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        Could Rera lose the only ally she has?

      

        

      
        The truth is out about Rera's past, and now she has to do everything she can to convince Ben that she's trustworthy or face losing their budding relationship.

      

        

      
        But other moving parts are starting to add pressure, including the Temple of Ma'at, who want results from Rera or for her to step back, and her best friend, who wants her to do more in London's criminal underworld.

      

        

      
        Torn between her loyalty to her friends, her feelings for Ben, and her desire to please her new bosses, Rera is struggling to know what to do.

        -

        Justice is a Choice is book four in Scales Of Justice, an urban fantasy series based on Egyptian mythology and set in the same world as The Apprentice Of Anubis.

      

        

      
        If you love Egyptian mythology, alternative versions of the modern day, temple politics, slow-burn workplace romance, and a world where the gods are real, then the Scales Of Justice series is for you!
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            What Happened Before

          

        

      

    

    
      The Guise of Justice

      

      Zet has told everyone that Rera and Ben are dating after she lied to him and said that they were. Kat assures Rera that she thinks that Ben is good for her and a decent guy, though she has also worked out that Ben is the son of priests, but believes that he's going through a rebellious phase rather than that he's undercover.

      Rera and Ben are invited to a meeting about a job where they're told that they need to acquire fake IDs to pretend to be priests. They're nervous about that, especially as they both are priests, but they can't say as much. Rera tries to clear the air with Zet, who is ignoring her because he's angry at her for dating Ben (who he doesn't trust).

      Ben asks Rera to extend their fake dating to also include a family dinner with his parents. She agrees and meets his twin sister, Shan, who helps her get ready, including lending her a dress so that she can look like the perfect Ma'at Blessed for Ben's parents. Ben gifts her a golden collar decorated for a Truth Blessed and tells her that it doesn't mean anything, but he commissioned it for her. They go to his parents' house, where she meets his other siblings and parents, discovering that they put a lot of pressure on all of their children to make good matches and keep up appearances.

      The two of them stay in Ben's room at the Temple of Seth (with him on the floor), and they talk about his family and the pressure, as well as how they both feel about dating. Ben admits that he rarely manages to get past a first date, while Rera says that she feels that she's been expected to end up with Zet but has never wanted that.

      Rera meets with the head of apprentices at the Temple of Ma'at and asks for her own ID, while Benemba checks that she's okay and promises that she can return to the Temple of Ma'at and the traditional apprentice route whenever she wants. She also meets with Tikar and tells her that she needs fake IDs for her and Ben because they've been asked to break into a prison.

      Kat turns up at Rera's flat, upset because of what she had to do in order to get the blueprints that are wanted by the other thieves. She admits to Rera that her almost-girlfriend has gotten her a job offer and a way out of the life they've currently been living. Rera encourages her to take it, glad that one of her friends is going to get out of the life she hates.

      Rera is deeply uncomfortable being in the prison, especially as she's spent her life trying to avoid going there. When they're introduced to the prisoner, he recognises Rera because he's met her when she was a child, and she looks like her mother. Rera reveals that her mother left when she was a child, and he says that was in character. Despite her reservations, she gives him the envelope that contains a key that she's been told to give him by Jan.

      Once they've left the prison, Rera breaks, causing Ben to get concerned. He takes her home, promising to make her food. When they get there, he takes her to her bed and makes her tea. She gets upset because no one has ever cared for her before. She tells him that her mother left when she was six, and her father when she was fifteen. The two get closer, and she asks him to stay while she naps.

      When questioned by Tikar about the mission that resulted in the prisoner escaping from prison, Rera gives over Jan in order to keep Zet out of trouble, even though she hates doing it. When she's about to leave the Temple of Ma'at, she runs into Kat, who learns the truth about her.

      Rera and Ben wake up together and talk about how intimate that is for them to do. Zet enters the flat, and Rera asks Ben to stay in the room before going out to see what he wants. He says that Jan has been arrested, and then argues with Rera, revealing that the two of them stole from the Temple of Seth on the Day of Choosing, something Ben isn't aware of. Ben overhears and asks Rera about it, while she worries that she might have lost the only good thing in her life.

      If you want to read the What Happened Before for books 1-2, you can find it here: https://books.authorlauragreenwood.co.uk/scales-whb

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      My hands are shaking so much that I spill water over the side of my glass even as I try to fill it. It's probably a good thing that I haven't tried to make some tea, or I'd probably burn myself.

