Gabriel and sneered. He had a single blue aura… so, my mistress 

was right. Gabriel is no longer an Ancient Guardian, but just a mere Guardian with 

limited powers. Raising a hand, Nulirertusal began to power up an attack.

                                                                                                                               Gabriel 

pointed his right hand at Nulirertusal, and a white beam lanced from it. Halting his attack, 

the demon waited, and when the beam neared him it bounced off an energy field. 

Cursing, the Guardian returned to the ground and waited carefully.

“I’m surprised at you,” Nulirertusal mocked. “You’re no longer an Ancient Guardian, yet 

you still attack me with your Guardian powers, hoping to destroy me. Because of your 

attacks, I’m only growing stronger. Even you have your limits, but limits don’t apply to 

me. Lady Ketral will be pleased that I killed you so easily.” One claw on Nulirertusal’s 

left hand shot out, expanding to the size of a two-handed long sword. He snapped them 

off and used it as such. The next instant he was charging, and Gabriel barely saw him 

move.

A Few Seconds Later

        Sakura stood behind Lady Arien and peered up at the two combatants. When 

Nulirertusal charged he seemed to move in slow motion toward Gabriel. Ever so slowly, 

she saw her protector snap his fingers, and then abruptly both of them were gone in a 

burst of white light. Rubbing her eyes, Sakura searched around herself frantically.

                    “Where did they go?” Sakura asked, unable to find them. Lady Arien 

sheathed her katana with a sigh and then spoke.

                                  “Most likely, they are in the Spirit Realm. Gabriel probably knew 

his power was limited, so he needed to even the odds. There, only Holy or Spiritual 

Power is of any use.”

                                       “So, he protected the village and evened the odds at the same 

time” Sakura said evenly.

                                               “Yes, but I’m fearful for him,” Arien told Sakura. “It took at 

lot of his Holy Power to send them there. Ancient Guardians have unlimited Holy Power, 

but it seems he’s gotten rid of his Jewel. I think I know why, but… if he loses now he’ll 

be truly dead.”
Chapter: 3

                                                                   Raising his hand, Gabriel closed his eyes and 

focused. When he felt the cold steel in his hand, he opened his eyes to look at the 

Guardian Spirit Sword. It was a two-handed blade, brimming with Holy Power of its 

own, surrounded by red flames.

                                                                                    “It’s time for you to meet your 

maker,” Gabriel told Nulirertusal. The demon hissed at him, gaining its orientation in the 

new dimension. When Gabriel charged Nulirertusal blocked his attack, and both blades 

locked and clashed against one another, thunder rumbling about them.

                                                                                           Swiftly Nulirertusal left their 

struggle, slashing instead toward Gabriel’s open flank. The blade went deep into Gabriel, 

and he collapsed to the surreal ground. He barely felt the wound, but he saw his blue 

blood falling from the wound. Nulirertusal  stood nearby, slowly licking the blood from 

his blade. 

                                                                                                      “I think I’ll cut you to 

piece and drink your blood,” Nulirertusal pondered. Gabriel merely grimaced in pain, his 

vision starting to blur. There was poison from the blade, and he focused his energy upon 

negating it. He managed to slow it and then opened his eyes calmly.

                                                                                                                   “If you represent 

Vahloren’s sin, then the third clone must represent Vahloren’s Heart. I have already seen 

the Soul, but he was the true image of Vahloren, unlike you. You are nothing more than 

an apparition, a poor construction of a fraction of Vahloren… a pathetic pawn that will 

soon die” Gabriel said.

                                                                                                                       Abruptly he 

brought up his hand, and white light shot from it. Almost before Nulirertusal saw it, the 

energy ripped through him. He gave half a scream before his entire body was ripped 

apart. Everything of him was erased from Creation.

                                                                                                                          Pain was 

already coursing through Gabriel’s body, and his vision was fading. Some traces of the 

poison were still in his system; he couldn’t resist them any longer. At least… at least I 

killed him first… darkness beckoned to him. His body collapsed toward the white plane, 

and as it fell, it shifted dimensions until his blood stained the grass beneath him blue.
A Few Days Later

                                                                                                                                    Sakura 

sat down on the stone steps that led up the hill. Powerful energy still emanated behind her 

from her mother’s home; she hadn’t been allowed near it for days, due to the powerful 

spells her mother was casting. She had only seen Gabriel a bit before they had taken him 

away to be healed.

“Waiting for someone really dampens the spirit,” a voice said softly from behind. “It 

hurts, doesn’t it?” Whirling in surprise, Sakura pulled her concealed dagger from her 

dress, ready to attack. She halted when she saw Tav’s terrified expression and then 

sighed. Replacing the dagger, she looked away from his green eyes and remained silent. 

For a long moment neither spoke.

        “Why are you here? Sakura finally snapped. Tav stepped back in right, gulped, and 

then spoke.

                   “I’m here, because I’m worried about you. You haven’t eaten a thing for 

days. All you’ve done is pray.”

                              “You’re concerned for me?” Sakura asked incredulously. “Now that’s 

a first! Why should you care about me any more than you used to?”

                                             “His perception of you has changed.” The voice took Sakura 

off guard, and she turned to find Gabriel standing nearby the house. He was in his Aldean 

form, garbed partially in his monk’s attire and partially in bandages. As she ran up to him 

he continued, “He truly regrets what he did to you. Forgive him.”

                                                     “Gabriel, you’re alive!” Sakura gushed, hugging him 

around the waist. Gabriel gazed down at her sorrowfully.

                                                                      “What is it?” she asked, suddenly anxious.

                                                                                “I have been recalled and reassigned. 

This is farewell.” Somehow he escaped from her arms and began to go.

                                                                                  “Who will protect me?” Sakura 

demanded his back. “How will we stop Ketral?” asked Sakura.

                                                                                            “I’ve taught your Mother how 

to create a spiritual barrier that should keep out Ketral and hide this village from the 

world. In time, she may teach you it as well. You will be protected.” There was a sad 

smile on his lips, but he did not turn until Sakura rushed into his arms. He picked the girl 

up easily and held her.

                                                                                                        “Sakura, where ever I 

go, whatever time I am sent to, I will always be with you, for the rest of the days of your 

life,” Gabriel told the snuffling girl gently. He glanced over her head to Tav, and the boy 

was instantly captured by his eyes. In them he saw brilliant stars that took his breath 

away… “Tav, you must guard and protect Sakura, for the safety of the lives of this 

village. Your Father was a Knight and one day you will be as well. Remember that your 

future depends on her safety.”

                                                                                                                     Tav stared back 

at him for a long moment, then nodded solemnly. “I will do this. It is my duty as a future 

Knight and leader of this generation.” Gabriel smiled slowly, then waved slightly at them 

both. He dissolved in white light, leaving Sakura to float gently to the ground. For a 

moment he caught at glimpse of the world as if through a veil.

Aldea’s future was in the hands of a small girl with an unusual past and the boy that 

would become his mention and mentor, thousands of years in the future.
The End
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Prologue: Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Laudei; Year: 3749 B.C.

Five thousand Aldean Warriors from the Kingdom of Merdia, formed ranks at Aitriana 

Pass. Five Generals, covered head to toe in green mithriel armor, sat on horse back, each 

ahead of a column of a thousands warriors. They faced the Pass, where thousands upon 

thousands of Shi’ado Guardsmen had gathered.


Dark clouds covered the horizon, where the Draconian forces had gathered. 

Dozens of Dreya flew in formation above the Shi’ado Guardsmen, ready and waiting to 

tear the Aldeans to shreds.



Draconis stood next to the rubble of what was left of the Fortress of 

Duean. Even in the light, he seemed dark. He was garbed in black Baruune silk, with a 

black cloak. In his hand, he wielded Bane, Demonic Sword of Power. He looked down at 

the assembled Aldean Warriors, then sneered at them in contempt.




“ My Lord, it is time for you to show them your true might, and 

show them that we are their Gods” Argus’s voice said from behind him. Draconis turned 

to his vassal and stared into his eyes.





“Argus, do you really have to be so naïve. With Bane fully 

powerful again, I will defeat the Aldeans, but they will be back again and again. They 

will be back, because they love and serve the Most High God, not us” Draconis said as he 

turned back to face the Aldean warriors.






Draconis brought Bane up and aimed it at the 

Aldeans down below him. Suddenly, the clouds grew more intense around them as 

Draconis concentrated with his mind, on focusing on Bane’s energy and power.







“Go meet your maker” Draconis said, 

swinging Bane in a horizontal slash. Hundreds of purple arcs of energy shot out of Bane, 

lancing towards the Aldean Army. Draconis watched, and laughed in wicked amusement 

as the Aldeans were engulfed in purple flames. This is for you, Sakura. You shall no 

longer be hated for what you are. I will leave you a legacy that will be long remembered, 

millions of years to come Draconis thought as he stared at the burning fields below him.
Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Village of Shidow; Year: 3747 B.C.








Nine year old Sakura walked up the 

path, towards the river. Tav had told her to meet him at the river, because he had 

something important to show her. A year ago, she would have been suspicious, but now, 

they had become so close; almost inseparable.









I wonder what he wants to 

show me. Maybe he will give me a kiss and express his true feelings for me Sakura 

thought blushingly. Her heart skipped a beat as she contemplated their first kiss, and her 

marrying a future version of Tav, who was a Paladin. She looked up at the sky, and could 

faintly see the outline of the barrier that protected and masked her village from the rest of 

the world.










It had been two years 

since Gabriel Argadon had left her and Lady Arien. Two years since she had returned to 

her village, her home. After her return, the villagers had asked for her forgiveness and 

treated her as if she was one of them, an Aldean. From then on, her life her life was 

happy. She didn’t care about the Holy War much, because it didn’t really affect her or her 

village.











Ketral was 

still out there, somewhere. Sakura didn’t give her much thought, since Ketral was evil 

and couldn’t pierce the barrier that protected her village. Gabriel Argadon, where ever he 

was, was always watching out for her, she could always feel his presence in her mind, 

comforting her and giving her hope when she needed it.












Ever 

since she had given her life to the Lord and had been baptized, she had known peace. 

God had healed the aches and pains of her heart, over a period of two years. She had 

given a promise to the villagers to not use her Shi’ado abilities and to train to become a 

priestess. At first, she had kept her vow, but had decided to learn how to shape shift and 

metamorphose. Now, she could change herself into anything she saw fit, and changed her 

yellow Shi’ado eyes into green Aldean eyes. Most of the time, her eyes were green.

She looked up into the blue sky, and saw white clouds, scattered across the horizon. 

Three of Aldea’s nine moons were visible. I wonder if there are any people living on the 

moons? Sakura thought as she stopped and stared up at the moons. A small dark 

silhouette rushed past one of the moons.


Out of curiosity, Sakura  looked up as the silhouette got closer and closer still. 

