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For the lost, the stolen, and the ones who decided to become the roar.

For the girls who were never found—and the survivors who came back to set the world on fire.

For those taken in the dark—and the women who make sure the hunters never see the sunrise.

Because sometimes the only way to protect the innocent is to ensure the guilty never have the chance to draw another breath.

If you’ve ever watched the sparks fly and known that the real fire was the one inside you—this one’s for you.


And because every cleansing fire needs a rhythm to feed the flames, I’ve curated a soundtrack for the cinders.
Click, press play—and let the music drown out the screams.


Happy Holi—May your silk be unstained, your shadows deep, and your vengeance absolute.


This is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to actual people or incidents is purely coincidental.

Copyright © 2026 by Joan De La Haye

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise).

www.joandelahaye.com

Cover art by Joan De La Haye


1st Edition March 2026



Also by Joan De La Haye

Exclusive Bundle Deals

The Race Series

The Sliced and Diced Collection

The Diabolical Series

Songs, Shadows & Cages

Holiday Quick Kills

Merry Little Vengeance

Deadly Little Valentine

Bloody Little Clover

Killer Little Bunny

Lethal Little Tequila

Sinister Little Serenade

Explosive Little Firecracker

Crimson Little Dragon

False Little Idol

Bitter Little Mooncake

Shattered Little Sugar Skull

Wicked Little Waltz

Profitable Little Pageant

Daughters of Iron

Shadows of Iron

Ghosts of Iron

Echoes of Iron

Frost And Iron

Standalone Books

Requiem in E Sharp

Fury

Oasis

Burning

I Left Shadows in the Woods

The Fluttering Cage

Dinner for Five

The Woods Don’t Forget

The Diabolical Series

Shadows

The Veil

The Oubliette

The Race Series

The Race

Training Days

Besieged

Retribution

Consequence

The Patron




The Eternally Cursed Chronicles

Bound by Betrayal

Echoes of Betrayal

Short Story Collections

Sliced and Diced

Sliced and Diced 2

Sliced and Diced 3


Table of Contents

Savage Little Saffron

Also by Joan De La Haye

Bonfires & False Saints

Bonfires & Silk Lies

Bonfires & Closed Doors

Bonfires & Red Rooms

Bonfires & Reclamation

Be a Freaky Darling

Acknowledgements

About the Author

Requiem in E Sharp

I Left Shadows in the Woods

The Fluttering Cage


Bonfires & False Saints


It’s my first time in Jaipur, and what little I saw from the taxi on the way to my rendezvous looked picturesque in a way that feels aggressively staged. The city is dressed in its best for Holi—gulal dusting the air in violent pinks and electric blues. Piles of wood stacked at street corners waiting to become bonfires. Children run past with fistfuls of kindling like they’ve personally negotiated a contract with the fire gods. Vendors sell sweets wrapped in silver foil and paper cones of coloured powder that will become tomorrow’s logistical nightmare.

The air already smells of smoke and sugar.

Ornate palaces rise above it all, pink sandstone glowing beneath strings of lights and the first flickers of flame. Traffic crawls around temporary barricades while families drift toward open spaces where the effigies stand upright and patient. Waiting to burn.

My driver, immaculate in his saffron dastaar, treated the crawl as an opportunity to point out every possible landmark, as if I’d come for the culture instead of a corpse. If he knew why I was here, he’d probably abandon the car in the middle of traffic and take his chances with the fires.

I’m meeting my contact at Holika Dahan, because nothing says a clandestine meeting like a roaring fire and a crowd enthusiastically setting demons alight.

Jane is being frustratingly close-lipped about who my contact actually is. Probably just to fuck with me. It is her love language, after all. That, or she’s testing me again. With Jane, those two concepts overlap more often than they should.


You’ll know them when you see them, was all she said.


Which is either reassuring or a spectacular red flag.

Not that it really matters. Whoever approaches, I’m ready.

My emotional-support garotte rests in its usual spot, tucked into the lining of my bra. My favourite Beretta is within easy reach. My stiletto blades are exactly where they should be. If my contact turns out to have a death wish, they can join the effigies burning tonight.

Problem solved.

In the meantime, I watch and wait.

The fire claws at the night sky like it has something personal to settle. Sparks rise in violent little constellations. Drums pound. Someone behind me chants as if they genuinely believe this will fix anything.

Burn the demon. Cleanse the past. Start again.

If only it were that fucking simple.

The crowd presses closer as the effigy catches properly, flames devouring silk, straw, and whatever sins people have symbolically pinned to it.

I don’t clap.

I make a living out of practical combustion.

Women in bright saris throw offerings into the blaze. Children shriek when sparks snap too close. Smoke and something syrupy curl through the air.

I stand just outside the crush. Close enough to feel the heat. Far enough not to be mistaken for devout. I look like a tourist enjoying the spectacle while I scan the crowd.
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