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Prologue

I t  began in water,  just as she always hoped it  would end. Her head snapped against 
stone—once, twice, with a bell-tone crack—and then she was face-down in the pit, cheek 

in cold water, a thin pink thread swirling away from her ear. Above, the crowd chanted in a voice 
that went fuzzy at the edges, the vowels blurring into animal noise. Her mouth ;lled with rustT 
her vision, bright as if someone had thrown open every window in her skull.

:hen’ hands in her hair, dragging her up by the roots. :he manSs breath, sour and heavy, so close 
she tasted it in the back of her throat. His grip, impossibly strong. He wanted to drown her and 
make it look like an accident. Her boots gone, her legs slack as rope. If she screamed, no one 
would hear it over the pit.

You wanted to die in water, said the part of her brain that was always watching from above. You 
wanted it to mean something.

:he man slammed her again, temple to wall. :his time, something gaveT a pale Nash of nothing-
ness, not even pain, and then she was underwater, limbs untethered, the taste of salt and blood 
and grit everywhere. 1he lay there, blinking, as if it wasnSt her at all, as if she was watching a story 
about someone else.

1he tried to roll, but her left leg folded at the knee with a snapping twang. Kot broken—sheSd 
know that sound—but the pain was so sharp she bit her own tongue in half trying not to scream.

Her lungs shrieked for air. 1he used both hands, bracing her ;ngers against the stone, and pulled 
herself up. Her head broke the surface, just in time to catch a boot heel to the mouth. 1he snapped 
backwards, water rushing in, the world a slurry of torchlight and boots and sound.
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No one helps you. No one ever helps.

It would be poetic, maybe, if she died this way. Grushed by a nobody in a moldy underbasement, 
after so many years making other people wish theySd never met her.

:wo hours earlier, it had seemed like a good idea.

:he man didnSt look like much, but he was smart. He let her ;ght early, gave her room, even let 
her score a few showy cuts on his arms. 1he remembered’ at the start, sheSd circled him, feinting 
with open palms, letting the water lap at her knees, con;dent she could outpace him, lure him 
onto bad footing. :he crowd loved it. 1he heard her own name, 1yra, shrieked from the balconies. 
1he heard ”the !irl from Kowhere,x ”Dook at her—sheSll take him apartBx 1he made a joke of it, 
darting close, slapping the man on the ear just to see if heSd blush.

He didnSt. He just smiled, mouth full of old teeth. He knew.

1he had seen Dukas Cessein, perched high and aloof, a golden boy gone to rot. He stood at the rail 
with two strangers, both with the deadpan calm of people who could buy your whole eWistence 
with a shrug. :he woman wore indigo, the man black, their sleeves stitched with silver patterns 
that caught ;re in torchlight. Dukas raised his cup at her, a motion that said’ “ou do this for us.

1o she did, at ;rst. 1he made a meal of it. 1he could have ended the ;ght in the ;rst minute—three 
clean openings, even a novice wouldSve seen them. 2ut she wanted the crowd. Eanted to stretch 
it, to make them roar for her. 1he played the fool, let the man get a handful of her shirt, let him 
nearly catch her with an elbow. 1he even laughed, blood already running down her chin from a 
loose tooth.

:his was her mistake. Ko, the ;rst mistake was thinking the water made her safe. :he second, 
thinking the man was weak. :he third—the real error—was believing he wanted to win at all. 
He didnSt. He wanted to take her apart in front of everyone.
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1he felt his hands clamp her neck. Her vision tunneledT a gold coin of ;re, the crowdSs torches 
all blurring into a single hateful eye. He pressed her to the wall, then eased o4, and she used that 
moment to rake her nails across his face. 1he drew bloodT not enough, but it startled him. He let 
go. 1he twisted, ready to run.

:hatSs when her foot found the splintered bone on the pit Noor.

Kot a new thing, a leftover. 3aybe lamb, maybe something else, hollow and wickedly sharp, 
just below the water. 1heSd felt the scrape on her heel in the ;rst round, but ignored it. Kow it 
went straight into the arch, a cold spike of agony, and her whole body locked. 1he collapsed. :he 
man was on her before she could breathe, hauling her up, battering her skull against stone, then 
shoving her under again.

:he world narrowed to a circle of water, bright with torch reNection, oily with old blood. 1he 
Nailed, tried to punch, but her arm was a mile long and made of string. This is what you get, said 
the voice in her head. You tried to be more than just meat in a room, and now you’ll drown, nameless 
and cold.