She opened up her deeper senses and stared at the flying shape with her Shi’ado eyes. A 

bronze scaled Dragon flapped it’s wings overhead, heading somewhere close by her, at 

supersonic speeds. It’s underside brushed the top of the barrier. It passed right through 

the barrier, heading in the direction of the river.



Oh no, Tav. The Dragon is heading for the river; it may find Tav and eat 

him! Sakura thought. Wasting no time, she ran up the path to the river. As she neared the 

path’s end, she could hear the Dragon shriek and Tav cry out. Then, she heard a loud 

splash, and saw the Dragon fly off, through the barrier, in search of other prey.




Sakura ran faster, eyes frantically searching for Tav. She ran up to 

the cliff that overlooked the roaring river, and stopped. Tav was nowhere in sight.





“The Most High God, King of the Universe, I ask you to 

help me find Tav, and that he will be all right” prayed Sakura, scanning the swiftly 

moving water with her eyes. At first, she could see nothing, and then she saw Tav’s head 

poke out of the water. Sakura looked at him, and knew what she must do.






Sakura ran as fast as she could, and jumped off of 

the cliff and looked at the oncoming water. She closed her eyes, and concentrated. Her 

body started to pulse, quicker and quicker with each beating of her heart. She opened her 

eyes, and ran towards Tav. All around her, time seemed to freeze.







Sakura ran on the water, as if it was solid 

ice. As she neared Tav, she reached down and pulled with all her might. Tav slid out of 

the water, as if it was pudding. She grabbed his hand, and ran towards one of the cliffs 

that was adjacent to either side of them.








Sakura reached the ledge, and 

jumped. She launched herself and Tav into the air, landed and rolled on the ground. She 

felt disoriented and saw the world around her suddenly spin and reel as it sped up to 

normal. She closed her eyes, and welcomed the bliss that awaited her.
A Day Later









Sakura slowly opened her 

eyes. She was on a bed, in a candle lit room. There were dozens and dozens of small lit 

candles all around her on the floor. She turned her head and saw her mother, garbed in 

her priestess robes, eyes closed and hands clasped in prayer.










“Mother?” Sakura 

asked in confusion as she sat up. Her mother did not seem to hear her. Sakura got off the 

bed and stood in front of Ulladam’e’.










“Mom, I’m all 

right, I’m right here!” Sakura said in exasperation as she reached out to touch her mother. 

Her hand moved towards Ulladam’e’s skin, and passed right through it.

“What in God’s name is happening?” Sakura asked in confusion as she drew her hand 

back. She turned around and saw her body on the bed, eyes closed, breathing steadily; as 

if still in sleep.


Ok, I’m officially freaked! I’m out of my body and can’t interact with the world 

around me. Does that mean I’m dead and am a spirit? Sakura thought as she tried 

touching her body. She felt a tingling sensation as her fingers touched her body. 

Suddenly, she could hear the wind eerily howling outside. Sakura closed her eyes, and 

calmly walked through the wall. The wall felt as if it was made out of liquid. She 

struggled for a second, and passed safely through it.



As soon as she was safely through, Sakura opened her eyes, and screamed. 

What frightened her wasn’t the unnatural darkness and blue mist swirling around her. It 

was the beings of shadow, the Shadow Wraith, who were trying to pierce the barrier that 

was around the village, and trying to get at her.




Villagers walked past her, oblivious to her strife, or her for that 

matter. The barrier glowed blue, brimming with spiritual power. Beyond the barrier, she 

could see thousands upon thousands of dark beings, interacting and possessing Aldeans 

throughout the continent. Among the dark beings, were Angels and Guardians, so few in 

number, yet battling the dark spirits and Demons alike.





“Sakura!?” Lady Arien’s voice said behind her. Sakura 

turned and looked up to see Lady Arien, standing behind her, a white aura surrounded 

Lady Arien.






“Wait, you can see me? Oh, that’s right, I forgot 

that you are a Guardian. I have to ask, am I dead? Sakura asked.







Lady Arien looked at her for the longest of 

time. Finally, she spoke.








“Your not dead, my Lady. Your soul 

is just separated from your body. I think that it has to do with the fact that you used your 

Shi’ado abilities to rescue Tav. When Tav came conscious, he said he saw a blur of 

motion while he was in the water, then he found himself on dry land , by the side of the 

river; and you were unconscious” stated Arien.










“So, in other words, 

I’m not dead. I’m a spirit right now and I’m lost and confused. How do I get back into 

my body anyways? The Shadow Wraith are trying to break through the barrier, and they 

are making me nervous” Sakura asked, a little antsy.











“That might 

be difficult. I don’t know how you were separated from your body. So tell me, what do 

you remember after you rescued my son, Tav?” Arien asked.












“Let’s 

see. I remember getting Tav and myself onto dry land. The world sped up around me and 

I fainted and fell into unconscious. Then I remember waking up in my room and going 

outside. That’s all I did” Sakura said. Lady Arien looked at her, deep in thought. Then 

finally, she spoke.

“I think what you did was Dreamwalk. It’s a technique where a person very strong in 

telekinesis and telepathy can leave their physical form and travel throughout the universe 

in their spiritual form, or soul. I think that you used your Shi’ado abilities and triggered it 

with your mind” Arien said simply.


“So, how do I exactly get back into my body?” Sakura asked.



“All you have to do is wake up” Arien said.




“How do I do that?” Sakura asked in exasperation.





“Simple, all you have to do is close your eyes, and you will 

wake up” Arien said. Sakura immediately closed her eyes, and then opened them. She 

found herself in her room, in her own body. Ulladam’e’ looked up in surprise, got up and 

held her daughter.






“Praise God for bringing you back to us, I thought, I 

had lost you” Ulladam’e’ said as she hugged her daughter. Sakura was mad, dark thoughts 

crept into her consciousness. She blinked her eyes, smiled as the thoughts disappeared, 

and hugged her mother in turn.







“Kill her, kill your mother, kill our mother. 

Our father gave us power and she won’t let us have it” said a voice in her head, which 

sounded like her own but was not. No, I won’t kill her; I won’t kill anybody, my Shi’ado 

side. I know what you are and I won’t give in so I will be just like Vahloren Sakura 

thought. The voice was silent. Sakura held onto her mother, almost afraid that the voice 

would return.








“ I’m glad to be back, mother” 

Sakura said, holding onto her mother in fear that she would loose her.
The End
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Empire of Draconia; Year: 3746 B.C.

Argus looked out of the tower’s window, and stared down at the Aldean forces around 

the city. For the past 90 days, the Aldeans of the Relon Continent had laid siege to the 

Draconian Capitol. Among the Aldeans, were the famed Paladins of Light, flying 

Pegasus into battle, defeating and destroying Dreya and Shi’ado Guardsmen alike, by the 

thousands.


Argus sneered as he saw Guardians, invisible to Aldean eyes, trying to break the 

barrier that surrounded the city, the barrier that was protecting the city from the combined 

Aldean armies of the Relon Continent.


“ My Lord, we can’t hold on for much longer. We must retreat and spread 

ourselves across the universe and conquer other worlds” Argus said as he turned from the 

window to face Draconis. Emperor Draconis glared at his vassal, and then slapped him, 

hard.



“ I will never accept that! Damn that wench, Ketral! Because of 

her meddling in the Kingdom of Merdia, The Paladins of Light have come here and have 

defeated my armies, helping the Aldeans push all the way here!” Draconis rasped.





“ My Lord, the only reason she isn’t helping us push back 

the Guardians and their Aldean lap dogs, is because she is powerless to do so. If she had 

not gotten rid of Lord Vahloren, we might have had a chance” Argus said evenly.






“ We might of, but we now must plan for the future 

of our race. My daughter’s Shi’ado side must take control of her. With her Mother and 

Lady Arien looking over and guiding her development, her Shi’ado side will be 

extinguished before it even emerges. Even now, I can sense that her Shi’ado side is 

starting to become conscious. Yet, how can I get rid of her Mother and Lady Arien, so 

she can become susceptible to her Shi’ado side when it emerges?” Draconis asked.







“Simple, Lord Draconis. Let me kill them, 

and Sakura will turn into the Shi’ado Princess you want her to be” Ketral’s voice said, 

coming from nowhere and everywhere.









“Show yourself” Draconis 

said as he unsheathed Bane. Argus unsheathed his katana, scanning the Throne room with 

his eyes, searching for the presence of the uninvited guest.










“ I’m not that foolish, 

Draconis. I could kill your daughter anytime I want to. We still have an Alliance, and I 

honor that alliance, even though you are about to have served that purpose. Think of me, 

slaying your daughter’s handmaiden and the witch of a mother as a token of my promise 

to you that I won’t kill your daughter. Giving your daughter Bane, will insure you of 

that” Ketral’s voice said.











Draconis 

thought it over.

“ Kill her Mother and Lady Arien. I will make sure my daughter receives Bane, so you 

can’t change your mind and kill her. Even think of harming my daughter while I’m away, 

and I will send my Shi’ado to drain you of your energy and power, and then you will die 

a slow and painful death” Draconis rasped.



“We shall see” Ketral’s voice said, quietly fading in the wind. Draconis then 

turned his attention on Argus and what he had to do next.



“Argus, signal all the Shi’ado of my Empire, to withdraw to the Capitol. 

Then, tell the Aldeans that we are surrendering and will yield to them, leaving this planet, 

never to return” Draconis said slowly, tiredly.




“Yes, my Lord” Argus rasped as he turned on his heel and 

marched out of the Throne room, his cape dragging against the floor. Draconis sneered at 

the retreating form of his weak-minded vassal.
Chapter 2: Aldea, Relon Continent, Monastery of Kelui, Year: 3746 B.C.





The skies were dark and cloudy. The wind howled 

ominously, unnaturally. A silver haired Aldean, garbed in black Dragon-scale body 

armor, with a black cloak, walked slowly up the steps that led to the entrance of a 

Christian Monastery on the Kelvare Mountain Range.






The Aldean was Lord Daine, ex-vassal to Lord 

Vahloren, the Shi’ado Prince. The Aldean was also Crien, a fallen Angel and servant of 

the Most High God.







Daine looked up at the dark clouds, and 

shivered. Today is an evil one. My Master is awake from his slumber and is reborn as a 

full-blooded Shi’ado, a great and powerful Demon in every sense of the word. Ketral, that 

evil wench possesses my Master with her shards of the Ancient Guardian Jewel of 

Shadows. I finally found the last shard my Master needs, but I am too late. Now, she is 

using my Master as a tool to do her bidding. She is after me now, and soon will go after 

Lady Sakura Durnmal, herself. I hope the Guardian that is hiding out at this monastery 

will help me find a w ay to stop Ketral and get my Master back Daine thought as he 

neared the large wooden door to the cathedral-like monastery.








