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PART ONE





Chapter One

The four walls of his cell had become Lucky’s closest companions. Four grey walls, cold hard stone. A small window with bars – iron – and a view of the sea below. One door. Heavy. Only opened for food and his daily sojourn outside. He hated most things about the prison, but the walls were constant, at least.

They never yelled or hit or accused.

His fingers traced the marks scratched on the wall. Thin vertical lines to denote the days of incarceration, given up after one year and seventeen days. On the wall by the window, he’d scratched his name, over and over, three years into his sentence, afraid if he didn’t, it would disappear. The rest of the cell was covered in images of birds, shells, fish, anything he could remember, etched into the stone with the blunt knife they gave him to eat.

One time it hadn’t been as blunt as they thought, and he wrote his name on his arm. His name was important, though he couldn’t say why, only that he couldn’t allow himself to forget it.

Under the bed was the sketch he kept hidden. The face of a boy, long hair, a scar above one temple. Lucky didn’t know who he was, but his heart ached for him. When the thunderstorm shook the castle and the waves crashed against the prison walls, Lucky would climb under his bed and wonder who the boy was, if he would ever see him again.

Footsteps down the hall. Outside time.

Lucky sat on his bed.


‘On your feet.’ The guard’s words were resigned, tired. They both knew what was coming. At least this was the one who was merely fed up with him, rather than the one who would take any opportunity to kick and punch.

Lucky stayed seated.

‘Come on, don’t be like this. We both know how it’s going to end.’

Once he’d tried to remember the guards’ names, match the shifting faces with those patterns of sounds, but after a while, it stopped mattering. They were all the guard, whether it was the bearded one, the kind one, the one who shouted. Guard. Walls. Inside. Outside. The details were irrelevant.

The guard sighed and unlocked the door. The lock went clunk. The door went creak. The footsteps went thud, thud, thud, exactly as they always did.

Lucky stayed seated.

The guard sighed again, and put a hand under Lucky’s arm, hauling him to his feet. Lucky tried to stay seated, but it didn’t matter, just as the guard said. They both knew how it was going to end. Still, the ritual felt important.

Ritual was about all he had left.

And he truly didn’t want to go outside. As the guard pushed him up the steps to the walled courtyard, he pulled back, his nails digging into the wall.

‘Nearly there,’ the guard said with a grunt. ‘I don’t know why you put up such a fight. If I had to spend all my time in a stone box, I’d treasure every moment of sunlight.’

Lucky couldn’t explain. Couldn’t express how much the sky terrified him, so far away. The four walls were safe, familiar. The sky changed. It sucked at him, hungry. The guard gave him a shove and he fell to his knees on the flagstones, clinging to a small plant that had pushed through the gap. He kept his eyes on the ground, his fingers tight around that speck of green. The sky pulled. One day it would pull him right out of here.

Away from the guard. From the walls. From everything that made sense.

Lucky didn’t want change.

The guard was on his arm again, pulling him to his feet. ‘Walk.’ He dragged Lucky a couple of steps. ‘It’s good for you. Do you want your muscles to waste away completely?’

Lucky kept his eyes firmly on the ground, on the line between the wall and the flagstone. He took one uncertain step, and then another. The air smelled of salt and the salt reminded him of blood and the wind was as cold as her smile.

Lucky shuddered at the thought of her. The girl with white hair who had destroyed his life. Ten years in solitary had made his memories crumple like wet paper, but he remembered her. Remembered that day. His mother bending down to examine something in the rock pool. The girl with white hair creeping closer. She’d smiled, a cold smile like a crescent moon, and she’d brought the rock down on his mother’s skull. Lucky couldn’t move, couldn’t speak. Couldn’t scream, even as she handed him the rock still dripping with his mother’s blood.

They’d found him there like that, shaking and sobbing. There was no sign of the girl, and no one would believe him. At his trial they called him moon-touched and locked him away to be forgotten.