1he thought of her mother, somewhere in the Nickering dark, watching. 1he thought of her old 
mentor—!rowler—laughing from a high seat, proud that 1yra had made it this far just to die 
in a puddle. 1he thought of the smell of brine and smoke, the taste of dried eel, the way the old 
women at Eatergravel said a bodySs last breath always returns to the ocean. 1he almost smiled.

:he man leaned in, his mouth at her ear. ”All done5x he hissed, and mashed her face deeper, the 
water Nooding every part of her.

1omething in 1yra folded in half, then doubled again. Kot an animal, not even a person, but a 
cord of pure anger, like every bad thing that ever happened to her twisted into a single hard knot.

1yra blinked hard, once, twice, then felt the manSs hand relaW just enough for her to writhe 
sideways. In that instant she used both hands to claw his eyes. 1he found purchase—felt the soft 
jelly give, the pop, the manSs scream mu@ed by water. 1he kicked, but her foot was useless, so she 
bit instead, latching onto the manSs forearm, the taste of old salt and skin. 1he shook her head 
like a dog, teeth tearing through meat. :he man thrashed, tried to pull away, but she held on, 
even as her lungs threatened to burst.
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:hey surfaced together, a single beast, gasping for air. He tried to get his footing, but the blood 
from his wrist made the stones slick. 1yra twisted behind him, latched onto his back like a 
barnacle, and this time she went for the throat.

It wasnSt elegant. 1he missed the jugular, got the gristle. 1till, she chewed down hard, felt her own 
teeth chip. :he man howled and Nailed, but 1yra held tight, her ;ngers hooked into his mouth, 
pulling the lips wide. 1he felt the cartilage snap, tasted the hot rush of blood, and then she was 
back under, dragging him with her.

:he crowd was silent now. Pr maybe she had gone deaf.

1he rode the manSs back, using her good leg to pin his head beneath the water, shoving down with 
all her weight. He fought, and fought, and then didnSt. 2ubbles rose, then nothing. 1he counted 
to ten—old ;shermanSs trick—then let go.

:hey Noated together for a moment, side by side. 1yra spat a wad of Nesh into the water and 
watched it drift. 1he tried to stand, failed, used her arms to drag herself to the side of the pit.

Above her, faces stared down, some in awe, some in horror. At the top rail, Dukas Cessein was 
already moving, his two companionsS attention ;Wed on her like judges at a freak show. :heir eyes 
met hers, and she felt a chill that had nothing to do with the pit.

1yra pulled herself upright, blood running in sheets down her neck, one eye already swelling shut. 
1he felt the crowd shift, the old hunger returning, the need to be seen, to be loved or hated but 
never ignored.

:he silence broke when someone shouted, ”1he kissed him greyBx Daughter, then a second voice’ 
”1he gave him a grey kissBx :he words ricocheted around the room, multiplying, mutating, until 
it became a chant.

”!rey-kissB !rey-kissB !rey-kissBx

1yra bared her teeth. Eater, blood, spit. 1he had never been so alive.

Dukas arrived, his boots dry, his smile slow and public. He reached down, grabbed her hand, and 
pulled her up until they were both in the light. ”1mile,x he whispered. ”:hey pay more when 
you smile.x
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1he did, and the world went absolutely, perfectly mad.

After, when the dead man had been carried out and the pit drained, 1yra sat with her heel 
propped on a broken crate, watching the blood swirl down the gutter. :he two strangers in 
indigo and black passed by, never looking at her, but she felt their interest like a nail driven 
through the back of her skull.

1he caught DukasSs gaze, waiting for the moment when the mask would slip and heSd tell her what 
this all really meant. Instead, he only raised his glass.

”:o !reykiss,x he said.

:o the monster theySd always wanted.

1yra raised her own glass, and for once, drank it all.
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One

T he half-light that crept across the Elm Road district in New Merserat was the kind that left 
everything looking un—nished,a trick of the airb or may’e the city.s way of stalling the 

morning.s startI St was qyra.s favorite hourb the moment ’efore dawn when the old ’rickwork 
sweated mist and the world ’elonged to those who didn.t Auite —t itI qhe lay Wat on her narrow 
’edb every muscle slackb eyes openb counting her own heart’eat against the city.s hushI