As he neared the door, the door 

suddenly swung open. The Guardian was waiting for him. Daine calmly walked in and 

looked around him at the monastery. The floor was highly polished tile. The entrance 

opened to an atrium, with a stone staircase and a large stain glass window that depicted 

Jesus, who was hung on a wooden cross.









“Why are you here, Daine, 

son of Antos?” a familiar voice said in his mind. Daine turned in the direction from 

where the telepathic message originated.










12-garbed Monks in 

brown robes, walked in a line in a single file, hands clasped. Their eyes were closed and 

their lips were moving, as if they were chanting. Daine looked at each one of them, 

searching for the Guardian.











“Where are 

you, Gabriel? I have searched you out, because, Aldea is in danger; you are this planet’s 

only hope” Daine said out loud, searching with his eyes for any movement that would 

give away the location of the concealed Guardian.












“ I am 

not allowed to interfere with Aldea’s past, I am only allowed to observe. Because of this, 

I cannot help you” Gabriel’s voice boomed in his mind.

“That’s not what the Gabriel I know would say. I failed in retrieving the last remaining 

shard of the Ancient Guardian Jewel of Shadows before I could get it to my Master 

before he awakened. Now, he is awake from his enchanted sleep, and was reborn as a full 

blooded Shi’ado. Ketral possesses my Master now and is using him to do her dirty work” 

Daine said slowly. All was silent, except for the chanting of the Monks.


Suddenly, there was a blinding flash of white light. Daine closed his eyes as he 

was blinded by the sheer brilliance of the light. He opened his eyes, then gasped in shock. 

The Monastery was gone. In its place was nothing but rubble.



A single Monk, with long black-braided hair and piercing blue-green eyes, 

stood among the rubble.




“Now, you caught my attention. Pray tell me, what would you have 

me do?” Gabriel asked as he removed his hood that covered his long black hair.





“I’d have you come with me to the Village of Shidow. 

Sakura’s life is endangered, because Ketral is using my Master to break the barrier 

surrounding the village, and she will go into the village and kill Sakura. You know as 

well as I do, that if Sakura dies, the future that you know will cease to exist” said Daine.






“ I shall come with you, but I can’t interfere with 

the events on the physical realm, only on the spiritual realm. I don’t think that Ketral will 

involve herself in the death of Sakura, but I can’t deny what your Master might do if he is 

a full-blooded Shi’ado and is possessed as you say” Gabriel said with a small, sad smile.







“ I will welcome your help, even if it is 

little. Let me say this though, you should have never given up your Ancient Guardian 

powers. You are needed in this time, not the future” Daine said simply.








Gabriel smiled once, then vanished 

in a burst of light. Daine turned around, and started to head down the stone steps, in the 

direction of the Village of Shidow.









I will rescue my Master from 

Ketral’s clutches. Once he is free, he will be even more powerful, because of this! Daine 

thought as he grasped the obsidian colored jewel shard in his hand.

To Be Continued

Aldean Chronicles
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Prologue: Aldea, Relon Continent, Village of Skyra, Year: 3746 B.C.

“Their coming! The murderous bandits are coming! Ok, men of this village, we will 

make a stand and push these bandits back!” the Village Headsmen shouted to the 

villagers who were running around him in panic. One by one, the men of the village came 

together in a mob, armed with bows, arrows, spears and katanas; not to mention 

pitchforks. They formed into an organized line and waited for the cloud of dust that was 

heading in their direction.


A purple haired boy, armed with a small katana stood among the assembled 

village men. With him, was a purple haired girl, armed with a bow and quiver of arrows. 

The Village Headsmen turned to them, and sighed.



“Teya and Te’lar, go home and guard your mother. I don’t want you here, 

your both too young to be warriors” said the Village Headsmen to his two children.




Teya looked at his father and sighed. He turned to his twin sister, 

Te’lar, and nodded. She sighed in exasperation, then stormed off in the direction of their 

hut. Teya sheathed his katana, gave his father a hug, and left in the direction that his sister 

had gone.





The Village Headsmen smiled a small smile as he saw his 

son leave, then he turned to face the onrushing bandits. Thirty men on horseback, garbed 

in ragtag body armor, swung their swords in the air, and charged at the villagers.






A red haired Aldean, garbed in silver Baruune silk 

robes, with a black cape, calmly walked between the villagers and the oncoming bandits. 

The Village Headsmen yelled a warning at the stranger. The stranger didn’t even seem to 

care about what was going on around him. Who in Heaven’s name, is that person? The 

Village Headsmen thought as he studied the stranger in detail.







A bandit bellowed at the stranger, then 

charged the stranger, when the stranger didn’t respond. The stranger turned towards the 

bandit and raised a claw like hand. Suddenly, arcs of red energy shot out of the stranger’s 

claw like hand, and lanced towards the bandit. The energy arcs passed through the bandit.








The bandit stopped, and stared at the 

stranger in puzzlement. Then, the bandit collapsed and fell off his horse in symmetrically 

sliced pieces. The villagers gasped in surprise.









“What is he?” one of the 

villagers asked.










“Look at his yellow 

eyes and claw-like hands. He’s a Demon, a Shi’ado!” said the Village Headsmen.











The Demon in 

Aldean form, turned in their direction and sneered in contempt. Then he turned and 

started walking off in the direction he originally headed.












“You! 

Turn around and face me! You murdered one of my men, you Demon. I will kill you for 

that, then slaughter the villagers you helped” rasped the lead bandit.

With that, the lead bandit and his men charged the Demon. The Demon didn’t even turn 

his head. Instead, he made a quick cutting gesture with his hand.


Suddenly, dark clouds formed above the bandits. The wind fiercely howled, 

lightning flashed. The Demon turned to the bandits, and smirked. Then, he raised his 

claw-like hand and pointed it at the bandits. Red lightning shot out of the Demon’s 

fingertips, and struck the lead bandit in his chest.



The bandits looked at their leader in puzzlement, who didn’t even seem 

singed by the lightning. Then, the lead bandit exploded in a blue fireball, engulfing all the 

bandits around him. Some of the bandits tried to flee, but succumbed to the blast of fire 

and energy. The bandits screamed as they were burned alive. The Demon turned, and 

watched coldly as each of the bandits in turn was burned to the bone.




The Village Headsmen walked over to where the Demon stood, but 

still kept himself a couple yards away, keeping his distance.





“Who are you, Demon? No, I don’t want to challenge you, 

I only want to thank you for saving my village from the bandits” asked the Village 

Headsmen.






“My name is Vahloren. I don’t have any interest in 

you or your villagers, or any Aldeans for that matter. I am just passing through, that is 

all” Vahloren said coldly. The Village Headsmen stepped back in shock.







“You mean to tell me, you are Lord 

Vahloren, the Shi’ado scourge that has slaughtered 13 entire villages in the past three 

weeks?” the Village Headsmen asked, incredulously.








“ I am Lord Vahloren, but I didn’t 

slaughter those villages. Three weeks ago, I was awakened from my enchanted slumber. 

A dark Sorceress by the name of Ketral, turned me into a full-blooded Shi’ado, I was half 

Aldean, half Shi’ado prior to my slumber. She possessed me and used me to slaughter 

those villages for purposes she only knows. I escaped her grasp, and am hunting her 

down, to rid Aldea of her evil. The Draconian Empire is no more, but evil still exists on 

this planet” Vahloren said, turning to leave.









“Vahloren, thank you for 

saving my village. I pray that the Most High God will aid you in your quest, and allow 

you to find peace” the Village Headsmen said aloud, waving farewell at the leaving 

Shi’ado Prince.










I am neither good nor 

evil. I don’t need God for anything, I don’t need anyone Vahloren thought as he headed 

in the direction of the Village of Shidow. He could feel his jewel shard pulsing, calling 

him to Shidow, purposes unclear to him.
Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Base of the Bekra Mountain Range; Year: 3746 B.C.











Daine stopped, 

and looked up at the mountain path that led up to the Village of Shidow. A blue tinged 

barrier surrounded the base of the mountain. Great, a barrier. I forgot about it. How am I 

going to get past it and warn Lady Sakura? Daine thought.











    “ Simple, 

use your telepathy and reveal yourself to her” Gabriel’s voice said from behind him. 

Daine turned around and saw Gabriel, who was encased in silver Mithriel armor, from 

head to toe, standing with his back against a tree.

“So, are you visible to the Aldean eye, or are you just allowing me to see you?” Daine 

asked as he saw Gabriel’s katana in it’s sheath. Gabriel gave him a wry grin.


“Only Demons, Angels, and those with spiritual power can see me. Regular 

Aldeans can’t see me, and those who I wish will not be able to see me” Gabriel said 

simply.



“I’m happy that you are with me, Gabriel. Although you are here to 

observe, your presence has assured me that God will make sure everything turns out fine” 

Daine said.




“Knowing that and admitting that, signals strength” Gabriel said as 

he got up from where he was and joined Daine in front of the barrier.






“Ok, here goes nothing” Daine said as he closed his 

eyes and opened up his mind. Lady Sakura, I am Daine, Lord Vahloren’s vassal as you 

can recall. I am here because Vahloren has awakened, and is coming here to kill you, 

due to Ketral; who is possessing him. Allow me to enter your barrier, so we can speak of 

this further Daine thought as he slowly opened his eyes.







He watched in fascination as a portion of the 

barrier, the size of a man vanished. It was a pathway through the barrier. Turning around, 

Daine saw that Gabriel had vanished. He shook his head and sighed. Guardians are so 

predictable, always following guidelines and rules. Gabriel’s no longer and Ancient 

Guardian, so he has to follow the rules laid down by the Galactic Guardians Daine 

thought as he walked through the pathway, and through the barrier. 








As soon as he was past, the barrier 

reformed and sealed itself up. He looked up the long and winding pathway, and sighed. 

This is going to be a very, very long day he thought as he quickened his pace up the path.

A Few Minutes Later









Sakura stood next to Lady 

Arien, and noted that she had her katana out. They stood in front of the ending of the 

mountain path that led to their village. Down below them, Sakura could see Vahloren’s 

vassal running up the mountain path.










“ What news of 

Vahloren will he bring, my Lady?” Lady Arien asked.











“The news 

won’t be good, I’m afraid. Do you think it’s a trick, a ploy that Lady Ketral is using to get 

after me?” Sakura asked anxiously.












“Could 

be, that is why I have my katana out, just in case” Lady Arien said simply.

Chapter: 2

Daine bowed to Sakura. Sakura curtsied, as was the custom. Lady Arien stood off to the 

side, her hand resting on the handle of her katana. Her eyes were on his every move. I 

can’t sense any evil what so ever in him. If this was Ketral or she was possessing him, I 

would know this. I can see a red demonic aura around him, and a blue holy aura around 

him, what does that mean? Arien thought.