‘Good, keep going,’ the guard said, oblivious to Lucky’s whirling thoughts. He blew on his hands and then wrapped his arms around himself. His tabard with the lattice threads of the church ruckled over his chainmail. ‘Got a bite in the air today, huh.’

Lucky ignored him and walked. One step after another. Three times around the courtyard. That’s all he had to do, and then they’d let him go back to the cell. It was safe in 
the cell.


He started the second circuit. There were forty-eight steps from each corner to the next. A hundred and ninety-
two steps per circuit. Five hundred and seventy-six steps in total.

And then he’d be safe again.

‘Sea’s loud today,’ the guard said. ‘Bet there’s a storm ­brewing. That’s going to be fun tomorrow.’

Lucky said nothing. He carried on counting the steps. Two hundred and sixteen. Two hundred and seventeen.

The ground shook. Lucky stumbled, his shoulder slamming into the wall. He moaned, gripping with his fingernails to the damp wall, clinging on with all his strength. The wide sky beat down on him.

‘What was that?’ The guard rushed past him, leaning over the wall. Lucky stopped. The door to the cells was open, unprotected. He could go back.

He stopped, frozen, waiting for the guard to notice he wasn’t walking. The man’s attention was focused on something over the wall, out to sea. Lucky took a step towards the door. And then other. And another.

The ground shook again, throwing Lucky to the floor. He landed badly, slamming his hands against the flagstones.

‘Threads of fate, protect us,’ the guard murmured, his voice laced with horror. ‘Leviathan!’

As he bellowed the last word, a bell rang out. Lucky clapped his hands over his ears. He lay flat on the ground, waiting for either the ringing to stop or the sky to suck him up, but ­neither happened.

Slowly, he lowered his hands – they were doing nothing to drown out the noise – and looked around. The guard remained staring out over the wall at the sea. Lucky pushed himself to his feet and sprinted for the stairs. There was no shout from the guard, no attempt to stop him.


By the time he reached the bottom, his lungs burned and his legs ached. Above him, the guard yelled, then screamed, and Lucky couldn’t stop himself from turning around.

Something immense, scaly, and drooping towered over the wall. It had a huge maw, far bigger than any of the doors in the prison, surrounded by swaying fronds like seaweed. Seawater washed off the gleaming green-gold scales, pouring on to the prison yard. The guard backed away on his hands and knees, scuttling like a beetle. The thing swayed; an eye the size of the full moon stared down at him.

Lucky fled.

He sloshed down the passage, the cold water lapping at his ankles, slowing him down. The cold, lidless eye persisted in his mind, staring into his soul.

It was only when he reached the comforting solid wood of his cell door that he remembered the water wasn’t normal.

It flowed through the barred window of his cell, splashing down into a pool on the floor that reached halfway up the legs of the bed.

Lucky backed away.

His head throbbed as he stared at the cell, trying to process what he saw with the safe, constant cell he knew. Sometimes in the winter the rain came in and made puddles. Sometimes a bad storm whipped the waves up and they did the same. But not like this. Never like this.

Lucky sat on the bed.

He pressed his fists into his stomach. It hurt, worse than he could remember. He moaned, hoping it would bring the guards. He didn’t like the guards but they were normal, and normal was safe, or at least familiar, which was a form of safe.

But the guard was outside, under the watch of that eye.

Lucky wrapped his arms around himself, rocking slowly. He didn’t know what to do. His life was the cell, the routine of the guards, meals, outside walk. No one else came, except the doctor twice a year, occasionally more when he was ill. Other people had once, but not for many years.

The water was up to the edge of the bed now and he knew if he stayed here, he’d die. Would that be so bad? He’d get to see his mother again.

He closed his eyes.

An unearthly wail filled the air. It raced down Lucky’s spine, making the hair on his arms stand on end. The eye filled his mind again and he shivered uncontrollably, his hands slapping against his thighs.

Leviathan.

