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Maximus always gets his mark.


That’s what they say about me. If I set my sights on a target with a big enough bounty on their head, they might as well pack it in. I’ll pursue them to the ends of the earth. Not just for the payout, but for the sake of my pride.

Aside from the bit about my pride, I’ll take it. I can’t say it myself, what with my being a four-legged horse n’ all. I’ve got all the intelligence of any other uplifted beast, but I’m cursed with no proper vocal cords to work with. 
That’s why it’s nice to have other people talk about my reputation, to expect that when I go on someone’s trail, I’m not gonna come back empty-hooved.
I’ve got my ways of wranglin’.

I’ve been hot on the trail for more than a week now. The local baron’s biggest coinpurse, one that was especially big n’ bulging, vanished off his belt loop and disappeared while he was bewitched by a dancing tigress. She was seen with an accomplice, escaping the settlement and heading towards the ruins of the old Botanical Gardens - what was left of them, anyway.

They couldn’t have gone far, especially if they were on foot. I could gallop halfway across the barony in the time it took for them to reach the ruined labyrinth. I guess it’s still a bit like a garden now, it’s absolutely full of greenery. Though it’s all ivy and wildflowers instead of those bright delicate flowers that died when there was even a stiff breeze.
Most of them tasted awful, too. 

“SUZU!”
A feminine voice, deep, but anxious. Definitely one of the two culprits. Did they get separated…?

Excellent. That means it’s time to divide and conquer.

My hoofbeats slow down, and I take care not to clop my hooves on any of the left over stonework. I trot in the free patches of dirt, listening out for my target’s breathing, and the bells that jingle with every step she makes. 
A wild monster would get her, if I didn’t.

She’ll be far better off with me, even if she won’t realise it right away.

I snort. I’ve got her scent. As I creep and dip my head low, moving like a feline predator, I catch a glimpse of black-striped orange fur. 

She’s got a lot of meat on those bones, clearly the dancing and the thieving is paying off. But not for much longer.

”SUZU!” She shouts again, her huge paws cupped around her snout. She puts a lot of effort into it this time, bending forward and using all her breath in it. Then she plops that thick rump of hers against an old pile of brickwork. 

Her olive green cloak is doing a poor job at hiding her skimpy clothes beneath. 

I’m not attracted to bipeds, as a general rule. But she’s got a cute face, and sparkling green eyes, and there’s something almost innocent about her lost look, even though she’s almost as tall as me.

That innocence must be what makes her such a good criminal.
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