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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.

Not with glory—
not with power—
but with quiet.

The islands rose from the mist like forgotten thoughts.

Green. Untouched.

Wild.

No banners.
No walls.
No kings.

Only life.

On the shores of what would one day be called the Azores...

people worked.

They fished.

Simple boats, carved by hand, drifting close to land.

Nets thrown with skill learned through generations—
not war.

They hunted.

Small groups moving through dense forests, tracking deer and wild goats.

No armor.
No formation.
Only instinct.

They built.

Wooden shelters.
Stone foundations.
Nothing grand.

Nothing permanent.

Because nothing ever threatened them.

Until now.

Far beyond the horizon...

a shape appeared.

At first, just another shadow on the sea.

Another fishing vessel, perhaps.

But it did not move like one.

Too steady.
Too direct.

On the cliffs, a young scout narrowed his eyes, shielding them from the rising sun.

Something felt... wrong.

By the time the alarm spread across the small settlements—

it was already too late.

The ship had arrived.

Black wood.

No flag.

No identity.

And at its front...

stood him.

Ricky the Puppets

The villagers gathered slowly near the shore.

Not as soldiers—

but as people trying to understand.

Some held spears.
Others, tools.
Most... held nothing at all.

They had never seen war.

Ricky stepped onto the sand.

Alone.

Behind him, the sixty-nine remained still. Watching. Waiting.

At his side—

the wolf.

The cat.

And just behind him...

the puppets.

Smoke drifted gently into the morning air.

Unnoticed.

One of the islanders stepped forward.

Older.

A leader, perhaps.

He spoke first.

Cautious. Firm.

“You come without a flag,” he said.
“State your purpose.”

Ricky tilted his head slightly.

Observing. Measuring.

Not the man.

The world.

“No flag,” Ricky replied calmly.

A pause.

“Yet.”

Murmurs spread through the crowd.

Confusion.

Not fear—

not yet.

“You are on our land,” the man continued.
“We live in peace here.”

Ricky’s eyes moved across the shoreline.

The boats.
The tools.
The people.

No defenses.
No structure.
No unity.

Perfect.

“Peace,” Ricky repeated softly.

As if tasting the word.

Behind him, one of the puppets’ runes flickered faintly.

The smoke thickened—just a little.

The wolf’s ears twitched.

The cat... disappeared.

No one noticed.

Ricky took one step forward.

Then another.

The distance between him and the islanders closed—

not with force...

but with inevitability.

“You live,” he said, calm and steady,
“but you do not rule.”

Silence fell.

“You survive,” he continued,
“but you do not own.”

The leader frowned.

Confusion turning slowly into tension.

“This is our home,” the man replied.

Ricky smiled.

Not mocking.

Not cruel.

Certain.

“No,” he said quietly.

He raised his hand slightly.

Behind him—

the sixty-nine moved.

Not attacking.

Not yet.

Positioning.

Silent. Precise.

Around the edges.
Behind the crowd.
Near the boats.

The islanders began to notice.

Too late.

The smoke drifted further now.

Soft. Invisible.

A child coughed.

A hunter blinked, disoriented.

The leader stepped back slightly.

“What are you doing?”

Ricky’s voice dropped to a whisper.

“Showing you...”

The puppets turned their heads.

The runes glowed brighter.

“...what you never had.”

The wolf growled.

Low. Controlled.

The sea remained calm.

The sky remained clear.

But something had changed.

This island—

this place without a name—

without kings...

without war...

Had just been seen.

And once Ricky saw something...

It was never the same again.

Chapter III — The Name That Was Never Chosen
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The island did not fall that day.

No blood was spilled.
No blades were drawn.

And yet...

everything had already begun to change.

The people returned to their routines.

Fishing.
Hunting.
Building.

But something followed them now.

Not a man.

Not a beast.

A feeling.

Eyes watching from nowhere.
Shadows that lingered too long.
Smoke that appeared...

and disappeared.