It reminded him of her, of the girl with the cold smile. Lucky shook his head. If he lay down and died now, he’d never learn who she was. The leviathan had given him a chance he may never get again. He stumbled to his feet, the water ­sloshing around his knees. The leviathan wailed again and Lucky wailed with it.

He staggered to the door, and pressed himself against the wall, listening for the guard. A slap, slap, slap sound made him tense, but when he peered around, the corridor was empty, just the rising water lapping against the walls, licking at the stone. Devouring them slowly. He turned towards the courtyard, out of habit, but there was nothing for him that way. No exits, no freedom.

Not that way.

The other way had more cells. All empty now, though he remembered that wasn’t always the case. Sometimes there had been others. He’d heard them shouting or crying. But they never stayed, unlike him, and he’d hear their absence in the silence.

He pushed on. The water dragged against him, trying to pull him back. Lucky squared his shoulders and kept walking.

At the end of the corridor was a brick wall, with a ­window looking down on the sea. The water, much higher than it normally was, lapped at the window. Lucky avoided staring at it, afraid the leviathan would stare back. On his right was a room with a table and chair, an inkwell, and an open ledger. To his left, another set of stairs rose up to the unknown.

Lucky paused, uncertain. Stairs that went up would go to the sky and the leviathan. But there was nowhere else to go. He started up the steps.

The wall exploded inwards, showering him with shards of brick. The impact knocked him off his feet, slamming him into the steps and knocking the breath out of his body. He lay, gasping, covered in dust, as water rushed into the hole.

The water rose higher, coursing up his body as he fought to get air back in his lungs. It sucked at him, dragging him from the steps. Lucky scrabbled at the stone, trying to get a grip, but they were smooth and slippery and his nails cracked and broken.

A wave washed over his head and Lucky lost his grip, disappearing under the cold, murky water. He broke the surface with a gasp, coughing out the salty seawater, and another wave pushed him under again. The stone step smacked into the side of his face, slamming his teeth together.

He was too dazed to fight back as the water dragged him towards the sucking gap in the wall. Lucky closed his eyes as the water rushed over his head again. The current forced him through the remains of the window, out into the sea beyond.

Out into the wide world.

Under the sky, Lucky panicked. The water pulled him down, gripping his ankles with cold tendrils, smashing him into the rocks. Then the sky would yank him the other way and he’d break the surface, gasping and choking. The two grabbed at him, pulling him this way and that, each one refusing to give up their prize.

Lucky didn’t want the leviathan to take him. He didn’t want the sea or the sky to, either. He wasn’t ready to meet his mother yet. Not before he’d found her killer.


He thrashed his arms, struggling to keep in the boundary of sea and sky. Deep in the back of his mind, a memory awoke, a memory of going into the sea voluntarily, of splashing around with others. Of movements to keep you in that space between the air and the waves.

He kicked, spraying water with wild abandon, but it helped keep the sea from dragging him down. A strange sensation, light and tickly, moved through his chest. Out across the sea, something floated, bobbing up and down on the waves. His first thought was leviathan, and he almost went under when his limbs froze in horror, but as he blinked through the spray, he realised it was a tall ship.

More shapes moved in the water, slipping quickly between the waves as they came towards him. Lucky tensed, but what could he do? He couldn’t go back to the cell, could barely keep his head above water. If these were guards, at least they’d be able to tell him what to do. Give him back routine.

He was so focused on the approaching figures that he didn’t spot the wave building until it struck him, smacking him into a rough, barnacle-encrusted rock. Bright colours went off behind his vision, and pain blossomed down his right side.

Lucky sank beneath the waves.






Chapter Two

The girl grabbed his hand, hauling him out of the water. Lucky struggled, swinging his arms, desperately trying to break out of her grip. Her white hair whipped in the wind, like sea foam in a storm.

She grinned, cold and hungry.

