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Aereth stood atop the balcony of Tirivian cCastle. Her hands rested along the metal railing as she stareds 

at the city below. It was morning,; and she was going over today’s mission in her head. It would be a 

difficult one, she realized, peaeking over the horizon. 

The forest was full of a lot of dangers. It was necessary to go through it if she wished to reach the 

mountains, where she would hopefully be able to find answers. 

She pursed her lips in thought, brushing her dark hair to the side. Of course, she wouldn’t go alone. Even 

she wouldn’t dare make that journey without her most trusted companions;: her second, Caiden, and 

her longtime friend Argo. 

Caiden was about a year older than Aereth, and he proved to be a strong warrior by himself. She had 

depended on him in battle numerous times. He had never disappointed her, which made him the 

perfect candidate to bring along on this mission. 

Then there was Argo. He was one of the Panthers, the beast warriors who lived in the Glaesia Mountains 

to the north. The circumstance that they met in was an usual one, but Aereth was glad of it. Argo had 

been loyal to her since the beginning, and their relationship was like no other. 

“My lady Aerethiva.” 

Aereth spared the servant a small glance. “General,.” she corrected. She was hardly a lady of the court, 

especially now that she had taken up her new title. 

“Ah, yes, General Aerethiva, my apologies.” He bowed,. “The Queen wishes to see you.” 

“I’ll be right there, thank you.” As the servant exited,; Aereth sighed. This was it. She would now have to 

see the Queen before embarking on her journey, to the mountains. Although she felt confident in her 

abilities,; she would have to put them to the test because this was going to be a real challenge. 

She brushed off her armor, admiring it’s gleam when the sun’s rays touched it. Well, it’s now or never, 

she thought to herself. She turned, making sure to close the curtains behind her as she headed toward 

the throne room. 

The familiarity of the castle brought back memories of her childhood. She had traveled from Tirivia on 

multiple occasions with an array of different people who were companions and friends, but she loved 

her home. Although she was not of royal blood, her family had been with the line of kings for ages. Her 

fFather was the head of the Ccouncil of Advisers, and lived within this large castle with other figures of 

importance and their families. 

She stood tall and proud outside of the throne room. Queen Jerivisal was not a bad qQueen, but she was 

young and still had much to learn. They had actually grown up together, Aereth being only six years her 

elder. Their relationship had changed drastically over the years; Jerivisal was always busy with the 

political matters of her kKingdom, working with politicians and the royal council, while Aereth was off on 
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missions or training with her soldiers. They never had time together any more, though they were once 

like sisters.   

Aereth took a breath, nodding at the two guards who stood on each side of the double doors. They let 

her in with a mere push of their hands. 

“Aereth!” Jerivisal called from her throne. She was awfully pretty, makeup skillfully painted upon her 

face to make her appear older and wiser than she really was. Her dress was a fancy one, made of the 

most expensive silks and garnished with jewels and golden thread. A crown sat upon her forehead, atop 

her chestnut hair. “I’ve been expecting you!” sShe saidys. 

“Your Highness?” Aereth made her way toward the throne, bowing deeply once she was several feet in 

front of the beautiful Queen. “What can I do for you?” 

With a light laugh and a motion for Aereth to rise, she replied, “Oh, you’re always so formal these days. I 

just wanted to see an old friend before she departs. Is that so wrong?” 

“Of course not.,” 

This was how it always was—- when there were no others around, Jerivisal’s bright personality came 

through and she became relaxed. This was the Jerivisal that Aereth knew. 

“So you’re headed off to the Candidas Mountains,” the Queen began, leaning her head against a 

propped- up arm. “It’ll be dangerous, but you’ll have Caiden and Argo with you.” She shifted in her seat. 

“...Aare you sure you don’t want more men? I could send another general or even a Ppanther Rider if 

you want—-” 

“-I’ll be fine,” Aereth assured, a small smile touching her face. She could tell that Jerivisal was worried, 

and although she didn’t want her friend to stress over her departure, the thought was touching. “We 

don’t want to attract too much attention, so a smaller group is better.” 