“So tell me everything you know of Vahloren! I must know, even if he is 

possessed. I must find a way to free him!” Sakura gushed. Daine sat down on a nearby 

log, and began to speak.



“Two years ago, my Lord had fallen into Ketral’s trap. He had found an 

1/8th shard of the Ancient Guardian Jewel of Shadows. Ketral tried her hardest to tempt 

my Master into giving into his own dark soul, so he would succumb to the powers of his 

jewel and become possessed by her” stated Daine.




Daine continued as Sakura sat down on the grass, across from 

Daine. Lady Arien stood next to a nearby tree, her eyes never leaving Daine’s 

movements.





“ My Master resisted her as much as he could, even with 

her torturing him. He eventually broke free from his chains, and killed her. She reformed, 

chained and tortured him even more. Finding out that she could not possess him, she 

placed him in an enchanted sleep. Before my Master fell under her spell, he gave me 

specific directions in obtaining the last remaining shard of the Ancient Guardian Jewel of 

Shadows. It took me tow years to find it” Daine said as he reached into his Shi’ado-hide 

pouch, retrieving an obsidian colored jewel shard.






Sakura looked at the jewel shard, and saw it begin 

to pulse. Daine quickly pulled it back into his pouch and continued to speak.







“ As Ketral consolidated her power, my 

Master slept and dreamed dark dreams. As he slept, Ketral used her dark magic and 

transformed him into a full-blooded Shi’ado. Three weeks ago, he awoke and succumbed 

to the power of his jewel. Ketral possessed him and had him destroy thirteen villages. 

Now, he is coming here to destroy you, Lady Sakura” Daine said as he got up from where 

he was sitting.








“ So in other words, Vahloren is 

back, and is possessed by Ketral, the Sorceress of Shadows. Vahloren is a full-blooded 

Shi’ado, and twice as powerful as before. He won’t care if he kills me, because I’m a 

half-breed “ Sakura said solemnly. 









“Daine, how long until 

Vahloren comes here?” asked Lady Arien.










“Knowing my Master, 

he will take a direct route here. It’s a good thing that Vahloren no longer has Bane, but 

now, he’s a lot more powerful. I don’t think we can stop him” Daine said simply.











“In other 

words, we have at least a day to prepare. We will be more than ready to face Vahloren by 

then, after all, we both know Vahloren’s strengths and weaknesses. If we can free him 

from Ketral, we will” Lady Arien said.












“Let’s 

prepare then” Sakura said, smiling slowly. Lady Arien nodded and let go of her katana’s 

handle. Daine allowed a hint of a smile to form on his features. He turned to Sakura, and 

slowly bowed. Soon, I will have my Master again Daine thought as he followed Sakura 

and Lady Arien into the village.

A Few Days Later

Vahloren looked up at the blue spiritual barrier that blocked his path to the Village of 

Shidow. Sakura has a barrier protecting her village from the outside world. Then this 

means that Ketral can’t pierce the barrier and get her revenge after all, good. I will see 

my Mother, then hunt down Ketral and destroy her. But, why do I have an ¼ shard of the 

Ancient Guardian Jewel of Shadows on my Dragon Head Ring, and an 1/8 shard of the 

jewel, embedded in the palm of my hand? Vahloren thought as he closed his eyes and 

opened up his mind.


Sakura, I have come back to you like I promised. We need to talk, my Lady. 

Allow me to enter your barrier Vahloren thought. He opened his eyes and allowed a hint 

of a smile to form on his face as he saw a portion of the barrier vanish.



Vahloren suddenly turned and looked around him as he sensed Ketral’s 

presence around him. As soon as it appeared, the presence vanished. Vahloren strode 

through the barrier and calmly walked up the path that led to the Village of Shidow, and 

to the only person in the world that he cared about, the only person who’s existence 

meant that he would exist.
Chapter: 3





Sakura felt like her heart would explode. For the most part, 

her Shi’ado senses didn’t detect any trace of Ketral, anywhere. Her senses didn’t detect 

any trace of Ketral’s mind in Vahloren. It was as if Vahloren was himself, powerful in 

every word, and not possessed by Ketral.






Any moment now, he is going to come up that 

mountain path, and when he does; I will hug him. I know he will accept it from me, even 

if he is a full-blooded Shi’ado Sakura thought.







“Are you sure Lord Vahloren is himself and 

not some puppet of Ketral’s?” Daine asked Sakura. Sakura quickly nodded, unable to 

contain her excitement any longer.








“ I think this is a trap. Even if 

Vahloren coincidentally got control of himself before coming here, and is free of Ketral, 

he is still a blood thirsty Demon. We must be cautious” Ulladam’e said, as she walked 

down the stone steps that led to the shrine.









“Mother, I know you don’t 

like Vahloren much, because he kills anyone in his way and the fact that he is a Shi’ado, 

but he is family” Sakura said. Sakura saw her mother sigh, and she groaned inwardly. If 

only my Mother would look past what Vahloren is, and see the beautiful personality 

beneath Sakura thought as she sighed.










Suddenly, Sakura felt 

Vahloren’s demonic aura and gasped as she felt how gigantic it was. With her deeper 

senses, she saw a very thick demonic miasma around them. Then, Vahloren was standing 

in front of them.











Is this 

Vahloren? Sakura thought as she saw Vahloren’s visage. Vahloren was garbed in a silver 

Baruune silk robe, with a black cape. His hair was long and pitch black, with some red 

highlights. His hair was no longer the flame-colored hair that she had remembered. Other 

then that, he looked the same, except for two things. There was a obsidian colored jewel 

on one of his two rings, and an obsidian colored jewel shard embedded in the palm of his 

hand. His body emanated with power. 











One thing did 

strike her as odd though. With her deeper senses, she could see black cloudy wisps 

emanating off the jewel on his ring that was shaped like a Dragon’s Head.












For a 

while, no one spoke. Sakura looked around her and studied each expression of everyone 

around her. Ulladam’e had an expression of pure unadulterated hatred on her face. Daine 

had an expression of profound happiness and bewilderment. Lady Arien had a look of 

love, and yet apprehension. Vahloren, she could sense, was one of mixed feeling. He was 

cold at heart, yet happy and overjoyed to see her, although his expression was one of 

indifference; not seeming to care about anything and anyone except anything that directly 

involved him. Something is odd though, why do I sense an Aldean heart, when I should 

be sensing his Shi’ado heart? Sakura thought as she studied him.

“It is good to see you again, Sakura” Vahloren said simply. At that second when she 

heard him speak, she burst into tears.


“Vahloren, I missed you so much!” Sakura gushed as she rushed over to him and 

hugged him.



“Sakura, stay away from him! I can sense an evil presence in him and 

around him” Lady Arien said as she suddenly unsheathed her katana and pointed it at 

Vahloren.




Sakura stepped back and dove for cover as Lady Arien came 

charging at Vahloren, slashing her katana this way and that. Vahloren brought up his 

clawed hand, and blocked the blade. Upon impacting his hand, Lady Arien’s katana 

broke into pieces.





“Lady Arien, do not think you can kill me. None of the 

craft wielded here can harm me. I could have killed you if I wished. I didn’t, because the 

slumber changed me in many ways that I can’t even comprehend” Vahloren said, coldly.






“Yet, you are a full-blooded Shi’ado, a Demon in 

every sense of the word. Even if you are in control of yourself, darkness or Ketral will 

eventually claim you and you will be a force for darkness. Say what you will to Sakura 

and leave this place” Lady Arien said angrily. White light suddenly appeared and 

emanated around her hands.







Vahloren looked at her, staring at her icily.








“ Very well. Sakura, I have this to 

say. Do not go after Ketral, she is my affair alone. Do not give into your Shi’ado side, if 

you do, you will fall into darkness and become wicked and twisted. I will not allow 

Ketral to harm you ever again. I am going to leave you and hunt her down” Vahloren 

said, turning to leave. Realizing what was about to happen, Daine quickly spoke.









“My Lord, how did you get 

those Ancient Guardian Jewel Shards in your Dragon Head Ring? If you have them, then 

what of Ketral, my Lord?” Daine asked anxiously.










Vahloren looked 

down at the ring in shock. He looked all around him, then at the ring again. Suddenly, the 

jewel shards began to throb.











“ My Lord?”

Daine asked in confusion as he saw Vahloren clench his teeth together in pain.












“Ketral 

is here. Sakura, run away now, while you still can!” Vahloren said through clenched 

teeth. Pain coursed throughout his entire body, the pain, emanating from the jewel shard. 

Darkness came to him. He closed his eyes, and fell into oblivion.
A Few Seconds Later

Sakura stepped back in shock as Vahloren’s eyes suddenly opened. Vahloren’s eyes were 

blood red. A black aura surrounded him. Dark clouds formed and covered the entire 

horizon. The demonic miasma grew even more thick and potent around them.


A dark cloudy wisp formed on Vahloren’s Dragon Head ring. It enveloped the 

ring, then flew next to Vahloren. It billowed and formed into a dark silhouette, which in 

turn, transformed into dark haired women, garbed in black Dragon-scale armor.



“Ketral!?” Sakura said in surprise. She looked at Vahloren and saw him 

watching her, staring at her coldly.




“ Ketral, why are you here? Answer me now, or I will be forced to 

destroy you” Lady Arien said as she raised her hand towards Ketral. Ketral sneered at her 

in contempt.





“Lady Arien, don’t even try to conceive that you can 

destroy me. I’ve moved far beyond that in existence. I came here on the wishes of 

Draconis. You will die, Lady Arien. So will you, the wench who spawned the half-breed 

child” Ketral rasped, looking at Lady Arien and Ulladam’e in turn.






“Vahloren, you will deal with Sakura, Daine and 

Lady Arien. Kill Lady Arien, but you cannot kill Sakura. Ulladam’e is my concern” 

Ketral said.








“As you wish, my Lady” Vahloren 

rasped unemotionally, coldly. Daine unsheathed his katana and faced his master. Master, 

I will release you from Ketral, one way or another Daine thought. Vahloren extended his 

claws and was soon upon them. The battle had begun.
Chapter: 4









Ulladam’e ran as fast as she 

could. Behind her, she could hear Ketral’s wicked laughter.










“Ulladam’e, you can’t 

escape me. Turn around and face me, so you will have honor in the end. Draconis would 

have liked it that way” said Ketral’s voice, coming from nowhere and everywhere.











As Ulladam’e 

reached a cliff, she stopped, turned around and waited for her assailant. Why does 

Draconis want me dead? Ulladam’e thought. She thought about it for a second, then it 

dawned on her.












Draconis 

wants me dead, because I’m interfering with the development of his daughter. A few years ago, 

Sakura said she was hearing a voice in her head, a voice that was hers, but not. I had prayed 

about it and the voice grew quiet, to where it was barely audible in her mind. That voice is 

Sakura’s Shi’ado side, which is slowly emerging. Draconis wants Sakura to be controlled by her 

Shi’ado side Ulladam’e thought.