‘Whoa, easy there!’ The voice was strange, sharp and high and alarmed and angry. The vision of the girl faded from view and Lucky found himself staring at a woman, short dark hair jagged around her face, small mouth tight in a frown. Lucky let his arms go limp. It wasn’t the girl with the white hair who had him.

She called over her shoulder, ‘You want to give me a hand here, Golden Boy?’

More hands on him. He stiffened, his fists clenched. He didn’t like it when the doctor prodded and poked him twice a year, and he could prepare for that. These were strangers. The water shifted, the hands pulled, and rough wood bumped up against his back. With a yelp, Lucky found himself lying in a small wooden boat. Beyond it, the ship grew closer.

Two figures peered at him. Lucky pushed himself back, waiting to see if they’d yell or hit.

The man leaned forwards, a gentle smile on his face. The sun gleamed off his blond hair. He held out a hand to Lucky.

‘Hey. Are you all right? Anything hurt?’ He looked the same age as his companion, a young adult, maybe early twenties. Much younger than any of the guards. They both wore loose linen shirts and brown trousers, with sturdy 
calf-length boots.


Before he could get another word out, Lucky’s stomach rebelled, and he spewed a mouthful of seawater over the man’s fingers.

His companion roared with laughter. The man eased his shoulder so Lucky was leaning over the edge of the boat.

‘Shut up, Sienna.’ He turned to Lucky. ‘Back in the sea, mate. That’s where it belongs.’ He waved his clean hand, and a wave washed over the one Lucky had soiled. His nails were painted a shade of lilac. He muttered something under his breath, until he caught Lucky watching him. ‘Not your fault.’

Lucky’s stomach clenched again, and he retched, salt water and bile burning the back of his throat. He closed his eyes, fighting back the tears from the shock and pain. A hand rubbed circles on his back.

The motion of the boat changed suddenly. Lucky gripped the edge of it, pressing his forehead against the wood. He was rising, being sucked up with the vessel into the sky. He moaned, digging his fingers into the boat, setting off a jolt of pain from his jagged nails. It didn’t make sense.

Then there was a thump and the motion stopped.

‘Here we are,’ the man said. ‘Safe and home.’ He tried 
to ease Lucky’s hand away from the boat, but Lucky dug 
in harder.

‘What you got there, Gabe?’ Another voice. This one higher, older, commanding. Guard? He tensed, wanting to flee, but there was nothing but the empty sea around him. He’d escaped his prison, something he’d never thought of doing. He couldn’t be caught by guards so quickly. It wasn’t fair.

Lucky raised his head. The boat hung against the edge of the ship. Sienna, the woman with the short hair, had already moved over to the larger vessel, and now stood beside a second woman. Tricorn hat, braided hair, pistols on her belt. She didn’t look like a guard, but she stood like one. Glared like one.


‘We found him in the water, Captain,’ Gabe said. ‘Guess he got swept off the castle battlements or something. The leviathan completed destroyed the wall. He’s banged up 
pretty badly.’

Her expression softened a little. ‘Get him cleaned up. Was he the only one?’

They didn’t know he was a prisoner. Fear prickled at him. What would they do when they found out?

‘That we found,’ Gabe said grimly. ‘What about the leviathan? What happened to it? Why did it do that?’

‘We turned it towards open water,’ the captain said, pointing out across the sea. ‘But now you’re on board, we need to get after it. Something’s not right.’

‘I’ll say,’ Gabe agreed.

Lucky didn’t really follow any of this, but from what he could understand, the leviathan had gone away. He sagged against the boat, relief draining any energy he had out of him, like the water running back to the sea.

Gabe was close again, one hand resting gently on Lucky’s arm. ‘Let’s get you on the ship and get those wounds fixed up.’

Lucky shook his head. The sky above was too wide, too large, too high. He didn’t know this man, didn’t trust him. Didn’t understand why he was so soft and gentle. He pressed his head against the wood, squeezed his eyes shut. He’d survived this far. He wouldn’t let the sky take him.

