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The sea was no longer empty.

At dawn, the waters near Setúbal shimmered not with peace, but with movement. Dozens of sails cut through the mist—some bearing the sigils of Olicipo, others the wild markings of the Azores.

On the cliffs above, soldiers watched in silence.

“They’re here...”

From the largest ship, black sails torn by past battles, stood Ricky the Puppets. His coat danced in the wind, eyes locked on the growing stronghold ahead.

Behind him, not just pirates—but warriors now. Survivors. Killers. Loyal to him alone.

“Drop anchor!” he shouted.
“Let’s see if this wall is worth dying for.”

On land, the gates opened.

Dinis rode forward with his guard, armor polished but expression unreadable. Wagons followed behind him—food, weapons, timber, oil... everything needed to sustain a war that had not yet begun.

When Ricky stepped onto the shore, the two men locked eyes.

No smiles.
No bows.
Just understanding.

“You took your time,” Dinis said calmly.

Ricky smirked.
“And you built a wall big enough to impress even me... that’s new.”
Dinis glanced toward the horizon.

“It won’t be enough.”

Ricky followed his gaze... and for once, said nothing.

Throughout the day, the land transformed.

	Ships unloaded barrels of grain, salted meat, and fresh water 

	Blacksmiths reignited their forges, reshaping steel for war 

	Archers lined the walls, testing range and precision 

	Engineers reinforced gates and towers 


From Porto came banners of the Supreme King.
From inland, houses answered the call—some proud, some afraid.
And above it all... the wall stood.

Massive. Silent. Waiting.

As night fell, fires lit the coastline.

Ricky and Dinis stood side by side, watching the last ships dock.

“You trust him?” Ricky asked, referring to King Afonso.

Dinis took a moment.

“I trust what he fears.”

Ricky laughed softly.
“Good. Because I don’t trust kings.”
A distant horn echoed from the south.

Both men turned.

Far beyond the horizon... faint lights flickered.

Not stars.

Not ships.

Something else.

Something vast.

Ricky whispered, almost amused:

“Now this... this is going to be fun.”
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Chapter II — The Sea Turns Red
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The ocean was too calm.

That was the first sign.

Ricky the Puppets stood at the front of his flagship, eyes scanning the horizon near the waters of Setúbal.

“Wind’s wrong...” he muttered.

Behind him, his fleet—ships from the Azores and allies from Castile—waited.

Then...

A horn.

Deep. Foreign.

From the fog... shadows emerged.

Not ships.

A fleet.

Huge.

At least four times their size.

Black sails. Curved designs. War drums echoing across the sea.

One of Ricky’s men whispered:

“...we can’t win this.”

Ricky smiled.

“Good.”

The enemy launched first:

	Flaming projectiles across the sky 

	Arrows raining like storms 

	Fast attack boats splitting the formation 


Ricky shouted:

“BREAK FORMATION!”

Chaos... but intentional.

His ships scattered.

Enemy commanders hesitated.

Mistake.

Instead of facing them head-on:

He pulls them closer to the coast
Shallow waters... dangerous for big ships
“Let them follow!” he laughed.

Several massive enemy ships... ran aground.

Stuck.

Vulnerable.

“NOW!”

	Fire ships launched 

	Small boats boarding from all sides 

	Pirates climbing like demons 


Steel clashed. Fire spread.

The sea... burned.

Ricky jumps onto an enemy flagship.

Faces their captain.

Silence in the middle of chaos.

“Who are you?” the man asks.

Ricky grins:

“I’m the storm you didn’t see coming.”

They fight.

Fast. Brutal.

Ricky wins.

Throws the body into the sea.

The enemy retreats... but not defeated.

Just testing.

Ricky watches them disappear.

For once... serious.

“This isn’t a war...”

He looks toward land... toward Setúbal.

“...this is an empire.”
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Chapter III — When Land and Sea Burn as One



[image: ]


The attack came at dawn.

No warning.
No mercy.
From the walls of Setúbal, the horns began to sound—low, urgent, endless.

“They’re here...”

From the southern plains, the enemy advanced.

Thousands.

Rows upon rows of soldiers from the desert empire moved as one—disciplined, silent, unstoppable. Their curved blades reflected the rising sun, and behind them...

