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Cyrena Silver was rich as shit. Yet here she was, scrubbing toilets for the other 
rich bastards with a brush so goddamn small she actually wished she had a toothbrush 
instead. At least that way when she shoved it down the throat of the guard sneering at 
her under his nose she could plead innocent on the grounds that she was just helping 
the asshole—er, loyal warrior—with his currently non-existent dental hygiene. 

She snorted under her breath. The thought of this glorified babysitter, watching 
her polish toilet bowls until they gleamed, as a warrior was absolutely hysterical. His 
posture sagged, his gut sagged worse, the skin on his flabby neck hung lower than her 
pinky finger was long and the only time the vacant expression in his eyes resolved into 
something vaguely intelligent was when he had to pass wind or was in the mood to whip 
her. 

She could kill this nobody in seconds, using only the medal of “valour” pinned to 
his uniform’s lapel. In fact, she was insulted that the Council didn’t think she was worth 
at least a dozen guards, and good ones at that. Even with the shackles branded onto 
her wrists, repressing the magic she wielded, she could dismember an entire unit of the 
best trained warriors in Huronhold. She was one of those warriors, not like this nitwit.

Unfortunately for Cyrena, the “nitwit” caught a glance of her staring in his 
direction, loathing bared proudly on her face. He raised the metal-tipped whip in his 
hand as a warning to her, then changed his mind about giving just a warning and let the 
serpentine leather fly through the air. It cracked across Cyrena’s forearm, wrapping itself 
around the strong muscles. Blood flooded the lacerations immediately and the whip 
slipped off her arm, slapping wetly against the stone of the floor. Crimson smears 
painted a trail against the tile as the guard rolled the up the weapon.

“You’ll be cleaning this up before you’re done your work today then,” he ordered, 
his voice as weak as his chin. Cyrena’s blood was boiling and for a moment the echo of 
the whip still rattling around in her brain sounded like the sharp crack the guard’s neck 
would make when she killed him. But not yet. This guard wasn’t worth her time yet. 
Instead of protesting, she gave the guard the sweetest grin she could muster and turned 
back to her work, scrubbing, scrubbing, scrubbing.


