
Chapter 6 - Burning Rage
It had been several week since Rosa had escaped. If she thought that her 
first few weeks in the city were eventful, she had quickly changed her 
ideas.

Since she left that tower, Rosa had struggled to find any place to stay for 
any time. It turned out that father had extended his reach throughout the 
city. Now everyone was talking about Gómez de Borja y Velasco and his 
marvellous new bridge. New member of the Great Council and one of 
the most deserving to be entered into the Golden Book. With father on 
the council, there was no one that Rosa could trust.

She had hoped to escape the city, but all docks were patrolled by the City 
Guard, and she had no idea how many were under her father’s employ. 
Besides, from the gossip in the piazzas, the mainland was not a place 
you wanted to go. The farmlands were guarded more than the docks, and 
outside of Venezia it seemed like the entire continent had gone feral.

Not that the city was much safer. Few dared venture into sunken 
San Canciano anymore, not since the Black Night. Hushed whispers 
of people found drained of blood were everywhere. Back home the 
superstitious townsfolk would tell of the guaxa, a story which had 
frightened Catalina no end, but Rosa had written off as make-believe. 
Now however, the tale was running through the city like wildfire.

Rumours were one thing, but Rosa had seen monsters with her own 
eyes. Two weeks earlier she had taken a wrong turn on the way back to 
the hideout she’d been staying at for a couple of nights. Rosa had been 
on the street after dark - something that even now she tried to avoid. At 
the end of a thin alleyway she heard a muffled grunting. The Rent shone 
down a sickening green that didn’t quite hit the cobblestones, so Rosa 
had started a small ember in her hand. She illuminated what looked 
like an injured dog, but as she got closer she saw water dripping off 
slick scales and teeth as long as her forearm jutting out from its crooked 
mouth. It looked up at her with milky white eyes and gnashed its jaw, 



lurching forwards. The thing was obviously already injured, as it was 
trailing a dark green ichor behind it. Rosa took no chances, increasing 
the flame in her hand and hurling a fireball at the creature. It hit home 
and the beast’s skin popped in the heat. The fire scorched the side of it’s 
head and it howled, turning and crookedly leaping away. It turned the far 
corner and Rosa heard a splash as it fell into the nearby canal.

That wasn’t even her closest call.

The creature was bestial, but Rosa had seen pure evil. Several times she 
had been followed by lecherous men. Some in fine clothing, others in 
rags. And once she was chased by men of the clergy, their brown robes 
flittering and golden crosses hanging from their necks. Rosa had been 
given no other choice but to use her gifts. She was not strong, and while 
she was wiley, escaping could only get you so far - some of her pursuers 
were dogged. Most of the time a simple immolation of her arms would 
frighten them away, but occasionally she would have to fight. She’d 
practiced shaping the fire into balls and hurling them at her enemies. It 
stung her hands, but soon she became used to the pain. Her skin would 
heal quickly, but the scar tissue stayed for a lot longer.

She’d injured dozens of attackers at this point. A teenaged girl on her 
own in Venice was an easy target, and more often than she’d like she 
would have to travel at night to avoid guard patrols.

She was unsure how many people she had killed, but there was one 
definite death. A man with a sharp knife had lunged at her. She managed 
to avoid the first cut, but he was relentless and slashed across her skin 
several times before she could knock the knife away. It clattered to the 
ground, but the man pressed on with a madness in his eyes. He grabbed 
Rosa’s arms and shoved her back against a wall.

Although she struggled, the man was rabid and bit down on her 
shoulder, pulling off a chunk of flesh. The pain turned to heat which 
rose through her veins. Barely any licks of flame escaped as the inferno 
overcame Rosa, going straight up the man’s arms and torching him alive. 
He barely screamed, gasping as the air in his lungs evaporated. Rosa 



didn’t let up, the fire bright in her eyes. As she settled, all that was left 
was a charred skeleton surrounded by burned cobblestones. She thought 
she’d feel bad, but guilt was a luxury she could not afford.