At night, whispers began.

Not loud.
Not clear.

But present.

Some claimed they heard voices near the cliffs.
Others swore the forests moved when no wind blew.

And a few...

refused to speak at all.

Far from the villages, hidden between stone and silence—

Ricky stood alone.

Ricky the Puppets

The wolf rested nearby.

Still. Alert.

The black cat watched from above, perched on a broken branch, its eyes glowing faintly in the dark.

And before him...

the puppets.

The runes carved into their wooden bodies began to glow softly.

Not violently.

Not with power meant to destroy—

But with something older.

Something that spoke.

Ricky stepped closer.

Slowly.

Respectfully.

This was not command.

This...

was conversation.

He reached out his hand, stopping just short of touching them.

The smoke thickened instantly.

Swirling. Listening.

Ricky closed his eyes.

“Tell me...”

he whispered.

The runes pulsed.

Once.

Twice.

Then the puppets moved.

Not like before.

Not as tools.

As something else.

Their heads turned toward him in perfect unison.

The smoke curled upward, forming shapes...

almost like words.

And then—

they answered.

Not in sound.

But in knowing.

Ricky’s expression shifted.

Not surprised.

Confirmed.

“This island...”

he murmured slowly, repeating what they showed him,

“...will be your home.”

The wind picked up slightly.

The trees whispered.

“...your kingdom...”

The wolf lifted its head.

The cat’s tail flicked once.

Ricky opened his eyes.

Dark. Focused.

“...your beginning.”

A pause.

Then something else came.

A detail.

Small.

But important.

Ricky looked up toward the sky.

Birds circled above the cliffs.

Large. Sharp. Dominant.

Watching everything below.

He smiled slightly.

“Açor...” he said quietly.

The puppets’ runes flared brighter.

The smoke spiraled upward as if agreeing.

“There are many of them...”

Ricky continued, almost to himself.

“...always watching.”

He lowered his gaze back to the land.

To the villages.

To the people who still believed this world was theirs.

“...Azores.”

The word settled into the air.

Not spoken loudly.

Not declared.

But decided.

And that made it far more powerful.

Far below, in the villages...

people began to argue.

Small things at first.

Fishing zones.
Hunting paths.
Territory.

Nothing unusual.

Except...

it had never happened before.

A man accused another of taking more than his share.
A group refused to trade.
Voices rose.

Division.

Slow. Invisible.

Perfect.

Ricky watched from above.

Silent.

No army.
No orders.
Just pressure.

Guided.

The puppets stood beside him, smoke drifting endlessly into the night.

“You see,” Ricky whispered softly,

“no need to conquer...”

His eyes narrowed slightly.

“...when they can fall on their own.”

The wolf stood.

The cat vanished into the darkness.

And far above—

the birds continued to circle.

Watching.

Waiting.

Over a land that finally had a name.

The Azores.
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Chapter IV — First Blood
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The tension had been growing for days.

Silent.
Unseen.

But no longer ignored.

The villages of the Azores were changing.

People argued.
Trust faded.

And fear...

began to take shape.

Not everyone accepted it.

One man stood against it.

Julio Vergasola

A hunter.

Strong. Respected.

Not a king—

but a man others followed.

He had seen enough.

The whispers.
The smoke.
The strange outsider.

Ricky.

Julio gathered a small group.

Men and women who still believed the island was theirs.

“No more,” he said firmly.
“This ends now.”

Torches were lit.
Weapons were raised.

Not an army—

but something more dangerous.

People with nothing left to lose.

They moved at night.

Toward the cliffs.

Toward the place where the smoke had been seen.

Toward him.





























































































































Chapter V — The Rise of a King
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Chapter VI — Foundations of Chaos
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Chapter VII — Blood and Craft
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Chapter IX  The First Voyage
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Chapter X — The Tide Expands
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Chapter XI — The Net Across the Sea
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