
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Ricky the Puppets

Conquest of the Azores


Introduction

––––––––
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Before kings ruled the land...

before empires clashed for dominance...

there was the sea.

Unclaimed.

Unforgiving.

Endless.

And in the middle of it—

a scattered chain of islands, forgotten by power...

Azores.

No crown.

No unity.

Only small houses.

Petty wars.

Survival.

Until he arrived.

A man with no kingdom.

No allegiance.

Only ambition.

Ricky the Puppets.
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Chapter I — The Man Without a Flag

The sea was restless that night.

Not with storm—

not with wind—

but with something deeper.

Something... watching.

A lone merchant vessel cut through the dark waters, its lanterns flickering like dying stars. The crew spoke in hushed tones, uneasy without knowing why.

No enemy in sight.

No sails on the horizon.

And yet...

Fear lingered.

Then—

a sound.

Not cannon fire.

Not wood breaking.

A whisper.

Smoke curled from the darkness.

At first, it seemed like mist rising from the sea—thin, unnatural, moving against the wind.

Then shapes formed within it.

Two figures.

Still. Silent. Watching.

On the edge of a black ship that had no banner...

stood a man.

Ricky the Puppets

He did not shout.

He did not move.

He simply watched.

Behind him stood sixty-nine souls.

Men and women alike.

Not a crew—

not an army—

but something in between.

They did not question him.

They did not speak his name lightly.

They followed.

Always.

At Ricky’s feet sat a black cat, its eyes glowing faintly in the dark—unnaturally still, as if it understood more than any beast should.

Beside it...

a wolf.

Massive. Silent.

Its breath slow. Controlled.

Watching the ship ahead like prey already claimed.

And then—

the puppets moved.

Two figures made of carved wood and wrapped in ancient cloth stood at Ricky’s side.

From within them...

smoke poured endlessly.

Dark. Thick. Alive.

Runes burned faintly across their bodies.

Old symbols.

Not meant to be read—

only obeyed.

Ricky raised his hand slowly.

Not to command his crew...

but to speak.

Not to men.

To them.

The runes began to glow.

The smoke thickened.

The puppets turned their heads...

toward him.

And then—

he spoke.

Softly. Calmly.

“Tell me...”

his voice barely above a whisper,

“how many?”

The smoke twisted violently for a moment—

as if answering.

Ricky smiled.

Not with joy.

Not with cruelty.

But with certainty.

“Good.”

He lowered his hand.

And for the first time—

he looked at his crew.

No speech.

No rally.

Just one word.

“Now.”

What followed...

was not a battle.

It was execution.

Hooks flew through the air.

Ropes tightened.

Shadows moved faster than the eye could follow.

The wolf leapt first.

A blur of teeth and silence.

The cat vanished into the chaos—

only to reappear where death followed.

The puppets remained still...

but the smoke did not.

It spread across the enemy ship—

entering lungs,

blinding eyes,

breaking minds.

Men screamed.

Not from wounds—

but from what they thought they saw.

And in the middle of it all—

Ricky walked.

Calm. Untouched.

A blade in hand.

Precise. Efficient.

No wasted movement.

No hesitation.

When it was over—

the sea returned to silence.

Bodies drifted.

Wood creaked.

Fire crackled softly in the distance.

Ricky stood at the edge of the captured ship, looking out into the endless horizon.

No flag raised.

No claim made.

Yet.

Behind him, the sixty-nine waited.

As always.

The puppets exhaled smoke into the night.

The wolf sat.

The cat watched.

And somewhere far ahead...

beyond the dark waters...

lay a place with no king.

No unity.

No future.

The Azores.

Ricky’s eyes narrowed slightly.

Not with hunger.

With vision.

“Soon.”

And the sea...

did not argue.

Chapter II — Islands Without a Name

––––––––
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Morning came slowly over the ocean.
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