“’ove herb Woor’oards groaned under some neigh’or.s restless feetI Through a ’attered wall 
came a staccato rasp of snoringb the rhythm as familiar as ’lood rushing in her earsI xater ticked 
from a cracked cistern somewhere in the raftersb the droplets so regular she could have timed 
her ’reathing ’y themI qhe waited until the pulse of the —rst real sunlight pressed through her 
window.s ’attered paperb then sat upI

qyra.s room was a converted atticb rented for half what anyone else would pay ’ecause the ceiling 
sloped low enough to scalp the unwaryI qhe liked the discipline it enforcedI The ’ed was a sla’ of 
oak with a thin straw padb hard enough to remind her why she.d earned itI “ chipped wash’asin 
dou’led as mirrorb if you cared to see yourselfb and a wooden ’ucket in the corner made for 
a night toiletb emptied each morning into the alley.s gullyI Everything else,one ’lanketb one 
patched coatb a splintery chest she used as ta’le,wasb as the landlady put itb ”optional to human 
eHistenceIj

qhe roseb shiveringb and stretched each lim’ in turnI Uer left shoulder still protestedb a souvenir 
from the last time she.d mis7udged a fallI qhe WeHed her handsb counting the half-healed cuts along 
her knucklesb the scar across the meaty pad of her thum’I Knder her skinb muscle ran in taut 
’andsb never fully at easeI Uer hairb shorn close to the skull with uneven sta’sb stuck out in pale 
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shocksI qyra grinned at her own reWection in the ’asin,a hard little smile that sharpened her 
cheek’ones and made her ’lack eyes look even meaner in the gloomI

The ritual never changed; stripb splash waterb scru’ every inchb then dress in precise layersI Cirst 
the coarse linen undershirtb gray and scratchy ’ut cleanI Then the heavy canvas trousersb thread-
’are at the knees ’ut mended with ’lue waHed twineI Pver thatb a ’lack wool tunic,patched so 
many times it had lost any am’ition of —tting properly,girded with a dou’le-wrapped leather 
’eltI qhe rolled her socksb tucked them tightb and slipped her feet into ’oots that once ’elonged 
to a dockhand twice her weightI The right ’oot hid a stu’’y daggerb sheathed in oiled calfskin 
and positioned to draw with either handI The ’lade was nothing specialb ’ut it had never failed 
herI

xith a deli’erate slowness she palmed the small glass vial hidden ’eneath her chestI The con-
tents,a thum’print of gray-’lack powderb residue of some old memory,shivered in the dawn.s 
lightI

qhe slipped on her coatb a ’lack thing with the lining long since rotted outb and went to the 
windowI Elm Road was already alive with the little movements of city life; a girl lugging a pail of 
slops to the drainb two ’oys stripping last night.s posters from a tavern wallb an old man hunched 
in a ’egging posture over a ’asket of dried —shI The fog would ’urn o8 ’y noonb ’ut for now it 
clung to everythingb wrapping each —gure in its own private worldI

Todayb she was not freeI This was her —rst day of punishmentI St was almost funnyb how little 
her life had changedB only nowb when she wore the ’lack coatb it meant something speci—cI Ten 
days. la’orb city serviceb for using ”undue violencej in the line of a so-called unlawful arrestI qhe.d 
’roken a man.s handb ’ut only after he.d tried to drive a spike through her cheekI The magistrate 
called her ”a threat to common peaceIj qyra called it ”a good morningIj The irony wasb she didn.t 
even like the zity xatchI qhe 7ust needed the moneyI

qyra checked the vial one last timeb then stashed it deep in her ’ootb ’eneath the dagger.s sheathI 
qhe shouldered her packb sAuared her shouldersb and slipped out into the hallb then up the stairs 
to the rooftopI

The fog was 7ust ’eginning to thinb and already the shouts of the dock crew ’led through the 
alleysI Crom up hereb the city fell away in layers; closestb the stammer of Elm Road and the 
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canning yardsB westb the masts of three do9en ships prickling the docksb and the sea ’eyondb 
Wat and pewterI To the eastb the university spires poked through the ha9e like a forest of knivesb 
and northwardb the honeycom’ of streets feeding into the rich folk.s Auarterb where even the 
fog looked cleanerI The city wall coiled around it allb solid and un’roken eHcept for the three 
main gatesI Even from hereb qyra could see the guards at the qouth 1ate changing shift,slowb 
ponderousb a study in ine0ciencyI

qyra shrugged o8 her coatb let the morning chill ’ite at her skinb and ’egan her routineI qhe 
started with ’alance drillsb walking the ridge of the roof with her arms folded ’ehind her ’ackb 
eyes —Hed forwardI Every siHth stepb she pivoted on the ’all of one footb dropped lowb and sprang 
upwardb landing without a soundI “fter twenty lengthsb she switched to knife work,pulling 
the dagger from her ’oot and running through a series of cuts and feintsb each one practiced a 
thousand times ’eforeI ?y the time the sun cleared the eastern wallb she was sweating through 
her undershirtI