War machines.

	Catapults loaded with fire 

	Siege towers rolling forward 

	Ladders carried by waves of infantry 


At the center of it all... their general.

Watching.

Waiting.

“Hold positions!” shouted commanders along the wall.

Archers raised bows.

“LOOSE!”

The sky darkened.

Arrows fell like rain.

Men dropped—but more took their place.

Always forward.

Then—

“FIRE!”

The first wave of flaming projectiles struck the wall.

Explosions of heat and smoke.

Wood cracked. Stone blackened.

Still... the wall held.

Above, soldiers of King Afonso stood firm.

“Boiling oil—NOW!”

Screams rose as ladders reached the walls—only to be met with burning death poured from above.

Still...

They climbed.

At the same moment—

The ocean erupted.

Near the coast, fleets collided once more.

Ricky the Puppets stood at the center of chaos, his ships weaving between enemy vessels like wolves among giants.

“Left flank! Cut them off before they reach the shore!”

The enemy fleet pushed forward—trying to land troops behind the wall.

If they succeeded...

It was over.

	Flaming arrows crossed the sky 

	Ships rammed into each other with crushing force 

	Men fought in water, drowning in armor 


Ricky jumped between ships like a shadow.

Everywhere he went—

Victory followed.

But even he could see it.

They were being overwhelmed.

Back on land, Dinis observed everything.

Too many fronts.

Too much pressure.

Then he saw it.

The pattern.

“They’re not trying to break the wall...” he whispered.

A soldier turned.

“My lord?”

Dinis pointed toward the sea.

“They’re trying to split us.”

	Land forces = distraction 

	Naval forces = breach point 


If troops landed behind the wall...

The entire defense would collapse.

Dinis acted instantly.

“Signal Ricky!”

A flaming arrow shot into the sky.

A signal.

Ricky saw it.

Paused.

Then smiled.

“So... that’s the game.”

He turned to his fleet.

“All ships—full assault! We end this here!”

No more defense.

No more retreat.

Only attack.

Ricky led the charge straight into the heart of the enemy fleet.

Madness.

Brilliant madness.

	Ships collided head-on 

	Fire spread uncontrollably 

	Explosions lit the sea 


Even the enemy hesitated.

No one fought like this.

The pressure intensified.

More ladders. More towers.

Some enemies reached the top.

Hand-to-hand combat.

Steel. Blood. Screams.

A soldier shouted:

“They’re breaking through!”

Then—

A banner rose above the wall.

The sigil of Porto.

And beside it...

King Afonso himself.

Sword drawn.

“If this wall falls...”

He stepped forward into the fight.

“...we fall with it.”

Sea burning.
Wall shaking.
Men dying on both sides.
And still—

No victor.

As the sun began to set...

Both armies pulled back.

Not defeated.

Not victorious.

Just...

Testing.

Ricky stood on the remains of a burning ship.

Dinis watched from the wall.

Afonso stood among the fallen.

All three knew the truth.

“This was only the beginning.”
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Chapter IV — The Mind That Does Not Break
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The second assault did not come with noise.

It came with silence.

After the chaos...
after the fire...
after the blood...

There was... nothing.

From the walls of Setúbal, men watched the horizon.

No movement.

No advance.

No sound.

“They’re retreating...” one soldier whispered.

“No.”

The voice came calm.

Precise.

Certain.

Dinis stepped forward.

“They’re preparing.”

Dinis closed his eyes for a moment.

Replaying everything.

The tunnel.
The ships.
The coordinated assault.

Too precise.

Too controlled.

“This was never about breaking us quickly...”

A pause.

“It’s about breaking us completely.”

Then he saw it.

Not in front of him.

Not on the sea.

Behind.

His eyes widened.

“They’re going to surround us.”

Commanders turned.

“What?”

“Not here... not now...”

He pointed outward.

“They’ve already moved units during the night.”

A pause.

“While we fought... they repositioned everything.”

Scouts arrived.

Breathless.

Terrified.

“My lord—”

“Say it.”

“They’re in the hills... and the forests...”

Silence.

“...we’re surrounded.”

King Afonso stepped forward.