      "Rera?" There's something that sounds like concern in Ben's voice, but I know that can't be the right emotion.

      I take a deep breath. I'm lucky he hasn't stormed out of the room the moment he learned that I've stolen from the Temple of Seth, which is what Zet has been doing to me every time he's discovered I've said something he doesn't like. Tears spring to my eyes. Have I ruined the only good thing in my life?

      Shakily, I turn around, setting my glass down on the kitchen side and ignoring it. "I'm sorry."

      "Okay...not really an explanation." He doesn't look angry. He looks as if he's just gotten up, with his dark hair in disarray. Mostly because he has just gotten up. From my bed.

      He must hate me.

      I bite my bottom lip. "Do you want to hear one?"

      "Yes."

      Despite knowing I need to keep it together, my whole body begins to tremble.

      Concern flashes over Ben's face, and he steps forward, putting his hands on my arms. For a moment, I think he's going to shake me, but instead, he rubs my arm affectionately. "Are you okay?"

      "No." The word comes out along with a choked sob.

      "All right, sit down, I'll make you some tea," Ben says.

      "Why?" I look up at him, feeling like my eyes are wide as I try to make sense of the feelings within me.

      "Because I care about you." The words aren't even a whisper. They're firm and undeniable, even to my anxiety-riddled brain.

      "Even if I betrayed you?"

      "You didn't betray me," he says, pointing to one of the kitchen chairs. "Technically, you crossed the Temple of Seth, but you didn't do anything against me."

      I'm in a bit of a daze as I take a seat and start watching him as he makes us both tea. How is this happening? He should be yelling at me, or not be here at all, and yet he's making me tea as if nothing has happened.

      Ben sets a mug down in front of me and comes to join me at the table.

      "Why aren't you more bothered by this?" I ask him.

      He shrugs. "I know you've been a thief for a long time. And we've done jobs related to the temples several times. It's not unreasonable to think that the Temple of Seth will have been a target at some point."

      "Oh." I look down at the dark green liquid in my mug, trying to make sense of my thoughts.

      "I'm guessing this is about what happened on the Day of Choosing?" he prompts.

      I look up sharply. "What makes you say that?"

      "Because you've said you didn't want to talk about it before, but with everything else you've told me, there's no reason not to unless you think it's something that I wouldn't like. Zet saying you've stolen from the Temple of Seth actually makes a lot of sense."

      I let out a shaky breath. "Yeah, that's when it happened."

      Ben leans back in his seat.

      "I didn't tell you because it felt weird to admit that I stole from your god. Like I was doing something that would be a betrayal to you." My heart hurts in a way I don't think it ever has before as I tell him about that day. Though he seems to be taking it a lot better than I expected.

      "I understand that," he says. "What happened? If you want to talk about it?"

      "There's not really much to talk about," I admit. "Unless you count the part afterwards."

      He chuckles. "I mean, any story that ends up with a thief being Blessed by Ma'at has got to be a good one."

      Despite my nerves, I manage to laugh. "Maybe in another decade."

      "I hope to hear you tell it then too."

      My heart skips a beat for an entirely different reason than when I realised he knew that I'd stolen from the Temple of Seth. "Maybe you should wait to say that kind of thing until you know what I did."

      "Then maybe you should tell me."

      I nod and wrap my hands around my mug, feeling a wave of affection towards him just for making it for me. "We were hired to steal something from the Temple of Seth. I don't even know exactly what it was because we were just given a picture of it and no explanation. We waited until everyone was gone for the Day of Choosing, then snuck inside. I picked a couple of locks, we took the item we were there for, and then Zet wanted to take a bit extra, but I was already uncomfortable after seeing the wall paintings. I'm not sure what it is, but they've always made me feel a bit like they're watching me."

      "Mmm. The paintings outside the High Priest's office are like that," Ben agrees.

      "They are." I pause, realising that I never said where in the Temple of Seth I stole from. "Wait, how do you know that's where we were?"

      "It was a guess based on information I have."

      "You knew?" Strange feelings tumble through me. I don't know how he could already have known, but that's what the words he's saying sound like.

      "I knew something was taken from the High Priest's office on the Day of Choosing. I didn't know you were the one who did it," he responds. "And I know what you stole."

      "Well, that's more than I know. It was a cylindrical thing, but I have no idea what it was."