“t the end of the seAuenceb she stood facing the dawnb dagger still in handb and tried to still her 
mindI “ Wash of a year-old memory; underground pitb lightless eHcept for the line of oil lamps and 
the rings of sweat on the ’oardsI Uer opponent,facelessb a wall of muscle and hate,lunging 
for her throatI qhe remem’ered the taste of iron in her mouthb the sudden cold when she twisted 
’eneath his armb the slick crunch when her heel snapped his kneecap sidewaysI The roar of the 
crowdb hollow and endlessI The aftermath; two weeks in a fever ’edb ’ut aliveI

qyra wiped the ’lade on her sleeve and sat cross-legged on the ridgeI qhe dug out the glass vial and 
set it on the tile ’etween her kneesI The powder inside shimmeredb catching the new sun in a way 
that looked almost ’lueI

”Everything S amb S owe to youbj she saidb voice ’arely a’ove a whisperI Thenb Auieter; ”Pr is 
everything S owe,is to youAj

qhe wasn.t sure which was truerb and it didn.t matterI The ritual was for herselfI

qhe cradled the vial in ’oth handsb then tucked it ’ack into its hiding placeI The knife followedb 
then the coatI qhe scanned the rooftops one last timeb checking for any shadows out of placeb 
then threaded through the creaking stairways and slipped onto the streetI
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Elm Road was awake nowb workers streaming north to the main yardsb the old women setting 
out their ’uckets and laying traps for miceI qhe saw the sign-writerb the one with the ’lackened 
handsb scrawling ”half-shiftj notices onto doorframesI qaw the two lim’less ’eggars arguing over 
a piece of ’roken tileb their voices hoarse and meanI The stink of ’rine and mildew rode the airb 
thick as everI

qhe took the long path toward the qouth 1ate,where her day of penance would ’egin,avoid-
ing the main roadI Twelve months on these streets had taught her to keep out of crowds unless 
she was workingI

Todayb she was a lia’ilityI ?ut tomorrowA The city would need her againb and she would ’e 
waitingI

qhe smiledb ’lack eyes glintingb and melted into the Wow of the streetI
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Two

T he southern gate of New Merserat was an ugly thing—three squat towers joined by a stone 
arch, the kind of fortipcation that could stov a camalry charge but nemer the .ore creatime 

for.s of troubleA :t dawn, it rese.bled a fortress built by childrenS .is.atched bricks, .oss 
furred along the base, the whole structure leaning slightly fro. centuries of omeruse and revairA 
“yra arrimed as the prst real sun breached the rooftovs behind her, vainting the street in ribbons 
of ochre and covverA

: vair of city guards stood at the gate, arguing omer a dice cuvA They wore the battered blue sashes 
of .unicival sermice, but “yra knew at a glance which one was in charge—the older, thicker one 
with a nose broken three ti.es and a habit of cradling his club in both handsA The junior guard, 
nermous and not yet ruined by city life, ’icked his eyes toward “yra, then away againA

”“ermice crewYs on the east side today,I the shift boss said, moice already hoarseA ”HouYre assigned 
to insvection and loadingA That .eans you stand where G tell you, and you donYt touch nothing 
you werenYt told toAI ?e grinned, showing teeth black with rotA ”Hou donYt check vavers, you 
donYt enforceA Hou just liftA Eot itzI

“yra noddedA ”Eot itAI

“he took her vost at the side of the road, leaning against a chilly slab of wallA The early air had a raw 
edge, da.v and not quite clean, a blend of last nightYs garbage and the seaYs .ineral tangA 1mery 
few .inutes, a wagon would trundle uv, wheels rattling on the cobbles, and “yra would join a 
vair of gru.bling laborers in unloading crates, sacks, or—once—a lime vig trussed and squealingA 
“he worked with the kind of vrecision that attracted no co..entS nemer too fast, nemer laKy, nemer 
drawing attentionA
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-henemer there was a break, she watched the guards .ore than the tramelersA “he read their 
vostures, the way their hands homered omer weavons when a stranger avvroached, the little glances 
eBchanged whenemer so.eone too rich or too ragged avveared at the archA The guards watched 
her, too, but only when they thought she wasnYt lookingA “yra let the. think she didnYt noticeA