On the ship, the captain shouted orders and sailors scrambled to obey, pulling ropes and calling out in rhythm. The massive sails tumbled down, billowing in the wind.

Lucky expected Gabe to try and drag him, pull him around like the guards did, but he sat down, leaning back against the boat. From this angle, Lucky found his hair was not just held back, but bound in a long braid that ran to his waist. He’d never seen anything like it before, couldn’t drag his eyes from the way it swayed gently with the man’s movements.


‘Impressive, isn’t it?’ He gave Lucky a grin. He reached behind him and held it out to show Lucky. The hair was dark gold, soaked with seawater. ‘I’m Gabriel. Do you want to tell me your name?’

Slowly, cautiously, Lucky released his left hand from the boat. He turned it, showing the scarred word on his forearm. Gabriel’s eyes widened as he took in the jagged letters.

‘Lucky.’ He swallowed, and the smile came back, though smaller this time. ‘I guess you are, given that we spotted you.’ He held out a hand again. Lucky shuffled back. ‘Come on. You don’t want to stay on the boat. There’s a nice cabin with a bed on board. You’ll feel better for a rest.’ Lucky eyed the hand cautiously. Gabriel didn’t seem afraid of falling into the sky, and maybe the cabin would be like his cell. Four walls. Safe.

He reached his fingers out, snatched them back, and then reached out again. Gabriel’s hand was warm and rough beneath his.

‘Good.’ Gabriel gave him a bright smile, and stood, pointing towards the ship. ‘Just over the rail, and across the deck.’

Lucky tried to follow him on to the ship, but shivers wracked his body and his legs wouldn’t move, and in the end it took Gabriel, Sienna, and the captain to help him. He made the mistake of looking up, once his feet were on the deck, past the expanse of sails to the grey sky above. Immediately he was on his knees, pressing his palms into the deck.

‘It’s all right. Nothing will hurt you now.’ Gabriel’s face filled his vision. Calm and confidence enthused his voice. ‘Come on, Lucky.’

‘Lucky?’ Sienna sniggered and Gabriel shot her a dirty look.

Lucky took a deep breath. He could do this. Across the deck. It couldn’t be further than the distance around 
the courtyard.

He could do this.


Gabriel’s fingers rested on his arm in a butterfly touch, a barely present sensation, keeping him walking straight. He led Lucky down some wooden steps, and then the sky was gone and the dark wood of the ship covered him. He let out a sigh that came out as more of a sob.

‘Here we go.’ Gabriel opened a door. The room was the same size as his cell, only without any window. Gabriel lit a lantern and set it on a hook on the wall. There was a blocky wooden chest in the corner, and some blankets folded up next to it, and that was it. ‘Sorry it isn’t much, but I thought you’d want somewhere private and there isn’t much of that on the ship. You stay here. I’m just going to get a few things. I’ll be back in a moment.’

Lucky settled in the back of the room, his shoulder and hip wedged into the corner. Four walls. Low ceiling. This would do. It wasn’t his cell, but it would do. He could be safe here, if he could keep his secrets. He watched the open door, longing to shut it, but unable to bring himself to move.

Gabriel returned, carrying a tray with a bowl of water, a glass jar, and several strips of white cloth. He was dry, now, his white shirt no longer clinging to his skin, and his hair a bright gold. He set the tray down and closed the door behind him. Lucky drew his knees up and wrapped his arms around them. He watched as Gabriel laid out the medical supplies, trying to understand the man. He was tall, with broad shoulders and muscular arms, not brawny like the guards, but easily capable of overpowering Lucky. But his tone was soft, gentle, encouraging, not ordering.

‘What did they do to you in that place?’ Gabriel asked, a frown pinching his brow.

Lucky shook his head. He couldn’t say anything. Couldn’t admit anything. If they found out what he was, what he’d been accused of . . .

‘You need to get dry.’ Gabriel gestured to the pile of blankets. ‘Take your clothes off. Do you think you can do that?’


