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Taking a step towards the white marble altar where he laid, I looked down at his dried pale features, I gently rubbed my friends' cheek as a tear rolled down my face. Admiring the condition of the corpse, I have to admit that my doctors did an amazing job, but none of that really mattered to me. Not when I'm staring at the corpse of one of my only true friends.

Continuing to gently rub his pale dry skin, I felt the chills of his cold body travel my arm. As I admired his well-aged wrinkled face and his long lifeless white hair. All dressed in his finest white silk robes of office. 

I had to smile at the last part. He was faithful and dutiful to the end. Despite being a hundred and in constant agony from his arthritis, he still forced himself to work for me. I never wanted him to but Alvis, my beautiful friend, wanted to keep serving me. 

Placing my hand over his rough fragile cold hand, I couldn't blame him. He knew I needed him. Over the past 40 years, Alvis had served me dutifully as Chancellor, overseeing all the little things of my empire. As his Empress, I couldn't have asked for a better servant. Hell, he had saved my empire from burning to the ground on three occasions over the decades. So, I couldn't do anything but love him. 

Taking a step back from the white marble altar, I shook my head at the body. This wasn't fair. And I shook my head because I hated the smell of the spiced oils burning in the corners of this massive white and gold marble crypt. It left a horrific taste of mouldy spices in my mouth. Not pleasant! 

Taking a final tearful look at the corpse, I thought about the... sadness of it all. All the wars he won't be able to stop, all the lives he won't better and all the things I won't tell him. 

He really was one of my only true friends. You see being an Empress of the most powerful country in Chicuitera has its benefits. Yet even in my own inner circle some people just want to befriend me for the potential power that comes with it. 

However, Alvis never cared. (Might be because he was Chancellor, probably second only to me in political power!) he always loved me and his country. So, he was always happy to help me defend it. 

Especially, in the last couple of years with the increased pressure on my immense magical abilities to stop the demons from another world entering ours. I was the only person really keeping them at bay. Other people tried to help but their abilities were second to me, sadly. 

So, when the demons started to bang harder on the veil that separated our worlds. It was hard. I needed someone to talk to.

Sure, I could have spoken to my military leaders, but they don't have magic and half of them would recommend my empire turn to human sacrifice to help me. Yet as their Empress, I will protect my people no matter the cost. 

Equally, I could tell my adoptive children but why should I worry them. 

The true way to deal with this threat to my world is with my own force of will and a sacrifice of the soul. I know I said I wouldn't sacrifice the souls of my people, but I will sacrifice the souls of my friends if they're willing. 

Taking a step towards the altar, I unbuttoned Alvis’s white robes of office. Feeling the soft smooth silk between my fingers. Revealing his aged cold skin.

However, I was much more interested in the bright purple glowing jewel hanging from a small gold chain around his neck. It pulsed gently as I looked at it.

A part of me shook my head at the thought of sacrificing my friend’s soul. You see the jewel is a spirit stone that I gave Alvis as a present a few years ago when we both knew he wasn’t going to be around too much longer.

So, when the poor man died, his soul could be saved in the jewel for me to use. Of course, he had no idea what I was going to use it for. But he made me promise to use it well. I think using his soul to save my world counts, do you?

Lightly, I allowed




























































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
A WINTER URBAN FANTAW SHORT STORY





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