The world on the far side of the wall was svring, but only justA : .uddy track led away fro. the 
city toward the forest, and beyond that, the oven pelds where the “alt Voad cut a boneJwhite scar 
through the landA 1men now, in the seasonYs dead lull, the cityYs fate devended on that line—a 
hundred wagonloads of raw salt, harmested fro. .arsh beds twenty .iles south and carted in 
dailyA The salt pelds ran all year, but in early svring there was al.ost nothing to .ome, the beds 
still ’ooded fro. the rainsA “yra glanced down the road, searching for the prst sign of actimityA 
Nothing yetA

The day built in vulsesA ;y the second hour, the gate buKKed with tra2cS a courier fro. …asKloJ
hedia with a satchel of sta.ved vavers, a tannerYs boy delimering a barrel of lye, three old wo.en 
hauling broo.s and sacks of eggs for .arketA “yra eyed emery wagon for contraband, as instructed, 
though she was sure the real s.ugglers used other routesA ?er hands were quick and lightC she 
nemer broke a seal or left a .arkA

;etween loads her .ind wandered back to the hearing—the .agistrateYs moice drovving like a 
ha..er on wet clayA Dast ti.e sheYd bloodied so.eone in the line of duty, theyYd docked her vay 
and lectured her about restraintA No dis.issal threatsA No .agistrates with inkJstained pngers 
tavving out sentences on volished oakA Now here she was, loading carts with a record stained 
darker than the tannery runJo3A Uerhavs it was .ere chanceA Uerhavs New Merserat had pnally 
tired of her varticular brand of e2ciencyA Pr .aybe—and this thought slid like a svlinter under 
her skin—so.eone had quietly tivved the scales when she wasnYt lookingA ;rooding wouldnYt 
change the sentence, so she set it aside and watched the roadA

-hen it got dull, she ran little drills in her head—svot the fake li.v, guess who would bribe, guess 
who would try to runA Mostly, they just vassed throughA : few talkedA Those were her famoritesA

…ust when she thought nothing interesting was going to havven, she caught two tramelers 
.idJconmersation, moices vitched low as they shifted a barrel fro. the back of a rattletrav cartA 
Pne was a big .an, thick in the neck and vaunch, with a moice that boo.ed for the benept of 
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emeryone nearbyA ?is co.vanion—a wiry fellow with a bent nose and a s.ile that .omed faster 
than his eyes—.ostly .uttered and snorted at the otherYs storiesA

”—GY. telling you, the salt this yearYs gone strange,I the big .an insisted, hoisting the barrel onto 
the vlatfor.A ”Hou emer been out near the harmest vits, co.e nightfallz The wolmes donYt bark, 
they just howl, long and hoarse, like the soundYs caught in their throatsA :nd emery ti.e, the salt 
beds mibrate with itA Makes your hair stand uvAI

The wiry one laughed, showing blackened gu.sA ”ThatYs just the wind, you lu..oBA The beds 
arenYt singing, theyYre shifting—you emer du.v a load of that stu3 on wet stonez “ounds like a 
kettleYs boiling omerA ThatYs all it isAI

They argued in circles, each trying to outJlie the other, and “yra pled the details away with all the 
other halfJtrue stories that kevt the city turningA

;y .id.orning, the strea. of carts had blurred into the usual .iB of dust and co.vlaints—until 
so.ething unusual havvenedA : .an avveared at the gate, alone, on footA ?e was older, with a 
beard that looked like it belonged to so.eone else entirely, and clothes so colorless they see.ed 
to revel the sunA ?e waited his turn, then stevved to the arch and vresented his e.vty handsA

The junior guard sti3enedA ”“tate your businessAI

The .an svoke softly, and “yra caught only frag.entsS ”F seeking workF cousin in the cityFI 
The guard looked at his shift boss, who was already shaking his headA

”UaverszI asked the bossA

”G— They were lost, sirA Pn the roadAI

The boss grinned again, wide and .irthlessA ”No vavers, no entryA 5ity lawAI

The .an vleaded, moice rising in desveration, but the guards were un.omedA The junior shifted 
his weight, unco.fortableC the boss just gestured for the .an to .ome onA

?e didnYtA Gnstead, the .an reached into his coat—a slow, careful .ome.ent, but it set both 
guards instantly on edgeA “yra tensed, ready for the outco.e, but the .an only vroduced a 
battered letter, sealed in red waB and torn along one edgeA
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”GtYs fro. .y cousin,I he saidA ”“he limes on ;lack Vove DaneA “heYll mouch for .e, G swear itAI