A sigh escaped the Queen’s lips. “Well, if you’re sure. I trust your expertise. Just come back safely... in 

one piece, preferably?” 

Aereth chuckled. “I’ll do my best.” 

“You’d better. That was an order.” The Queen then dismissed her, waving goodbye with a handkerchief, 

as was custom in Tiruivia. 

 

 

 

 

“I still don’t see how you trust that pidgeon with hooves.” 

Aereth rolled her eyes.:  “Argo, I’d trust Rhihara with my life. She’s been in the family for as long as I can 

remember. Besides, we’ll need her for scouting purposes.” 
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The silver Ppanther snorted, continuing his gruff argument. “There are scouts who exist without wings, 

you know.” 

“And there are scouts who exist with wings.” They soon arrived at the stables, a large complex housing 

all of the royal mounts- —horses and even the rare pegasi. Aereth turned to face the large beast. “Why 

don’t you stay out here?” she inquired., “You don’t particularly like horses and they don’t particularly 

like you.” 

He gave her a devilish smile. “Horses? Nah, horses are fine. And by that, I mean that they taste just 

fine.” 

“You know you’re not supposed eat the royal horses,” she replied with a short laugh. 

“Well, what else can I eat in this blasted city? I’m sick of your livestock. They don’t get enough exercise.” 

It was a good thing that Aereth understood Argo’s sense of humor. She touched his muzzle, letting her 

hand rest against his smooth fur. “Regardless of how much you may like the horses, they don’t like you 

very much.” The panther was huge, the size of a charger, with fangs and claws. It was no wonder that 

the horses were nervous around him. “Just behave yourself while I saddle up Rhihara.” 

Argo said nothing more, settling down in the grass for a short nap. 

With one last glance at her companion, Aereth hurried into the stables. Immediately, she noticed her 

second in command, the tall, muscular Caiden. He was busy grooming his stallion; because he had 

always been good with horses. “Caiden, good morning, I thought I’d find you here,.” she greeted. 

He lifted his head to confirm who had just greeted him. “General! How are you?” he asked, his voice still 

calm. He didn’t want to startle any of the horses. 

Aereth shrugged, leaning against one of the tall posts in the stable that held up the roomf. “The same as 

usual. What about you?” 

He ignored the question completely. “The same as usual? Are you still having those dreams?” 

“More or less, but don’t let that trouble you.” Aereth had been having the strangest dreams—- they 

weren’t nightmares and they certainly didn’t seem like visions, but they were occurring. She had only 

spoken of these dreams to Caiden and Argo. Caiden had recommended seeing a fortune teller to make 

sure they weren’t horrible omens, but Aereth refused. 

The man shook his head. “General, I worry about you sometimes. Maia does too.” 

“Your wife?” Aereth raised a curious eyebrow. “Why would she?” She had only met Maia several times, 

and only because of the year-round festivals. 

Caiden chuckled, his blue eyes alight in the sun-drenched stables. “We talk about everything—- my 

work, those I train, those I work with...” 

“It sounds like the two of you have a wonderful relationship,.” she said. But she already knew that. 

Caiden often spoke of his wife, and because of his words, Aereth knew that Maia was a beautiful, 

admirable person. They had been married for two years now. While Caiden served as a soldier (Colonel, 
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Aereth had named him) in Tirivia’s army, Maia worked at a soup kitchen toward the middle of town. 

They had no children, so she devoted her life’s work to helping those in need. 

“How is she?” Aereth asked. 

“She’s doing well—- worried, of course, about this mission.” 

Yes, they would be gone for a while. The GeneralAereth glanced further into the stables where the 

pegasi stayed. She had best start tacking Rhihara if they wanted to leave. The sooner they completed 

their task, the sooner they would return. “You should have told her that she has nothing to worry about. 

I’ll take care of you,” she joked as she left to find her pegasus. 
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