“Very good Ulladam’e, that is exactly why Draconis wants you dead. I am 

happy to oblige him, to cause Sakura so much pain and suffering. Now, it’s time for you 

to die!” Ketral rasped as she calmly walked up to Ulladam’e and pointed to a nearby tree. 

Ulladam’e turned to the tree, and saw it spontaneously shrivel up and die.




Ulladam’e turned to face Ketral, knowing her fate was near. 

Goodbye, my loving daughter Ulladam’e thought, then suddenly felt pain coursing 

through her brain. She clutched her head in agony, lost her balance, and fell off the cliff.





Ketral watched her handiwork, and saw Ulladam’e’s body 

impact the plains below, her body splattering upon impacting the ground. That was easy, 

now for Lady Arien. Maybe I  might just accidentally kill Sakura, Ketral thought as she 

walked back towards the village entrance and the battle being waged there.
A Few Minutes Later







Lady Arien dodged the four energy blasts 

that had lanced directly towards her. Vahloren calmly pointed his claws at her, and flexed 

his wrist. Ten dart-like nails flew directly towards her. She immediately closed her eyes, 

and concentrated. Then, she opened her eyes and watched as the nails bounced off of the 

barrier she had created around her.








She charged Vahloren, raised her 

hand, and shot a beam of spiritual power at him. The beam lanced out and struck 

Vahloren’s chest, just before he could dodge. Vahloren shrieked in pain as the beam tore 

a circular whole in his chest, the size of a fist. It’s a good thing you’re possessed, 

Vahloren, otherwise fighting you would be the death of me Arien thought.









Vahloren raised his hand, 

palm pointed directly at Lady Arien.











“Die” 

Vahloren said, coldly. Blue energy pulsed in his mouth-like appendage. The energy 

formed into a ball, growing bigger and bigger with each passing moment. Then, the ball 

of energy shot out, lancing towards Arien. Vahloren shot another and another in rapid 

secession.

Lady Arien ducked and dodged one, but another and another hit her barrier. I can’t keep 

this barrier up for long, not against what Vahloren is sending after me . If this was him, 

this would be barely starting. I’ve at least got us away from the village. Sakura’s care is 

now in the hands of Daine Lady Arien thought as she dodged yet another energy ball.


Vahloren raised his hand and closed his eyes, concentrating on one of his claws.



“ Dirge” Vahloren said as he opened his eyes. He looked down and saw 

one of his claws extend and expand until it was the size of a two-handed long sword. The 

claw broke off and fell into his grasp. He grasped it, and moved in a blur of motion, 

charging at Lady Arien.




Lady Arien turned around and saw that Vahloren was no longer 

there. Realizing what Vahloren was about to do, Lady Arien jumped back, barely 

avoiding a slash that was meant to cleave her in two. Vahloren is very fast, too fast. If I 

can distract him, I will be able to slow him down Arien thought.





“Vahloren, stop. I know you can hear me from inside there. 

I know you love me and would not intentionally try to kill me. Gain control of your body, 

so we can kill Ketral” Arien said as she stood still. Vahloren suddenly appeared in front 

of her, no longer moving at lightning speed.






“Why should I stop, killing a wench and a traitor 

like you is what my Mistress had told me to do. Now, die” Vahloren said coldly. The, he 

flicked his wrist in her direction.







Lady Arien screamed as she felt incredible 

pain throughout her body. She clutched her head in agony, and fell to the ground, dead.
A Few Seconds Later








Sakura watched as Lady Arien fell to 

the ground. She stiffened as she felt Lady Arien die. She stared at Arien’s corpse and saw 

Vahloren slowly turn and start walking off. Something inside her clicked. Her body 

started to throb as she grew angry. Her nails grew long and her hands grew into claws. 

Her eyes changed color, from her yellow  Shi’ado eyes, to blood red eyes. A red demonic 

aura surrounded her.









“Bane, come to me” Sakura 

rasped. She closed her eyes and concentrated. With her enhanced hearing, she could hear 

Bane whizzing through the foliage, heading right at her. She brought her hand up, and 

grasped Bane in a firm grip.










“Vahloren, you will 

pay for killing my friend! I don’t care if you are possessed by Ketral and are under the 

influence of the Shadow Ancient Guardian jewel. I will kill you if I can” Sakura snarled. 

Bane glowed with pulsating yellow light.











Vahloren 

turned in her direction and sneered in contempt.

“You seek to challenge me, young Princess. You are a half-bred, nothing more. My 

Mistress told me not to kill you. I will obey” Vahloren said unemotionally.


“I am not a mere half-breed. I am Lady Valerian of the House of Durnmal. The 

Sakura you know isn’t here, I am, her Shi’ado side. I am now in control of her body, my 

rightful body, and it is me who you are facing” Valerian said as she glared at him.



“So, the Shi’ado side has emerged, Draconis will be pleased” Ketral said, 

from behind Valerian. Valerian whirled around, and snarled at Ketral.




“Lady Ketral, I thank you for allowing me to emerge. Leave now, 

or I will kill you and take your jewel” Valerian said, coldly.





“For a Shi’ado Lady, you are naïve. You are still a half-

breed, remember that. I would destroy you, or absorb you into me, but your Father 

wouldn’t allow me” Ketral said, vanishing in a plume of smoke.






Valerian turned and faced Vahloren.







“Now, you will die” Valerian snarled as she 

moved at lightning speed, charging Vahloren and swinging Bane.
Chapter: 5








Gabriel calmly watched all that was 

transpiring around him. He looked at Valerian and watched as both she and Vahloren, 

attacked and blocked each other’s attacks. Each drew back and attacked each other again, 

repeatedly, both being each other’s equal in combat. He stared at them, deep in thought.









Priestess Ulladam’e and lady 

Arien are both dead. They died as they were suppose to. All these events have transpired 

accordingly to the will of God, except for one thing. Valerian isn’t suppose to have 

emerged yet. Ketral somehow changed the timeline enough to where Valerian could 

emerge. This is not suppose to be, so I can act. I will purify Sakura and brand her with 

the symbol of the new covenant with God. Then, she will help Vahloren see the light, so 

he can escape Ketral’s hold over him Gabriel thought as he moved into the battle.
A Few Seconds Later










Sakura tried her best 

to scream, but couldn’t. She struggled and struggled, trying to defeat the powerful 

personality that was her Shi’ado side, in which controlled her body.











Damn, I must 

break free before the possessed Vahloren kills me. The only reason Valerian has 

survived, is because she is wielding Bane. If I can break her control of my body, I vow 

never to use my Shi’ado abilities again, and I will hunt Ketral down on my own spiritual 

power and Aldean abilities; destroying her for killing my Mother and Lady Arien Sakura 

thought.












Out of 

the corner of her eye, she saw Gabriel Argadon, garbed from head to toe in silver armor. 

Gabriel, I can’t believe you are here! Sakura thought as she saw him walk directly up to 

her body and touch her chest, right above her heart. Valerian can’t see him, maybe he is 

trying to rescue me Sakura thought hopefully.

Gabriel closed his eyes, and concentrated. White light emanated of his body and swirled 

around him. Suddenly, a beam of Holy Power shot out of Gabriel’s hand and went into 

her body, coursing throughout her entire body.


“I give you strength and the power to fight evil. You have been called, you have 

been branded, as long as the brand remains; you will not be able to use your Shi’ado 

abilities or succumb to your Shi’ado side and evil” Gabriel said, vanishing in a burst of 

light, right in front of her.



Sakura closed her eyes, and opened them. She found she could move her 

body again. Valerian was silent once more.




Sakura suddenly realized how heavy Bane was, and dropped it, she 

then turned to face Vahloren. Vahloren looked her once over, then charged, bringing his 

two-handed sword down in a vertical slash.





“Vahloren, don’t!” Fight Ketral’s grasp, please fight it!” 

Sakura screamed as the blade came down upon her. She brought her right hand up to 

ward off the blow that would sever her head from her shoulders.







Suddenly, a beam of white energy shot out 

of the palm of her hand, and hit Vahloren squarely on his upside down yellow triangular 

tattoo-like symbol. Vahloren stepped back, doubling over in agony








Sakura watched in fascination as 

Vahloren’s eyes grew less full, less stormy. The tattoo-like symbol began to throb. The 

evil aura around him became less and less black with each throb of his tattoo.









Sakura looked down at her 

palm in surprise. A gold symbol-like tattoo was on the palm of her hand, covering up the 

mouth-like appendage. The symbol had a Cross, within a upside down triangle, within a 

circle.










This is the brand that 

will protect me from my Shi’ado side and not allow me to use my Shi’ado abilities, huh. 

This brand does however, give me the ability to defeat evil by infusing me with spiritual 

power and some Holy power. Gabriel can’t really interfere with what is happening, but 

he has shown me he loves me and that he is watching over me Sakura thought as she 

slowly studied the intricate design of her tattoo-like symbol.











“Sakura” 

Vahloren mouthed as he got up from where he was bent over. I can think again, Ketral’s 

hold over me is weakening Vahloren thought as his body turned to face Sakura.

Sakura reached into the folds of her dress, and pulled out two daggers. Vahloren charged 

Sakura, and swung his sword down in a horizontal slash. Sakura ducked, rolled and threw 

one of  her daggers at Vahloren.


Vahloren brought his sword up and easily deflected the dagger. Speechless, 

Sakura threw the other dagger and ran as fact as she could, up towards the castle, towards 

safety. 



Sakura could hear Vahloren’s breathing behind her. She didn’t see where 

her foot was trotting, and tripped over a root. Sakura fell to the ground, then quickly 

scrambled to her feet and ran even faster.




“Sakura, stop running and face your death like Arien did” 

Vahloren’s cold voice said from right beside her. Sakura turned her head, and saw 

Vahloren moving so quickly that he seemed to be floating just above the ground.





Sakura suddenly stopped, and faced her adversary. 

Vahloren, caught of guard, stopped a few feet away.






“ Vahloren, please break away from Ketral’s grasp. 

I have the power now to destroy you if necessary, but I don’t want to” Sakura said as she 

sighed.







Vahloren looked at her, and sneered. Sakura 

calmly looked into his eyes, and saw that they were no longer blood red, the eyes of an 

angry Demon. Instead, they were yellow, the eyes of a Shi’ado. Vahloren’s demonic aura 

was no longer black, it was red. Is Vahloren himself? Sakura thought.








Suddenly, Vahloren’s body throbbed 

once more, then stopped. He looked around him, perplexed. He then stared at Sakura, and 

at the sword in his hand. I’m free Vahloren thought as he looked down at his claws. 

