	I pushed my way through the angry mob.  They chanted execution and other horrible thoughts that flooded my mind.  I prayed to anyone who was willing to listen.  Anybody who would care.  She was the first person who made me feel like this.  The first person to do something crazier than me.  The first person to show me what a kiss felt like.  Not a peck on the cheek, not a brush on the forehead, a kiss filled with emotion, something I had never felt before.
Almirah, the girl who broke my banishment to save me.  The girl willing to give her life for me. Why?!!! Damn it! Why?!! 
I fell to my knees, finally in the front of the crowd.  There she stood, hands bound, feet tangled in beat up rope.
A man, larger than Ryu, stepped forward.  He was dressed in head to toe black and held a rolled scroll in his left hand.  He spoke and the angry crowd was silenced.
“Almirah Haladrina. Race: Elf.” He took a step back and revealed her ears.  Anger flared up, but I kept in control; she wouldn’t want me captured at this point.  “Suspected and tried as guilty for aiding in the most recent attempt at an uprising, stationed in Damilton Village on the face of Mt. Re’ach. Her sentence: death by beheading.”
My heart stopped.
Two guards held her arms and lifted her to create the least struggle.  She didn’t fight.  I felt my heart sink with each step the men took. Her red hair draped her face as it hung there.  I squinted to see her eyes.  They were full of fear and horror.  She hadn’t yet reached sixteen.  She was still a child, even by dragon standards.  
I couldn’t tear my eyes from her.  
It all happened so quickly.  She was set sideways as for the crowd to see her head roll as it was to be severed from her body.  Her head was adjusted to face the people so they could see the light leave her gorgeous green orbs.  Tears streamed down her face.
“Forgive me,” she cried as the executioner lifted his axe.
The arch came down on her soft neck and blood splattered on my face.  I could feel its warmth.  I was deaf to the crowd’s cheers.  Some turned solemnly and left the town square and returned to their work.  I just knelt and stared, unable to blink, unable to forget.
Her eyes were still seeping tears, and her hair was an even deeper red than before.  It was soaked in her own, crimson blood.  She stared off, but at me.  The corners of her rosy lips were turned up at the corners, in a last, permanent smile.
She looked at me in her last moment.
I felt a hand on my shoulder, but I was too deep in shock to register who it was.  I felt myself being lifted, my eyes being forced away from the last woman I would ever love.  I was staring into blue eyes.  Eyes as blue as the summer sky.  My brother’s eyes.  
“I-“ He tried to say, but the words caught in his throat. “I am so sorry.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]He pulled me in to his warm chest.  He cried for me.  I couldn’t feel anything.  All emotion was gone.  I couldn’t find it.  I searched for a tear, a sob, a reaction.  Nothing came.  All I had was a blank stare, unmoving.  
