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Any merchant crewman who’d encountered the pirate ship Able Mouser would tell you that when it came to plunder, Captain Sable’s heart was as black as her ebony coat. Her own pirate crew agreed, although looking around their number they might privately suspect she harboured a soft spot for underdogs regardless of their species. As Sable sat back from the table in her cabin and picked her teeth with a bone of the braised rat she’d just consumed for lunch, she little knew that soft spot was about to get her into trouble again.

“A fine meal as usual, Cookie,” she opined to the white-aproned tabby who’d just scratched once at the door and then opened it. Cooks aboard the Able Mouser were always tabbies and followed some internally-organized scheme of succession, but all seemed equally talented with a knife and a ladle and answered to the name of Cookie, so Sable had no complaints.

“You’re welcome, as usual, Cap’n,” Cookie said. “That one was courtesy of my newest ratter. He’s a quick little kitten with a delicate touch. Presents a perfectly unmarked corpse every time.”

Sable quelled a sudden urge to knock the plate off the table just for fun. She wasn’t sure where these urges originated, but she tried to ignore them when they’d only make more work for someone else. “How are we for stores, then?” Sable asked. “We’ve not put in to St. Katt’s for a while, so it should be reasonably safe if we need—”

A sudden thud and turmoil on the quarterdeck above them interrupted Sable’s words. There followed a screech that came from the throat of no cat, then a bellow of “Captain! A stowaway! Fetch the Captain, ye feral layabouts!”

Sable was on her feet and brushing past Cookie as the tread of hobnailed boots clattered across the deck outside. She skirted the oncoming crewcat with a nod as he flattened himself against the wall to give her space. Tail lashing and one paw on her pistol, Sable leapt up the short flight of steps to the quarterdeck. She found her First Mate, Mr. Moth, with a meaty paw wrapped around the forewing of a struggling and panicked blue-feathered birdfolk. Since Moth was a strapping tawny feline with an eyepatch on the right and a ragged ear on the left, to say nothing of a vicious-looking underbite that permanently exposed his bottom row of sharp white teeth, she couldn’t blame the purported stowaway for being frightened.

But it was Sable’s considered opinion that in almost every such case, a little more fear couldn’t hurt.

“Desist!” she roared fearsomely at the birdfolk, who had the long, rounded bill and webbed feet of a waterfowl. Sable accompanied the order with a slash of one paw through the air, claws extended. “I’ll hear you out, but not until you still yourself.”

“There’s a hearty meal for the entire crew in this one, Captain,” Mr. Moth growled with an evil grin that only served to make his ever-present lower canines more prominent. He gave the birdfolk a shake to emphasize his words. “Here’s Cookie now, I’m sure she’ll agree.”
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