Acting on instinct, he turned around and threw the sword into the nearby foliage.
Chapter:6









Sakura looked at Vahloren, 

not believing her eyes at his sudden transformation. I can’t sense any evil in him, even the 

dark clouds and the demonic miasma are gone! This means that Vahloren is finally free! 

Sakura thought as she rushed over to embrace Vahloren. Tears streamed down her 

cheeks.










Vahloren turned to 

Sakura, and felt the Guardian jewel throb.











“Kill Sakura” 

Ketral’s voice said in his mind. Vahloren felt portions of his mind weaken as his body 

tried to obey Ketral’s orders. Vahloren acted without thinking and brought his arm to his 

face and sank his fangs into his arm. He bit down hard and felt blood and bone. He 

yanked as hard as he could and tore his clawed hand that contained the jewel, right off.












The 

clawed hand fell to the ground, each claw extending. Vahloren held what was left of his 

arm, which was nothing more than a bloody stump. Vahloren stared at it, silently giving 

the flesh commands.

Suddenly, his flesh quivered around the stump, forming into a ball, then reformed into a 

clawed hand and arm. Vahloren flexed his wrist of his new arm, then sneered at his 

discarded arm that laid on the ground below him.


The arm quivered once, then the flesh fell off the arm, exposing bone, and the 1/8 

shard of the Ancient Guardian Jewel of Shadows. Vahloren flicked his wrist. The power 

ring that was still attached to the discarded arm, rose up off the claw and flew into his 

grasp.



Vahloren looked at the power ring in the palm of his hand, studying the 

intricate designs on the ring. He then focused his gaze on Sakura, who was sitting on the 

ground, shaking and crying.




“Sakura, I know you want nothing to do with me, I respect that. 

We all fell into Ketral’s trap, a trap to bring your Shi’ado side out prematurely. The trap 

was also set to harm me, and it did. What is left of my Aldean heart is dead. I live now, 

only to have my vengeance on Ketral. You cam have my power ring, it will enable you to 

wield Bane without waking up your Shi’ado side” said Vahloren as he tossed the ring to 

Sakura.





The ring flew into the air, and landed in Sakura’s 

outstretched hand. Sakura watched through eyes full of tears as Vahloren walked away, 

walking out of her life.






Vahloren, don’t leave me, I forgive you, I love you! 

she thought as Vahloren vanished out of her sight.








She clutched Vahloren’s power ring, 

as if she was afraid to lose it. Suddenly, she saw the obsidian colored jewel shard 

pulsating. A black aura surrounded it. Even from where she was, she could feel the evil in 

the shard. She got up and bent down to study it in further detail, when she heard Daine 

speak.









“Don’t touch the jewel, even 

you could be corrupted by it’s power. It is my Master’s, and I will deliver it to him, so he 

can defeat Ketral at her level of power and sorcery.” Daine said as he suddenly appeared 

before her. He reached down and touched the jewel.










There was a flash of 

blue light as Daine touched it. At that split second, time was still. Then, Daine picked it 

up, and put it in his Shi’ado-hide pouch.











“How is that 

possible? You’re a Demon, yet you used Holy power to combat the jewel shard’s affects, 

so you could put it in your Shi’ado-hide pouch, which negates the power of the jewel?” 

Sakura asked. Daine got up from where he was and turned in the direction that his Master 

had left.












“Simple, 

Sakura. I am one of the Ancient Demons of this planet, one of the original five Angels who 

turned their back on both God and Satan. I am a servant of the Most High God now, sent to make 

sure Vahloren doesn’t threaten the timeline or become woefully evil. Once Vahloren has ¼ of 

the Ancient Guardian Jewel of Shadows, he won’t be corrupted by it’s evil, mainly because his 

Demon heart has been taken by Ketral, and is being used for her purposes. Vahloren has a 

Aldean heart now, and full of emotions he doesn’t like or want. Vahloren is neither good nor 

evil. He will be able to harness the power of the jewel somehow, and destroy Ketral and the 

minions of evil. It is best that you stay in the Village of Shidow and learn to control your 

newfound abilities. At the right time, someone will come for you and journey with you on a 

quest to defeat Ketral, both you and Vahloren are the only people in this world who can destroy 

Ketral, that is your destiny; to be the Hero of Aldea” Daine said as he headed in the direction that 

his Master had left.



Sakura looked down at the power ring. Mother, Lady Arien, you won’t die 

in vain. I promise that I will avenge you both and save this world Sakura thought as she 

squeezed the Power Ring with all her might. She turned to face the cliff, and looked up at 

the crimson sunset.

The End
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Carlkaveria Continent, Dark Citadel of Kuras; Year: 3741 B.C.

  Lady Ketral, Sorceress of Shadows, stared into her crystal ball, and peered at Vahloren. 

She stared even harder, searching the dark plains that were around him. What she saw, 

kindled her anger.


Billions upon billions of Shi’ado Guardsmen, garbed in white armor, marched in 

formation. She peered deeper into the crystal ball, searching for Vahloren’s two Ancient 

Guardian Jewel shards. Suddenly, Vahloren looked up and stared up, staring into her 

eyes. He can perceive me she thought, panicked. She quickly brought her hands up from 

the crystal ball, and the apparitions abruptly ceased.

                                 Damn you, Vahloren. You must be extremely arrogant if  you are 

marshalling your forces and plan to invade my domain! How dare you defy me! I will 

send my forces after you, take your jewel shards and then I will destroy you, Ketral 

thought, clenching her fist in anger.




“ I don’t think that’s wise, my Lady. I know Vahloren, because I 

am a part of him, the only part that is missing; which is why he hasn’t gone after you yet. 

Your plan won’t work, because Vahloren himself could just as easily destroy your forces 

without even trying” said a cold voice behind her. Ketral sighed and turned around to 

face her consort and minion.





“What would I do, Erasta?” Ketral rasped. Erasta stepped 

out of the shadows, and into the torchlight. He stood  seven feet tall, had long reddish 

hair, an upside down yellowish triangle tattoo-like symbol, yellow eyes; claw-like hands 

and was in a silver Baruune silk robe. He mirrored Vahloren exactly, except for one 

thing. On the upside down triangle tattoo, was an upside down black cross tattoo-like 

symbol. This was Vahloren’s third clone, created by Ketral’s dark magic and the still 

beating Demon heart that was Vahloren’s, and some bone and skin; so he would be 

almost be like Vahloren and not some vain construct like Myuod’va and Nulirertusal.






Erasta moved by her side, and allowed his finger to 

play over her lips. Then he leaned down and kissed her, fiercely, passionately. Ketral 

slowly released her grip on his waist and pulled away. 







Erasta looked at her levelly, then spoke.








“Vahloren is practically invincible, 

he’s invulnerable and doesn’t care about anything or anyone. You can’t kill him, because 

he has the jewel shards, plus he’s your Prince. However, an  Ancient Guardian can kill 

him” Erasta said simply.









“What do you mean by that?” 

Ketral asked, curious at what Vahloren’s clone had to say.










“Simple, allow me to 

impersonate Vahloren, which I can do easily, since I am him in a sense. I will attack the 

Paladins Of Light and destroy them, all except their leader; Ayden Argadon. Ayden 

Argadon as you know, is the Ancient Guardian of Strength and Sight. Ayden will think 

Vahloren destroyed his men, and he will go after Vahloren. Hopefully, they will destroy 

each other, and Aldea will be yours to rule. With me at your side, nothing in the universe 

could stand against us” Erasta rasped.











Ketral stared 

at Erasta, deep in thought. Erasta smiled smugly, then looked down at his Mistress’s 

body, lustfully.

“Very well. You may do your scheme as you see fit. If it fails, Erasta, you will die and 

Vahloren will once again have you in him. You will be trapped and  be a part of him once 

more, there you can join Myuod’va and Nulirertusal in eternal darkness” Ketral said 

coldly.


“ I won’t fail” Erasta said coldly as he headed back into the shadows, and towards 

his intended prey.
Chapter 2: Aldea, Relon Continent, Village of Shidow; Year: 3741 B.C.



“Why are you leaving me, Tav? You love me, and I love you! We are 

meant to be!” said the sixteen year-old Sakura, who was garbed in a forest green dress.




Tav Arien held both her hands in his. He leaned down, and kissed 

her.





“ I don’t leave by choice. My destiny is not to be with you, 

even if I have wished to be with you, since I was fourteen” Tav said, with a small; sad 

smile.






Sakura studied him, and noticed for the first time, 

that he looked extremely stunning in body armor, which he had worn since the death of 

his Mother, six years ago.







“Then don’t leave me. Why must you go 

and train to become an Guardian? Isn’t guarding me worth anything to you?” Sakura 

asked indignantly, slapping his hands away from hers.








Tav sighed, then looked around him. 

The wind blew slowly, blowing his long blond hair about. It’s time he thought as he felt 

the Angel’s presence somewhere around them.









“Sakura, I have the chance to 

train and become a new creature in Christ. I will be able to save thousands of people, and 

travel throughout the universes. I will get the chance to meet Demons in combat. Not to 

mention, I will always be able to watch out and protect you. This is what I’ve always 

wanted since I met Gabriel Argadon, all those years ago” Tav said, turning to leave.










Sakura watched 

through tears as she saw the love of her life leaving her, forsaking her and walking out of 

her life.











“It isn’t fair, is 

it, Sakura? Get rid of that brand on your hand and allow me to fully emerge. Then, we 

can have anything we want, and no one in the universe can stop us” Valerian’s voice said 

in her mind.












Life 

isn’t fair, I’ve learned that long ago. I don’t need you to become powerful. All I have to 

do is trust in the Lord and all will be well Sakura thought as she clenched her hand, 

which had the symbol Gabriel had branded into her palm, clenching it into a fist. 

Suddenly, the symbol pulsed, then she felt and heard Valerian’s voice become silent.
Chapter 3: Aldea, Carlkaveria Continent, Peldu Fields; Year: 3741 B.C.

Captain Tresian, garbed head to toe in armor, stood on a cliff, overlooking his men 

below. All was quiet, the wind barely blew. Even the Paladin’s Pegasus seemed nervous 

about the lack of breeze. Though Ayden Argadon was gone, Tresian could feel his 

presence somewhere. Ayden, Tresian and 84 of the best Paladins of this continent were 

the last vestiges of light and good on the continent. They were the Paladins of Light, and 

because they served the Most High God, the people of the continent considered them 

rogues and outcasts.


Captain Tresian looked up at the night sky, and saw dark clouds covering the 

entire horizon, obscuring the starlight. What in God’s name? he thought as he heard the 

wind begin to eerily howl.



He  whirled around and reached for his katana as he heard footsteps 

behind him. Someone  or something was coming in his direction at a casual pace, as if the 

person didn’t care if he was heard. Tresian unsheathed his katana and brought up towards 

the direction of where he heard the footsteps.




