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The snake always hides in the flowers.

Alessandria knew that fact like the back of her hands. Especially, as her father had drummed it into her over the years before his unfortunate death. 

She kept looking straight ahead at a rather stunning painting of a naval battle from over a few hundred years ago. Alessandria wasn't exactly sure what her favourite piece of the picture was. The immense brushstrokes that highlighted the violent waves crashing against the two immense fleets. The little details of the soldiers on the harbour preparing for the ground assault. She was impressed she could make out the faces of the soldiers. Or the little flicks of the paintbrush on the ships that showed the massive flames that worked their way through the fleets. 

Alessandria had to smile at this painting and she understood why her father loved it. But it was a little big to have in the castle. So keeping it at the Art Gallery would have to do for now.

The sound of people murmuring and chatting quietly reminded her she wasn't alone. Alessandria didn't have to turn to know there were tens or even hundreds of sweaty people around her. Here to admire Ordericous' finest art. 

But Alessandria would have preferred to bring some essential oils with her. It was a recent trick the nobility had discovered that if you wipe a little bit of the oil under your nose. Then you don't need to smell the sweaty common folk.

Granted Alessandria despised the rest of the nobility for discriminating against the commoners, but she could understand it now as a massive whiff of foul body odour washed over her. 

She almost gagged.

Also, Alessandria realised she had to keep her mouth very still. Otherwise, her mouth tasted foul salt and other horrid tastes. 

Turning her attention back to the immense painting, Alessandria wondered how the criminals wanted to get this out. It was massive after all. They certainly couldn't carry it out. 

She raised an eyebrow. 

What if they were going to steal it at night?

The thought had crossed her mind earlier but Alessandria knew her merchant friend was never wrong. He said the painting was being taken today before closing time. And Alessandria believed him. 

Then she remembered the bottle of fine wine the merchant had given her as payment for... not investigating him. 

She hardly mind not investigating the merchant. After all he told her everything she needed to protect the people on her land so he wasn't a problem. Yet Alessandria would arrest him if he ever hid a threat from her.

The feeling of warmth washed over her neck as she was reminded of that silly little row of windows that went across the top of the Gallery.

She brushed some of her long hair over her neck. Wanting to find this criminal and get out of here. 

The sound of a massive wooden stick hitting the polished black marble floor made Alessandria smile as Hellen came to stand next to her.

Alessandria gave Hellen a quick look and almost laughed at her friend's black leather boots covered in mud and her equally muddy grey Procurator cloak.

“You do know someone’s going to have to clear that up,” Alessandria said.

“Ya but I gonna job to do,”

Alessandria had to agree with her there. Hellen was a dedicated Procurator, a lot more than others.

“Why ya looking at some old painting? We should be hunting that crook,”

“Patience,” Alessandria said.

Turning her head slightly, Alessandria looked at the crowd to see the crowd of tourists part a little, almost like someone was coming through.

“I see that crook,” Hellen said, walking into the crowd.

Turning around fully, Alessandria saw all the crowds of people in their full sweaty mass. There were people everywhere all chatting and pointing to the breath-taking works of art. 

As she walked into the crowd, sliding past different people and smelling their sweat and the oil from their work, Alessandria carefully walked towards the target.

She saw the crowd move a little as someone slowly walked towards her.

Placing a hand on one of her long swords, she gave a small smile as its cold metal hilt felt good in her hand.

A moment later, the crowd opened a final time to reveal an extremely short little man, maybe a metre tall, wearing posh expensive silk. But his face was rough and worn. Probably after decades of hard labour.

He walked up to Alessandria, thinking he would pass her, Alessandria stood her ground.

The man looked up.

Alessandria grinned at him.

His eye’s widened.

He snapped out a gun.

He fired.

Alessandria jumped out the way.

Landing elegantly on the ground. Before jumping back up.

People screamed.

They ran.

The little man was lost in the crowd.

Alessandria surged forward.

Pushing people away.

She had to find her target.

Alessandria saw the crowd opening.

She saw the criminal.

Another gunshot went off.

Was Hellen in trouble?

The thought made Alessandria’s heart race.

She charged forward.

Knocking people to the ground.