      He chuckles. "The answer is nothing and everything at the same time. What do you know about High Priest elections?"

      I frown. "This conversation is taking a weird turn." And not one that I anticipated any time I thought about Ben finding out about my exploits on the Day of Choosing.

      "Just stay with me," he says.

      "Okay...Erm, well, I know nothing about High Priest elections. I mean, I assumed that there were some based on what your parents said to Kashto at your family dinner, but I don't know how they're run or anything like that."

      "It does vary between temples, but in the Temple of Seth, it's a little unorthodox.

      "Isn't everything?" I mutter.

      "The god of chaos likes his followers to have a little bit of whimsy, where's the harm in that?"

      I smile. It doesn't completely get rid of the horrible feelings inside me, but I do feel a little better.

      "Basically, each High Priest of Seth has an item," he explains. "Normally, it's a cylinder like the one you were sent after. It has a papyrus scroll inside with a drawing of Seth on Osiris' throne."

      I raise an eyebrow. "Seems like an interesting choice."

      He shrugs. "Just tradition."

      "So what you're saying is that we stole the thing that gives the High Priest his power?" I groan and run a hand over my face.

      "Kind of. The thing is, it's supposed to be stolen."

      "Okay, now you've lost me. That's ridiculous."

      "That's the Temple of Seth," he responds with a shrug. "But the High Priest loses his position when it becomes known that the cylinder has been stolen, and the person who stole it is the new High Priest. If they work for the Temple of Seth, anyway."

      "Oh. So you think someone tasked us with stealing it so they could become the new High Priest?"

      "Seems logical to me," Ben responds.

      "And where do you fit in?"

      "The current High Priest asked me to find it," he says.

      "Oh."

      "I thought I was getting nowhere, but it turns out, I'm closer than I thought. Sorry I didn't tell you."

      "I'm sorry I didn't tell you either," I respond. "We could have saved you some time."

      He shrugs. "I don't mind. I like hanging out with you."

      I swallow hard. "I don't have it," I blurt out. "The cylinder."

      "I didn't think you did. Do you know where it is?"

      I shake my head. "I don't even know who Zet handed it off to. He had it on him when we separated on the Day of Choosing." I take a sip of my tea, feeling a little calmer now that I'm certain Ben doesn't hate me.

      "How did that even happen?"

      "We thought that a Sekhmet Blessed was following us," I say. "So we split up, and I kind of ducked into the Day of Choosing ceremony, thinking I could hide among everyone. But then a Ma'at Blessed stopped in front of me, and the scales did their thing."

      He frowns. "On Temple Street?"

      "Yeah."

      "It's strange to think you were in the room that day and I didn't know."

      "You had no idea who I was," I point out. "It would have meant nothing."

      "I know. But it's still strange to think that we didn't share such an important day in our lives."

      "Ben..." I don't know what I want to say to him.

      "All I'm trying to say is that you mean a lot to me," he says earnestly. "And that I can't imagine my life without you."

      "Same," I whisper, tears threatening to start falling again. "I'm really sorry. I didn't want to keep it a secret, I was just scared of what you'd say if you knew." My words are barely audible over my sobs.

      Ben scrapes his chair back and comes around to my side of the table. I'm confused about what he's doing until he puts his arms around me from behind. I reach out and grasp hold of his forearms, holding him tightly as I sob.

      "This isn't very comfy, Rera," he murmurs after a few moments.

      "Oh." I let go of him and wipe away my tears.

      "Erm, I guess what I meant is that we could move somewhere more comfortable. Preferably soft."

      I laugh through my tears. "Are you just trying to get back into my bed?"

      "I was thinking about the sofa, but the bed works. Though I hate to break it to you, but I don't seem to have had any problems getting in there."

      "All right." I get to my feet. He has a point about my bed. Despite knowing that it's a bad idea, I keep asking him to stay. Nothing's happened between us, but I still find it nice to have him there. "I'm sorry I don't have more answers about what happened to the cylinder."

      He shrugs. "Doesn't matter, I'm closer than I was."

      I push open my bedroom door, a little surprised about wanting to be in here with him, but when he pulls me into his arms while lying on the bed, I realise how nice it feels.

      And that I'll do anything to help him the way he's helping me. Which means I need to make up with my best friend, because finding out where the cylinder has gone is now something I need to do.
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