A red haired Aldean, dressed in richly liver silk robes, calmly 

walked through the tree line. Tresian glared at the stranger as he noted the stranger’s 

obvious Demon claws and glowing red eyes. On the stranger’s forehead, was an upside 

down yellow triangular tattoo-like symbol. In the triangle, was an upside down black-

colored Cross.





“Demon, prepare to die” Tresian shouted as he charged the 

Demon, raising his sword in a slash that would cut the Demon in half. Erasta looked 

uninterested as he saw the Paladin of light charging at him.






“Die” Erasta said coldly as he raised his hand, claws 

extended at the Paladin. He grinned smugly, then flexed his wrist. Suddenly, a claw 

extended and expanded, lancing towards Tresian very quickly a it grew.







Tresian tried to bring his katana up to block 

the attack, but was a little too late. He screamed as the claw turned long sword, tore 

through his armor, into his heart and out through his back. He looked down as the claw 

turned long sword withdrew slowly from his wound, the gaping whole where his heart 

once was. He looked at the wound for one split second, then fell to the ground, dead.








Erasta flexed his wrist as he retracted 

the claw. The claw slowly metamorphosed until it was back to normal. He then turned his 

attention on the 84 Paladins below him.









He closed his eyes, and 

focused with the back of his mind, on the palm of his hand. He opened his eyes and 

pointed his palm at the Paladins down below him. His palm quivered like jelly. A mouth-

like appendage formed on his palm.










The mouth-like 

appendage opened, purple light pulsated in the appendage, forming into a small ball of 

condensed energy. Erasta concentrated with the back of his mind on the condensed ball 

of energy. The energy ball grew bigger and bigger, until it was half the size of Erasta.











“Die” Erasta 

said coldly, as he shot the ball of energy at the Paladins below him. The Paladins never 

saw it coming. Erasta watched with pleasure as he saw the energy ball impact the ground 

in the middle of the congregated Paladins. All was silent.












The 

Paladins looked at each other in puzzlement. Then, the ground erupted in an ever –

expanding fireball of blue flame. The fire engulfed the Paladins, Pegasus, and all around. 

A charred crater was all that remained of the Paladins of Light. 

Erasta calmly watched as the flames around the crater died down. The easy part is over, 

now to deal with Ayden Argadon Erasta thought as he flexed his wrist and felt the mouth-

like appendage close in his palm.


Suddenly, Erasta felt a powerful Holy Aura, heading in his direction. The trap has 

been set, my Mistress Erasta thought as he turned to face the direction where he senses 

the aura.
Chapter: 4



Ayden Argadon slowly made his way along the dirt path to Peldu Fields. 

Dark clouds covered the entire horizon. Ayden stiffened as he smelled smoke and burned 

flesh where his men were encamped. Then, he felt a powerful demonic aura ahead of 

him. Ayden closed his eyes and opened up his telepathic senses.




All he saw, was a charred crater where his men had encamped. 

Ayden opened his eyes, and turned to face the direction the demonic aura was coming 

from. Time to grieve would come later, but vengeance would be swift Ayden thought as 

he unsheathed his two-handed long sword. He grasped the sword in both hands, and 

peered in the direction of the demonic aura. The demonic aura was coming from the 

nearby forest.





Ayden allowed his left hand to drop fro his sword’s handle 

and stretched it. He then closed his eyes and concentrated with his mind on seeing the life 

force within the forest, to perceive his enemy.






The forest was a myriad of green auras, life force 

flowing through every tree, animal and leaf. A red demonic aura, tinged with black, 

surrounded a figure, a being in which life force energy became warped, due to the evil of 

the Demon’s heart.







Ayden suddenly opened his eyes as he felt 

and saw the Demon come out of the forest, and head in his direction. Ayden felt the trees 

shrivel up and die as the Demon made his way through the forest, closer to him with each 

second that passed.








A red haired Aldean, with claw-like 

hands and an upside down yellowish triangle tattoo-like symbol, with an upside down 

black-colored Cross, centralized in the symbol that was centered on his forehead. The 

figure was garbed in a rich silver silk robe. The figure’s eyes glowed blood red. A 

reddish-black aura surrounded the Demon.









“Who are you, and why did 

you slaughter my men?” Ayden demanded. The Demon curled his lip and then flexed one 

of his claws. Whomever this Demon is, he’s extremely arrogant. His power level is 

beyond any Demon I’ve ever faced or seen. Could he be Vahloren, the one my Uncle told 

me about? Ayden thought as he pointed his long sword at his opponent.











“ As you 

ascertained, I am Lord Vahloren, the Shi’ado Prince, and servant of darkness” a cold 

male’s voice said in Ayden’s mind. Ayden looked at the Demon in surprise.












“Yes, I 

can read your pathetic mind. Even before you ask me if I slaughtered your men, the 

answer is yes. I killed them, because they were in my way. Don’t even think about 

attacking me, Ancient Guardian, because I can destroy you before you can get your 

revenge” the Demon said coldly.

“ If you can read my mind, then you know you are about to die” Ayden said as he 

released one hand from his sword’s handle, and pointed it at the Demon. White light 

appeared and formed around Ayden’s hand. The Demon looked at him, uninterested.


Time to avenge my men, Ayden thought as he gripped his sword with both hands, 

while the white light continued to pulse around his right hand. Brown-white light 

suddenly appeared, and pulsed around his two-handed long sword. Ayden took one look 

at the Demon, the swung his sword in a horizontal slash.



Suddenly, arcs of white energy shot out of the sword, and lanced towards 

the Demon. Rocks and boulders hurled themselves out of the ground, and flung 

themselves in the air, straight at the Demon.




Erasta watched as the arcs of energy, and hundreds of boulders fly 

at him from dozens of directions. I can’t use a barrier for long against these attacks. 

Even if I evade these attacks, the Ancient Guardian will continue to attack me. Absorbing 

his attacks won’t work well, at least not on all of his attacks. There is only one course of 

action that I have to take if I want to survive, even if it might destroy my Mistress’s 

scheme; oh well Erasta thought as he pointed his palm, mouth-like appendage open, at 

Ayden.





“Angelic Execution” Erasta shouted. Suddenly, a red-silver 

beam of destructive energy shot out of his appendage, and headed towards Ayden. The 

beam passed through the boulders and arcs of energy. The arcs of energy bounced off of 

the beam, ricocheting off into the night. The boulders disintegrated as the beam passed 

through them.






Ayden had only time to prepare himself for the 

brunt of the blast. Then, the beam struck him, tearing right through is armor and through 

his chest, coming out his back. Blood gushed out of his chest wound. Ayden grimaced as 

he fell back, blood rushing into his mouth. The world reeled around him. Ayden closed 

his eyes, and focused on healing his wounds.







Erasta looked down at the wounded 

Guardian, and sneered in contempt. I should destroy him. I almost did with my attack that 

so mirrors Vahloren’s Dragon Blast. If I can kill him now, he won’t be a threat to 

Ketral’s power. If her scheme works, Ayden will still be a threat, but so will Vahloren. I 

know Vahloren enough to know that he is powerful enough to destroy Ketral and that no 

one who stands in his way survives Erasta thought as he slowly made is way towards 

Ayden.
A Few Seconds Later









Ayden felt nothing, only his 

heart, which was beating slowly, like a whisper. The pain from the wound was gone. All 

around him was darkness. Ayden floated in the void. Where am I, am I dead? Ayden 

thought.










Suddenly, there was a 

blinding flash of light. Ayden shielded his eyes instinctively. Then, he heard a women’s 

voice singing, somewhere nearby.

Ayden opened his eyes, and found himself in the middle of a forest clearing. He looked 

up at the sky, and saw a blue sun and nine moons, each with their own atmospheres. I am 

on Aldea, but where? Ayden thought as he looked around him.


He could hear birds chirping and yet, still hear the women’s voice continue to 

sing. Curious, he slowly walked  in the direction of the women’s voice. He walked for 

what seemed like hours, before he found himself in another forest clearing.



He looked around him, and saw the most beautiful women he had ever 

seen, past, present and future. The women had blond hair, pointed ears and had cobalt-

blue eyes. She was garbed in white. White light emanated off her being.




The women was strumming on a lute, and was singing softly to 

herself. Ayden stared at her, and noted a blue aura was around the women. Finally, after 

what seemed like minutes, Ayden spoke.





“Who are you, where am I?” Ayden asked. Without 

looking up, the women responded.






“ My name is Corida. You are in an illusionary 

world, created by your Ancient Guardian Jewel. You were almost on the brink of death, 

when your jewel revived you. I am here, to consul you and guide you to victory against 

this Demon, because your Uncle doesn’t want you to die” Corida said in a soft, fluid-like 

voice.







“So, in other words, you are a Guardian, 

who knows my Uncle. If my soul is in my jewel, then it means that I’m unconscious and 

the Demon is about to destroy me. Tell me how to defeat Vahloren” Ayden demanded.








“Simple, use your instincts. Kill this 

Demon as you would any other Demon. You must awaken now, and fight this evil” 

Corida said as she got up and moved towards him. Ayden stared into her blue eyes, and 

saw a brilliant starscape.










Corida smiled at him, 

then leaned over and kissed him on the lips.











“Do not allow 

this Demon to destroy you. He isn’t the real Vahloren, you know. The real Vahloren is 

much more powerful. You are fighting a creation of Ketral’s dark sorcery. Remember 

that” Corida said as she snapped her fingers.












Suddenly, there was a blinding flash of light. Ayden closed his eyes, then slowly 

opened them. He found himself by the road, facing the Demon that almost destroyed him.



Ayden looked down at himself and noticed that his wound was gone. He 

then looked at the Demon, and smirked. The Demon stared at him, icily. Ayden smiled 

and made a grasping motion with his hand.




Ayden’s two-handed long sword shot out of the ground where 

Ayden had left it, a couple of yards away, and flew into his grasp.





“Impressive, Paladin. I see that you healed yourself. It 

doesn’t matter though, because all I have to do is shoot you again with my Angelic 

Execution, and you will perish. I see that your powerful Holy Aura has diminished 

considerably, as if I destroyed many of your universal counterparts” the Demon said as 

he flexed his claws.






“That may be true, but one thing is clear. If you 

were truly Vahloren, you would have destroyed me by now. You are evil and thus, I will 

exterminate you, Demon!” Ayden shouted as he swung his sword and charged the 

Demon, moving with lightning speed.







The Demon gave a feral grin, and matched 

his speed. Ayden swung his sword at the same time that the demon brought up his hand, 

pointing his mouth-like appendage right at him. Both of them stared at each other, both 

stood unmoving from their positions. Finally, the Demon spoke.








