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        Rera is about to discover she's a walking contradiction - a thief who works for the goddess of justice.

      

        

      
        While on the run, Rera accidentally stumbles into a sacred ceremony and the unthinkable happens - Ma'at chooses her to be one of her priestesses.

      

        

      
        After having only gotten by thanks to thieving, moving into the temple is a shock for Rera, especially when she's paired with another trainee priestess who makes it clear she wants nothing to do with her.

      

        

      
        But there are plots stirring in London, and Rera's old life is about to come crashing into her new one.

      

        

      
        -

        No Justice For Thieves is book one 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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            A Brief Note

          

        

      

    

    
      The Egyptian Empire World is set in an alternative universe where the Egyptian Empire never fell and replaced the Roman Empire. The split in the timeline happened after the Ptolemaic dynasty and the final Cleopatra's infamous reign. Instead of Egypt falling into the hands of the Romans, they fought back and gained control of the budding Roman Empire. All religions still exist in the world, but many have been absorbed into the Egyptian religion (this was common practice during their ancient history, so is something I adopted into the series).

      For the purposes of this series, the Egyptian Empire spans much of Africa and Europe, as well as some of the Middle East.

      I made the decision to keep a lot of the words and systems we use today (including place names like London and the River Thames) to make the reading experience as smooth as possible. If this was the real progression of events, those things would likely have been named differently.

      Things I have kept are the Ancient Egyptian concept of a week (10 days, including a 2 day "weekend"), month (3 weeks), season (4 months) and year (3 seasons plus 5 feast days). The currency they're using is debens (derived from the Ancient Egyptian word for bread - something workers were often paid in). Names have also been influenced by Ancient Egyptian history.
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      I hate stealing from the gods.

      Or more accurately, I hate it when we have to enter one of the heavily guarded temples on Temple Street for a job. The chances of getting caught here are higher than elsewhere in the city, and that only makes it more reckless for us to have said yes to this job.

      "Remind me why we're doing this?" I mutter to Zet.

      My best friend chuckles. "Because once we're done, we'll be able to pay rent for three months."

      "Right, yes." And as much as it feels foolish to be doing this, that is a motivator I can't ignore. I have to keep a roof above mine and my little sister's head.

      I lean back on the bench and study the Temple of Seth opposite us while trying to seem like I'm not studying the temple. I don't know who decided this is our target for the day, it's not like Seth's cult is one with a huge amount of power and influence any more, and that usually means that the treasury is nothing impressive. Not that I've ever been inside a Temple of Seth treasury.

      "What are we going in for again?" I ask.

      "This." Zet hands me a torn sheet of papyrus.

      It looks as if it's from some kind of official document and I have no idea what any of the hieroglyphs mean. If I did, I'd be able to understand what this object is and how it could possibly be worth three months of rent each at London prices.

      "What is it?" I ask, giving the sheet back to Zet.

      He shrugs. "Don't know, don't particularly care. We don't need to know what we're stealing, just what it looks like."

      "I suppose." I look down at my knees and try not to think about it too hard. As much as I don't want to admit it, I hate the idea of going inside and stealing something. It's marginally better than stealing from a house and taking someone's belongings, but not by much. If I could find a way out of the life I've found myself in then I would do it. "Doesn't seem like much to be going in for."

      "We can grab a few extras," Zet responds. "Instructions were to keep it to a minimum though. They don't want to raise suspicions too fast."

      That only makes me wonder more about what the item is, but it isn't my place to do that. I'm just supposed to get in, get the goods, and get out.

      "It's almost time," Zet says, nodding towards the entrance of the temple where a parade of priests leave with their heads held high. The man at the front is dressed in robes and jewels that are probably worth more than I make in an entire year and then some. No doubt he's the High Priest of the British Isles for the Temple of Seth.

      Zet starts to get up and I reach out to stop him. "We need to wait until the rest of the High Priests have passed," I remind him.

      He sits back down, frustration on his face. "I don't understand what all the pomp and ceremony is about."