Rage in his eyes.

“Impossible.”

Dinis didn’t look at him.

“No... inevitable.”

For a moment—

everything stopped.

Then Dinis spoke again.

“We cannot hold the wall.”

Shock.

Murmurs.

“That’s madness!”

Dinis turned.

Cold. Focused.

“No.”

A step forward.

“Staying... is death.”

Afonso stared at him.

“What do you suggest?”

Dinis didn’t hesitate.

“We break through.”

Silence.

“Not all of us.”

A pause.

“I stay.”

The words hit like steel.

“You... stay?” Afonso asked.

Dinis nodded.

“I will hold the wall.”

Another pause.

“Long enough for you to escape.”

Afonso stepped forward.

Angry.

“I am the king. I do not run.”

Dinis met his gaze.

“And you are the kingdom.”

Silence.

“If you die... everything dies with you.”
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Behind them—

boots.

Ricky the Puppets.

“You’re not doing this alone,” he said.

Dinis looked at him.

“Yes. I am.”

Ricky smirked.

“Not today.”

The plan was set.

	Afonso would retreat with the main forces 

	Reinforcements would regroup inland 

	Ricky would cover the sea escape 

	Dinis... 


Would stay.

As the enemy advanced from all sides—

Dinis stood atop the wall.

Calm.

Still.

Unshaken.

“Archers... ready.”

Below—

thousands approached.

Above—

one man held the line.
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Dinis used everything:

	Collapsing sections of the wall strategically 

	Redirecting enemy flow into kill zones 

	Burning supply paths 

	Forcing confusion in their ranks 


They advanced—

but slower.

Messier.

Costlier.

Exactly as he intended.

As the sun began to fall—

Dinis stood alone.

The wall behind him—broken.

The enemy before him—endless.

But he did not move.

Did not retreat.

Did not kneel.

He did not fight to win...

he fought so the kingdom could live.
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Chapter V — Legends Are Forged in Fire and Salt
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The escape had begun.

From the gates of Setúbal, the army of King Afonso moved inland—fast, disciplined, silent.

No cheers.
No glory.
Only survival.

Behind them—

one man remained.

On the broken wall, Dinis watched the enemy close in.

Thousands.

From every side.

He exhaled slowly.

“Good...”

For the first time—

he smiled.

“They finally understood.”

The enemy surged forward.

Confident now.

Certain of victory.

That was their mistake.

Dinis raised his hand.

“Now.”

Deep beneath the structure—

what remained of the tunnels...

Had not been sealed.

They had been prepared.

Fire.

Oil.

Pressure.

All waiting.

One spark—

And the ground trembled.

Then—

EXPLOSION.

The wall did not fall.

It collapsed outward.

Taking hundreds—no, thousands—with it.

Fire consumed everything in its path.

Screams echoed across the battlefield.

Chaos.

Pure chaos.

From above, Dinis watched it all.

Unmoved.

Victory?

No.

Delay.

Time.

Exactly what he needed.

He turned...

And disappeared into the smoke.

Alive?

Dead?

No one knew.

Far from the wall—

the ocean burned once more.

Ricky the Puppets had no intention of retreating quietly.

“They think we’re running?” he laughed.

“Good.”

––––––––
[image: ]


Ricky split his fleet.

Not into two.

Into chaos.

Ships moved unpredictably:

	Some attacked 

	Some retreated 

	Some burned intentionally 


The enemy followed—confused.

Disorganized.

Then—

they realized too late.

They were surrounded.

Ricky’s ships formed a wide arc.

Then—

set the sea on fire.

Oil spread across the water.

Flames erupted.

Enemy ships trapped in the center—

burning.

Nowhere to go.

Ricky boarded ship after ship.

Relentless.

Untouchable.

Men whispered his name like a curse.

Or a god.

Behind the inferno—

Afonso’s remaining forces escaped.

Safe.

Alive.

Because two men—

held the world back.

The battlefield fell silent.

The wall—gone.

The sea—burned.

The enemy—shaken.

But not defeated.

Never defeated.

On land, a man became a legend...

On the sea, a legend became something more.

And somewhere in the smoke...

Dinis’ fate remained unknown.
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