“Go ahead, make your move” the 

Demon said coldly. Ayden stared at the mouth-like appendage, and saw the silver light 

pulsating within the mouth. Ayden stared into the Demon’s eyes and saw hatred, and a 

deep loathing. I know what I must do now, but it will wound me considerably. If I live, I 

will go see Sakura and seek an alliance with her to destroy Ketral Ayden thought as he 

brought both hands and arms into a full swing, driving the sword into the Demon.
Chapter: 5









“ Angelic Execution” Erasta 

rasped, just as Ayden brought his sword into a full swing. A beam of red-silver energy 

shot out of the mouth-like appendage, and tore through Ayden’s abdomen, just as 

Ayden’s sword stabbed deep into Erasta’s chest.










Erasta screamed, 

energy shooting out of him in every direction. He looked at Ayden in disbelief, then 

vanished in a plume of smoke. Ayden fell to the ground, blood splattering everywhere.











Ayden looked 

around him at the stained field. The Demon had escaped, but would not life long, due to 

the Baruune toxin that coated his sword, which poisoned the Demon who had destroyed 

his men. Vahloren would die, and Ayden would get his vengeance.












Damn 

Vahloren! He used his Angelic Execution on my and destroyed all of my counterparts. I 

am the only one left, out of all the universes. After I die, I will be universally dead, just as 

Gabriel once was. Who will defeat Ketral after I die? Ayden thought as darkness crept 

over his vision.

White light appeared in the corner of his eyes. Perplexed, Ayden turned his head, and saw 

a women with blond hair, riding a Pegasus. Corida? Ayden thought as darkness 

continued to creep over his vision.


Ayden watched as Corida dismounted and sat by his side. Ayden watched as she 

slowly stroked his head.



“ I can’t allow you to die, Ayden. Your work isn’t finished yet. Close your 

eyes, and dream. All will be well, all will be fulfilled as the Lord intended” Corida said in 

a melodious, yet silky voice. Ayden smiled up at her, and grasped her hand. He slowly 

closed his eyes, and dreamed of the beautiful women who had saved him, an Angel of the 

Most High God’s.
The End
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Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Village of Shidow; Year: 3741 B.C.

Sakura stood in a long green grassy field. Around her, flowers bloomed in an array of 

beautiful colors. The blue sun shown high above her, the wind softly blew, teasingly.
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Sakura

              It had been a few days since Tav had left her. She missed him everyday. Ketral 

was still out there, somewhere. She hadn’t seen Vahloren since Ketral possessed him, six 

years ago. She had heard rumors that a powerful Shi’ado Lord had appeared on the 

Carlkaveria Continent, slaughtering anyone who was in his path. Then again, that was 

typical of Vahloren she thought.



Suddenly, her spiritual senses tingled. What the… she thought as she 

moved her attention in the direction of where her spiritual powers sensed something. 

What she saw, surprised and shocked her.




A Pegasus flew towards her. Riding the Pegasus, was a blond 

haired women, garbed in white. White light emanated of her clothing. Holding onto the 

women, was a Paladin, unconscious, garbed in silver battle-scarred  armor; and had 

shoulder length blond hair. Sakura stared at them both, staring at the women in shock.





That can’t be… I saw her die, at the hands of Vahloren. 

Lady Arien should be dead! Sakura thought as she saw the Pegasus land, and saw Lady 

Arien dismount, and carefully lay the unconscious rider on the grass.






Sakura calmed herself, and slowly approached 

them. The Pegasus neighed and Lady Arien turned in her direction.







“ Ah, Lady Sakura of the House of Durnmal, 

it is good to see you again” Lady Arien said with a smile.








“Lady Arien, it’s good to see you as 

well. Although I’m a little freaked out at seeing you. I saw you die. To this world, to your 

son and to me, you are dead!” Sakura said, shaking.









“Even in death, there is life. I 

physically died, and was spiritually reborn. I am an Angel now, more importantly, I am 

an Guardian” stated Arien.










“So, why are you 

here?” Sakura asked flatly. Lady Arien sat by the Paladin, and laid his head on her lap. 

Then she slowly stroked his head and played with his hair.











“ I am here to 

have you heal this Paladin, and exact your vengeance on Ketral. Gabriel has told me to 

tell you it is time for you to start your journey to defeat Ketral and her evil. The brand on 

the palm of your hand is fading, and will fade to nothing pretty soon. Then, your Shi’ado 

side will be unleashed, and it may take control of you again” Lady Arien said slowly as 

she got up, cautiously laying Ayden’s head down on the grass, and then mounted onto the 

Pegasus.












Sakura 

looked down at the Paladin, and noted that he was very handsome, even more handsome 

than Tav. She slowly thought it over, then spoke.

“ I don’t know about this, this may take some time. Even after I heal this Paladin, I still 

may be uncertain about going after Ketral. Who is this Paladin anyways, what is his 

story?” Sakura asked.


“ His name is Ayden Argadon. He is the Ancient Guardian of Strength and Sight. 

A day ago, his men, The Paladins of Light were slaughtered by one of Ketral’s 

henchmen, Erasta; the third clone of Vahloren. Ayden battled Erasta, mortally wounding 

him, and getting wounded in the process. I must warn you though, Ayden thinks that it 

was Vahloren who slaughtered his men. Talk with Ayden, and persuade him that it 

wasn’t Vahloren, but one of Ketral’s henchmen. After that, Ayden will gladly team up 

with you in hunting Ketral down” said Lady Arien.



“Healing the Paladin’s injuries is one thing. Going after Ketral is another. 

These past few years, I’ve trained as a Warrior and also as a Priestess. I know that God is 

with me, guiding me in every day of my life. Isn’t Vahloren’s destiny to kill Ketral?” 

Sakura asked.




“ Yes and no. You are a person of destiny. What ever happens to 

you, or what you do, will affect the timeline and all of Creation. It is both your destiny, 

and Vahloren’s destiny to destroy Ketral. Remember, God is with you, even in the 

darkness” Arien said, vanishing with the Pegasus, in a burst of light.





Sakura looked down at the Paladin, and knew what she had 

to do. Wasting no time, she used her Power Ring heightened strength, and picked up 

Ayden, as if he weighed no more than a rag doll. With her quickened speed, Sakura ran to 

her village in a blur of motion, carrying the unconscious Ayden.
A Few Hours Later






Ayden heard voices in the darkness. He tried 

opening his eyes, but his eyes felt that they were as heavy as stone. They refused to open. 

He tried to move, but couldn’t even budge. What is happening? he thought. Then, he 

heard women’s voices all around him.







“He’s waking up, my Lady” a soft women’s 

voice said behind him.








“Good, that healing spell worked. He 

will come to in a few hours, and be all right to be moved. My spell has not only healed 

him, but also paralyzed him, so he wouldn’t tear open the newly healed wounds” said a 

women’s voice, which sounded absolutely beautiful, yet aristocratic. Great, I’m lying 

down in a bed, surrounded by women. If I am dead, then this must be Heaven, or close to 

it, not that it really matters he thought.










“Sakura, I mean, my 

Lady; what will you do with this Paladin after he awakens?” asked another women, who 

sounded more like a warrior than anything else. Sakura, as in Sakura of the House of 

Durnmal, the women who I have been searching for months? Corida must have dropped 

me off at the fabled Village of Shidow, rumored to have vanished in thin air! Ayden 

thought as he heard the aristocratic voice respond to the warrior’s.











“ He is an 

Ancient Guardian, and might be able to help me kill Ketral, the Sorceress of Shadows. I 

will finally have my vengeance before my Shi’ado side emerges” Sakura said. Ayden 

suddenly felt extremely tired, and allowed unconsciousness to claim him once more.
A Few Days Later

Ayden sat on a stone wall, overlooking a castle and village, down below him. The sky 

was blue, the blue sun, and all nine moons shown clearly in the sky. Scattered clouds 

dotted the horizon. It’s peaceful here, calm and quiet. No evil is here, what so ever. This 

is truly what Aldea should be, Paradise he thought as he stared up into the sky.


Suddenly, he heard footsteps behind him. Ayden instinctively grabbed the handle 

of his katana, then released his grip as he saw Sakura walk towards him, and sit on the 

log next to him.



For a couple of minutes, neither of them spoke. Ayden turned to her, and 

noticed that she was looking at the horizon. Ayden turned his attention on what she was 

looking at, and slowly smiled. A flock of birds flew in formation above them, heading 

south.




“ Your village is beautiful, Lady Sakura” Ayden said as he 

watched the birds soar overhead.





“Thank you. It is protected by a barrier, and is invisible to 

the world around it. We have no stealing or murder here. Every day, we worship and 

glorify the Most High God. He watches over this village, protecting each and everyone of 

us. Aldea would be truly Paradise, if not for Ketral and the Dark Army” Sakura said 

simply. Knowing where this conversation was leading, Ayden spoke.






“ Sakura, I know you seek vengeance on Ketral, for 

the death of your Mother and one of your friends. Gabriel told me that you would be able 

to help me defeat Ketral, when you turn the right o age and become a women. You are a 

Warrior Princess and a Priestess, going on a quest with you would be adventurous and 

rewarding. Gabriel spoke of another, Lord Vahloren; who recently slaughtered my men. I 

won’t rest until he is dead” Ayden said evenly. 








“What did Vahloren look like when 

you faced him?” asked Sakura.









“ He was seven feet tall, was 

in Aldean form, had blood red eyes and red hair. He was garbed in a silver Baruune silk 

robe. He had claws and also had an upside down yellow triangle tattoo-like symbol, with 

an upside down black-colored Cross, centered within the symbol on his forehead. He had 

an charcoal-red demonic aura, and was evil in every sense of the word. Why do you 

ask?” Ayden asked in curiosity. 











“Simple, 

because he wasn’t the real Vahloren. He was one of Vahloren’s clones, created by  Ketral 

to do her bidding” Sakura said slowly.

“Your lying” Ayden said, getting up to leave.



“Ayden, I would never lie, that is a sin and all sins lead to darkness and 

death. The Vahloren I know and have known since I was six years old, isn’t what you 

fought. He isn’t good or evil. He is a full-blooded Shi’ado and doesn’t slaughter people 

without a reason, he is honorable. Ketral tried to deceive you, she is evil, and that is why 

we must defeat her” stated Sakura. Ayden was silent for a few minutes, soaking up the 

information he had just received.





“Sakura, it might take a long time to defeat Ketral. I can’t 

promise what will happen, but we will defeat Ketral together. I would be honored if you 

will go on a quest with me, to the lands of the Dark Army, there, we will defeat Ketral 

and bring her to justice” Ayden said, getting up and kneeling by her side.






Sakura took his hand in hers, and watched as he got 

up. She noted his two swords, and armor, and also how handsome he looked.







“Let’s go” Sakura said. Ayden nodded and 

smiled. Sakura grabbed Bane’s handle, and led the way out of the village, towards the 

lands controlled by Demons and evil. Ayden followed behind her, unsure of the future, 

but knowing that God would guide them.

The End