      I shrug. "It's the Day of Choosing. We'd be taking part if we'd stayed at school." It was a strange thing to think. The other students from my class would be gathering in the temple where the priests decided who was worthy of serving the gods and who wasn't. Other than the Blessings, those go to the eighteen-year-olds the gods themselves deem worthy of the position, but that relies on believing the gods capable of that.

      "I wouldn't have taken part even if I'd still been at school," Zet murmurs, leaning back on the bench and crossing his arms.

      "No, maybe not." I watch as a group of people walk past us dressed in their formal wear. Considering we're on Temple Street, a lot of them are probably the offspring of the priests already serving in one of the temples here. They won't even have to worry about whether a temple will accept them, they'll know it already.

      It isn't just the eighteen-year-olds heading to the temple either, but the High Priests and sacred animals along with them. A row of jackals follow a priest from the Temple of Anubis, not one of them putting a foot out of place, and there are women with birds of prey on their arms. From this distance I can't tell if they're kites from the Temple of Nephthys or kestrels from the Temple of Isis. I suppose it won't matter, it's not like I'd ever be accepted into either temple.

      I sit straighter as a delegation from the Temple of Ma'at appears. The Blessed priests walk in pairs, some of them holding glimmering golden scales. I find myself tense despite the fact they're not looking for anyone up to no good today. But it's not even the formidable priestess at the front who takes up most of my attention, I can't take my eyes off the scales. I'm not sure what it is about them that draws me to them, but there's something. Maybe it's the idea that one day, my soul will be weighed on a set just like that and I know it's going to be found wanting. Ma'at is never going to let a thief into Duat, the afterlife is paradise and that's not something available to someone like me.

      The trickle of people slows down and is soon replaced by the normal day-to-day activity of the street.

      "Now we can go," I say to Zet.

      He nods and gets up. I feel surprisingly exposed without any tools of the trade, but considering it's the middle of the day, they'd just make us conspicuous. And we've got to get in and out of the temple while drawing as little attention to ourselves as possible.

      Twin statues of Seth flank the front entrance, staring down at us with menacing eyes that suit the god of chaos and storms. Even though I know it isn't probable, I can feel him watching me, it's as if he knows exactly what we have planned and he disapproves.

      I banish the thought from my mind. It's my imagination playing tricks on me, and I can't let it get the better of me. I have to stay calm and not imagine enemies at every corner, while also anticipating enemies in every corner. But this job is going to be worth it. Getting three months' worth of rent just for stealing one item from the Temple of Seth will mean that I don't have to take as many jobs in that time. I can look after Meri better and maybe even put some money aside so that I can use it if things get rough again. None of this should be anything I have to consider at eighteen, but with my parents out of the picture, I find it hard not to think about it.

      I focus on the task at hand, regretting it when I'm faced with wall paintings depicting the gods and their battle against Seth. It surprises me that this kind of painting exists within the Temple of Seth itself, I'd have expected them to venerate their chosen god rather than telling stories in which he's vanquished, but I won't pretend to understand how any of the priesthood think.

      "It's this way," Zet murmurs, gesturing for us to go down another corridor. He checks a map on his phone to make sure and I find my nerves reaching new heights.

      "Priests," I murmur, pulling him into a doorway as two priests saunter past, not paying any attention to their surroundings.

      "I thought they'd be out for the day," Zet admits.

      "Not everyone goes to the Day of Choosing," I remind him. "We're here because there are fewer priests around, not because there are none." Which only drives home how reckless this entire plan is. We should have said no.

      Zet gestures for me to leave the hiding place and we continue to make our way deeper into Seth's temple. We pass a few more people, but none of them seem to pay us any attention. At least that means the intel we got about the uniforms worn by laymen in the temple is right. We can trust our source.

      It doesn't take us long to get to the office of the High Priest, and I pull out my lock-picking tools. It's the only thing I've brought with me to help the job go smoother, but it's necessary, especially when we need to get inside as quickly as possible.

      "Keep watch," I say to Zet, though I probably don't need to tell him. This isn't the first time we've been in this position.

