It was night on the Shattered Waste and the pirate camp had been set up around the Golden Cutlass. Fires were low as most of the pirates had gone to sleep but a few were still awake and playing a gambling game at a roughly constructed table. The dice were thrown and the cards were up as they played, betting and winning and losing. One of the pirates looks around “wonder if there’s any food left.”
“Yall can’t jest GET food ta eat! Maybe the rest o us wants some.”  
“Then you should say something. I’m going to check.” The other two grumble but get up as well and search the various dying fires for a cauldron still containing some stew of the evening meals stew. After some searching they returned to their table, one with a bowl of stew, one had a loaf of bread and the other hand a few handfuls of berries. 
“Ye gonna share that stew?”
“Are yall gonna share those berries?”
“Maybe if I get some bread.”
“Aye aint given ye mah bread!”
“then you can’t have any stew!” they continued to bicker and argue until the one stood up “I’m going to ask the captain what we should do!”
“Nawt if I ask first!” they all start to head toward the Cutlass, pushing, pulling and shoving as they fought their way toward it, making a ruckus and waking up many in the camp. They arrived at the door to the Cutlass’s bridge, which doubled as Cider’s cabin and pounded on the door “CAPTAIN! CAPTAIN!” a grumble came from within the cabin, followed by the sound of hooves hitting the deck and then the door opened, showing Black Apple Cider in the nude, standing there, her mane messy and her tail pulled into its customary ponytail, an angry flash in her eyes as the pirates jaws dropped as they stared at her naked body, the light from a few fired gleaming off her skull and bones belly button piercing. One of the pirates managed to find his voice 
[bookmark: _GoBack]“We was tryin ta settle if we should share the food we found with each other…...” Cider narrows her eyes and a look of pure murder crosses her face “YALL WOKE ME UP FER THAT?!?!?!” the pirate cowered backward as their captain towered over them, her being completely naked making it all the more terrifying as she stepped forward “yall best be getting off the Cutlass and ta yer tents before ah get mah gun or yer dead.” She turns and heads toward her bed where a gleaming gun sat and the pirates scattered, bolting for their tents. By the time she turned around the camp was empty as every pirate had bolted into their tents. Cider takes one last look around and rubs her head, slamming the door to her cabin shut and returning to her bed “they wake me up again ah aint givin no warning. Shooting as soon as ah open the damn door.” 