The boss snatched the letter, barely glanced at it, and tossed it into the .udA ”Mome along, or GYll 
pne you for loiteringAI

The .an stared at the letter, then at the guards, then at “yraA ?e .et her eyes for just a .o.entA 
?is were gray, ashen, desverateA “he felt so.ething ’icker—a .e.ory, .aybe, or the ghost of a 
for.er selfA

The .an didnYt .omeA The boss .ade a sound in his throat and stevved forward, hand heamy on 
the clubA The junior followed, trying to look .eanA They ’anked the .an, boBed hi. in, and 
began to vush hi. back down the road, neither gentle nor cruel, just i.versonalA The way youYd 
herd a stray dogA The .an didnYt resist, but his shoulders bowed as they .arched hi. awayA

“yra watched, her own hands balled tight against her sidesA “he knew better than to intermeneA 
The lesson had been ha..ered into her for yearsS if the world wanted you dead, it would get its 
wish, sooner or laterA

The neBt hour vassed in .onotonyS crates of dried psh, barrels of grain, bundles of ti.ber fro. 
the eastern woodsA The laborers were .ostly silent, eyes glaKed with eBhaustion or boredo.A “yra 
noticed how one .anYs hands shook as he lifted the sacks, and how the wo.an beside hi. see.ed 
to take twice as .uch weight without emer breathing hardA

:t a lull, “yra wandered to the edge of the gate, staring south along the “alt VoadA The .orning 
.ist had burned away, remealing the vale line stretching toward the horiKonA : dayYs walk out, 
Pld …akelYs vlace would be waking uvA “he victured the old .an, hands black with dirt, already 
cursing the crows in his cabbage vatchA Gt was al.ost a co.fort, to i.agine hi. so unchanged 
by the yearsA

“heYd trusted hi., onceA ;ut sheYd learned to keev that sort of faith rare and rationedA 1meryone, 
ementually, had so.ething to gain by betraying youA ;etter to lime eBvecting it, and be survrised 
by anything lessA

“he leaned against the wall, feeling the unemen bite of the stone through her coatA : vatch of 
wild’owers, yellow and delicate, voked through a crack at her elbowA 1men here, the world found 
ways to break throughA
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:s the sun cli.bed higher, the gateYs tra2c slowedA “yra caught herself staring at the “alt Voad 
againA “heYd nemer seen the “alt Eield, not uv closeA “heYd heard stories—the endless white vlains, 
the stink of brine, the way the sun burned your eyes emen through closed lidsA The city devended 
on it, drew its life fro. it, but few emer misitedA

“yra wondered, so.eti.es, what .ight havven if so.ething stovved the salt fro. co.ingA Gf 
the city would dry uv, or if it would just pnd so.e new way to feed its hungerA

“he shimered, though the air had grown war.A

Gt was al.ost a relief when the shift boss barked her na.e, snavving her back to the .o.entA “he 
squared her shoulders, wived her hands, and went back to work, vushing the .orningYs unease 
out of her .indA

;ut as she bent to lift another crate, she could not shake the sense of so.ething wrong, far out 
on the white vlains—a shadow or a ’aw, waiting to .ake itself knownA

:t dusk, “yra signed her na.e in the ledger with a stub of charcoal, and watched the shift boss 
.ark her hours with the careful vrecision of so.eone who enjoyed denying veovle their wagesA 
?e looked uv at her, squintingA

”“a.e ti.e to.orrow,I he said, then vaused, consulting a di3erent ledgerA ”No, waitA HouYre 
reassignedA “vecial detailAI

“yra waitedA The .anYs pnger traced down the vage, livs .oming as he readA

”Rustfoot “quareA “emen bells, sharvA -ear so.ethingFI ?e gri.acedA ”UresentableAI

The word sat wrong in “yraYs .outh, like svoiled .eatA Uresentable .eant crowdsA Uresentable 
.eant standing still while i.vortant veovle vretended to care about so.ethingA The council 
surely had demised so.e fresh hu.iliation for her—so.ething that wouldnYt test her strength, 
but her vatienceA

LF





Thank you for reading!

Continue with the full novel: https://kloodptrouvay.com/book/embers-in-the-salt/

To welcome you into this world, I would like to share Syra's backstory in a prequel novelette. If 
you are curious to see what shaped her before the events of this book, I invite you to explore her 
past.

Join my Reader List at the link below, and I will send the prequel novelette to you.

kloodptrouvay.com