      I check the lock, relieved to find it's just a pin tumbler and shouldn't be too difficult to get into. I pull my tension wrench out of my lock-picking kit and get to work. My heart races even though I want it to be still. Every second that goes by is another second where we can get caught. And I wouldn't like to think about what happens to people who get caught stealing from a High Priest like this. I can't imagine the punishment will be particularly pleasant.

      The satisfying click of the lock opening sounds and I let out a sigh of relief. I push open the door and step into the room used by one of the most powerful men in the Temple of Seth, certainly in the British Isles. Everything about the room screams opulence, with shelves of expensive books and more gold than one person should reasonably have in their office. I know it's supposed to be a status symbol, but it feels rather ridiculous to have all of this on display. It's just asking for thieves to come along and take it.

      "Did your source tell you where whatever we're looking for is hidden?" I ask.

      "It should be behind the desk in a cabinet. You might need your lock-picking tools again," Zet says.

      "Or we could break the glass," I point out as I spot the item in question. It's not particularly fancy compared to many of the other items in the office. It's just a golden tube with hieroglyphics engraved into it. I have to assume that something inside it is valuable, because as it stands, there isn't even enough gold on the tube to pay the fee we've been promised.

      "We can't break the glass. We've been instructed to get it without doing that."

      "Fine. Watch the door." I return to my lock-picking kit, selecting a smaller tool to fit the tiny lock waiting for me on the cabinet. Luckily, this lock doesn't seem to be very complicated either. The High Priest of Seth doesn't seem to be very worried about people stealing from him. My hands shake as I work, but it doesn't detract from what I'm trying to do. The lock springs open, and I reach inside to grab the cylinder, handing it straight over to Zet to put away. I shove my tool kit back in my pocket and close the cabinet door. "Okay, let's get out of here. I'm worried about how easy this has been."

      "We just did a good job casing the place," Zet says as he slips a couple of small items into his pocket.

      I give him a disbelieving look. It's not that I don't think we've done a good job, we leaned on a lot of our contacts to make sure we knew what we were walking into, it's just that stealing from the gods and the temple shouldn't be as easy as this.

      "Let's just go," I say, waving him towards the exit. The more space we can put between us and the Temple of Seth, the safer we're going to be. At least until the handover of the cylinder tonight.
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      It isn't until we step out of the Temple of Seth that I start to believe we've gotten away with the job. It's been surprisingly easy to get in and out, almost to the point that I'm starting to get suspicious about the whole thing. Zet doesn't seem to have any of the same worries and is whistling to himself.

      "Will you stop that," I murmur.

      "You want me to act as if I'm guilty?"

      "No. I just don't want you to draw more attention to us than you need to," I snap.

      Zet rolls his eyes, not caring in the slightest. I try my best to ignore him. I love him like a brother, but sometimes it's difficult to be his partner for jobs, especially when our views on things seem to have been diverging over the past few months.

      "Sekhmet Blessed behind us," Zet murmurs.

      I stiffen. "Are they following us?"

      "Hard to tell," he responds. "But we should act as if they are."

      I'll never understand how he can stay so calm in situations like this. I suppose he's the one currently carrying stolen property, but it doesn't make me feel much better.

      "Split up, lose them if you think they're following. I'll meet you back at your place before the meeting tonight."

      I don't have a chance to agree with him before he disappears in the opposite direction. I take a deep breath. All right then, lose the Sekhmet Blessed guard. Because it's so easy to do that. I turn the corner, getting a glance of the man with a large lioness prowling beside me. It feels as if the big cat's eyes bore into me, seeing right through to my soul. Maybe that's just the goddess of vengeance working through her vessel to keep an eye on me. If that's true, then she'll already know what I've done, and it's too late to save myself.

      The Sekhmet Blessed also turns the corner. I have no proof of whether he's following me or not, but my racing heart certainly makes me feel as if he is. I'm going to have to lose him before I completely lose my cool.

      I turn the corner again, spotting the temple in which the Day of Choosing is happening. It's not my best plan, but there's no way a Blessed Priest is going to upset a sacred ceremony just to catch me, and there are going to be hundreds of eighteen-year-olds inside for me to blend in with. I'm not exactly dressed in the formal wear expected for the event, but I'm sure I won't be the only one.
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