The smell of sweat was immense.

The crowd opened up as she ran.

Another shot went off.

Someone cried and screamed.

Knocking a final person to the ground. Alessandria charged into the opening.

Only to see Hellen whacking the little man with her massive stick.

The man went flying.

Smashing his head into a priceless painting. His blood spraying up the canvas.

Walking over to the little man, Alessandria looked at him shaking her head. All this silly criminal wanted was a painting that wasn’t his. This was theft plain and simple. She so badly wanted to arrest him, but as this wasn’t Fireheart Land she couldn’t.

Hellen came over. Whacking her stick into the back of his head.

With one almighty crack, the man fell unconscious.

“Thank ya, Alexis,” Hellen said. “That should keep my Dominicus Procurator off my back for a while,”

Looking at the pool of blood under the man’s head, Alessandria wasn’t that sure if Hellen’s boss would be too pleased. 

A tall poshly dressed woman, probably the Head of The Gallery, walked around the corner of the art Gallery, looked at the blood and screamed in horror. Not at the body but at the painting.

She rushed over.

She looked at Alessandria.

Alessandria pointed at Hellen.

The Head of the Gallery looked at Hellen.

“I think it adds character to ya painting,” Hellen said.

The Head of the Gallery turned around and quickly walked away.

A part of Alessandria wanted to think about how this Head would explain the damage worth tens of thousands of coins to the owner. But that was not her problem for now, at least.

Alessandria’s eyes widened as she saw a tall stunning man walk around the corner of the Gallery in his typically well-fitting black and fiery red armour. Highlighting his muscles and face perfectly. It was Nemesio.

She wanted to wonder how the former Inquisitor who almost cost her family everything was still working with her. But after their date a month ago, she wanted to keep him around.

“Lady Fireheart,” Nemesio said.

“That is oddly formal of you Nemesio. What’s up?” Alessandria said.

“Your mother has returned, and she needs to see you. She knows about the Seeker,”
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I really hate waiting. I absolutely hate it with a passion. When someone sets a meeting and I arrive on time, not early, I expect the other person to be ready. 

After all, I am Daniel Fireheart, I am how the military gets its weapons and soldiers. And I can't believe I'm saying this but I would like to become 'friends' with this Head of The Military after we killed the last one.

Shaking my head, I frowned at literally everything. Everything in this little corridor was awful. From the disgusting and utterly dull grey rough rock that lined the walls and the curved ceiling to the dull grey floor. It wasn't even polished. 

Now I think about it judging by the smell of this corridor that smelt like damp mould. That left a strange foul taste in my mouth. I think this is a bit of a strange place for the Head of the Military to have their office. 

At the thought of being sent to the wrong place on purpose, I span my dull blade with my hand and took deep breaths to calm myself. 

The sound of little claws tapping the ground made me roll my eyes at the thought of rats. I really didn't need rats. Not that I don't like them but I can't be bothered to kill anything today.

Looking around and ignoring my hate for this corridor, I tried to remember what Alessandria wanted me to ask him. Oh yes, don't punch him and tried to get us better pay.

Both those comments made me smile a little. Just because I'm autistic and hate certain people with a passion doesn't mean I'm going to punch him. But I suppose she could be referring to the so-called incident the other week when a servant was annoying me so I broke his nose. 

Then the other comment I was a bit puzzled by because of how well the Queen and the Military pays us anyway. And it's not like our noble family needs any money.

The sound of high heels tapping against the solid rock made me turn and give a false smile to see a tall elegant woman in 9-inch black heels and a supposedly stunning dress that clung to her figure walked towards me.

She wandered up to me and stopped to one side. Then the thunderous sound of footsteps stomped down the hall after her.

My dull blade spun quicker.

Looking up the corridor to see who it was, I rolled my eyes as an immensely overweight man dressed in horrific leather clothes stomped towards me.

I don’t know what I was more surprised about. The ugly leather clothes or the fact his breakfast practically covered it. Judging by the food he probably had eggs and some creamy sauce.

Clearly nothing like my nobility breakfast of salmon on some weird posh bread served on a bed of whale eggs. But of course, he didn’t need to know that.

Again I
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