While she only used her powers when absolutely necessary, she had 
still drawn attention. One woman had asked her for help. Said that the 
Doctors took her son away. Apparently a routine check-up at one of their 
clinics had revealed his Rent-sickness and he was now being held before 
being deported to San Servolo. If Rosa could break him out, the woman 
would pay what she could. She owned a market stall trading art, but 
what she had saved she would pay. Rosa had declined, telling the woman 
that she was mistaken, she must be confusing her for someone else. Rosa 
wasn’t looking to cause trouble, and breaking anyone out of anywhere 
would attract attention from the guard.

It was the second person to approach Rosa that made her reconsider her 
stance of going undetected. Dressed in a fine outfit with golden trim, he 
wore a mask with a hooked nose and a long cape. Rosa hadn’t seen him 
in the market, but he approached her afterwards.

“You thinking of paying for those?” the man whispered in her ear. Rosa 
knew what he was talking about, but couldn’t see how he did. She was 
extremely careful when she stole, taking only what food she needed and 
stowing it away in a small bag.

The man wasn’t grabbing her or even stopping her from running. He 
leaned back against the opposite wall and absentmindedly picked at his 
nails.

“I think you have me mistaken-” Rosa started.

“Two apples, a hunk of dried meat, and that nice lady’s change, by my 
count.” The man interrupted. He spoke not with malice, but more like 
reeling off a shopping list which was entirely uninteresting to him. The 
most annoying thing was that he was absolutely correct.



“How did-”

“You’re going for the obvious things, girl! You need to be more...
selective.” Rosa wondered if he would ever let her finish a sentence.

He pulled back his cloak to reveal a hidden pocket inside. He took out 
dozens of golden ducats, a gilded mirror, and a jewelled ring which he 
held up to the sky to look at.

“Eh, fake.” The man said before dropping it at his feet. It tinkled as it hit 
the cobbled floor.

“I only take a little, but it’s things no one will miss, from people that 
won’t miss them. Maybe they’ll get home this evening and find they 
misplaced their mirror, but it’s much too late by then. Take someone’s 
stock though... These merchants know what they’re bringing with them 
in the morning, and those without much coin know exactly how much 
they’ve got left.”

Rosa relaxed a little. The man was a professional thief. Any trouble he 
could put her in, she’d do the same for him. And there was something 
about his smooth drawl. He spoke as if the words were dripping from his 
mouth like honey - sweet and flowing. It put her at ease.

“Listen, little flame,” and just like that, Rosa was on edge again, “I know 
what you can do, and I have a job for you. And judging by that dear lady 
you stole from, I think I have just enough time to tell you about it.”

She didn’t know why, but she didn’t immediately turn and run. Maybe 
it was the fear that he’d make a scene while she had a bag stuffed with 
stolen goods. Maybe it was his idiotic grin. Either way, she stood rooted 
to the spot. Seeing her stillness, the man in the cape continued:

“You know that new bridge being built? The one on the Grand Canal.” 
Rosa’s blood turned cold (which was not an easy feat). Father’s bridge?



“Well, we want to make the builder think twice. He hasn’t run it by the 
people. Just another councillor who is doing whatever he wants. He’s 
ruining the lives of good people, building that thing. The traders on the 
Rialto, the oarsmen running the water barges, the workers who are paid 
almost nothing to work their hands to the bone on the construction. We 
just want a little accident to slow progress. Get the people what they 
deserve.”

Rosa’s attention was not on the words. She didn’t really care about 
helping those people. She wanted to hurt her father. Her father who 
locked her up. Who left her on her own. Who had been sending the 
guard out to attack her on sight every day since.

“We’ll pay you of course. This today,” the thief showed his ill-gotten 
wares again, “is just a fraction of the reward. We don’t want anything too 
extravagant of course, just a few fires. That should scare-”

“I’ll do it.” It was Rosa’s turn to interrupt now. She looked the man 
straight in his grey eyes as she said it. She saw them glint and he cracked 
another smile.

“Good! We’ll be in touch soon - don’t move before our mark. We 
wouldn’t want anyone to get hurt.” Rosa nodded and the man glanced 
round.

“Well, looks like that’s our time up!” he nodded to the market where the 
woman she stole from was causing a scene. She’d noticed her purse was 
gone and was crying about a thief.

Rosa would have to get out quickly. She turned back to see nothing more 
than the spot where the man had been stood, now empty except the fake 
ring. Rosa glanced around, picked the ring up, stuffed it into her bag and 
then ran.