Lucky didn’t move. Gabriel should leave. The guards always left. That’s what they did. Why wouldn’t he go?

But Gabriel didn’t move like a guard. He moved slowly, as if he was afraid of something too. He didn’t shout or order, either. Lucky put his head in his hands. Exhaustion spawned a headache that pounded between his temples and nothing made sense. He didn’t understand.

Gabriel cleared his throat. ‘You’re going to catch a chill if you sit there dripping.’ He held out a blanket. ‘Please?’

The guards never said please. Twice a year, they’d strip him down to his small clothes, hold his arms while the doctor poked and prodded and mumbled under his breath. Then they’d throw a couple of buckets of water over him, cut his hair and beard, and leave again.

‘Please?’ Gabriel said again. The blanket brushed against Lucky’s forehead, raking over the place where the rock had grazed his skin. The pain, suppressed by fear and confusion, leapt up and Lucky cried out. He tried to back away, but he was already pushed into the corner.

‘Let’s try something different.’ Gabriel put the blanket down and reached a hand towards him. Lucky shook his head, sending a splatter of blood on to the floor of the cell. ‘It’s all right. I’m not going to hurt you. I’m just going to touch you, there.’ He pointed at Lucky’s arm. ‘And I’ll stop as soon as you tell me to. Just shake your head and I’ll stop.’

Lucky shook his head, and Gabriel froze, hand outstretched towards him. But when Lucky stopped moving, Gabriel started again, his hand coming closer. Lucky shook his head again, and Gabriel paused once more. This time, Lucky bit his lip and held still and Gabriel pressed a hand against Lucky’s upper arm.

Gabriel’s palm was warm and rough. Lucky tensed, every muscle locked, ready to flee, but he didn’t shake his head. Gabriel moved his hand in a circle, then drew it back slightly, bringing his fingers down to touch his palm. He did this several times, and something shimmered around it.

Water.

It flowed around Gabriel’s fingers, looped around his wrist. The more he moved and gestured, the more the water expanded. It was coming from Lucky’s own body. From his skin, his clothes, his hair. He watched, unable to even blink, until every inch of him was dry, and there was a swirling sphere of water around Gabriel’s hand, hazy brown 
from blood.

Gabriel stood up and without another word left the cell. When he returned, the water was gone.

‘I . . . er . . . don’t normally show off to strangers,’ Gabriel said, sitting down again. ‘But this seemed like a special case.’

Lucky had never seen anything like that before. None of the guards could control water, or at least, not that they’d ever shown him. He’d never even heard of such a thing. But perhaps that was what life was like outside the cell?

Gabriel spread a couple of blankets on the floor, and held up another one, so he was hidden from view. ‘I still need to take a look at your scratches. Take your shirt off. Lie down when you’re ready.’

Lucky didn’t want to do anything more than sleep, but the pain in his side was sharp and uncomfortable, and blood trickled down the side of his face.

I’ll stop as soon as you tell me to.

And he had. That had felt stranger than the water in a way. Someone giving him control like that. So he pulled off his bloodstained, ragged shirt he’d worn every day for as long as he could remember, and lay down.

The blanket covered his back. He winced as fresh pain lit up across his skin, but didn’t move. That was how he’d dealt with such things at the prison. Keep still; keep limp. Don’t make anyone angry. It would end soon.


Gabriel knelt down next to Lucky, rolling the blanket back so only his shoulders and arms were exposed. With a cloth dipped in the bowl of water, he cleaned away the blood.

‘Next bit is going to sting a bit,’ Gabriel said apologetically, picking up the jar. ‘But there’s nothing better for healing up scratches, I promise.’

He dipped two fingers into the jar and they came out coated in something thick and yellow that smelled of old fish.

‘Shake your head if you want me to stop, all right?’

He smeared the stuff across the back of Lucky’s shoulder. Immediately the skin burned with a new and different pain. He whimpered and shook his head. Gabriel’s touch lifted and Lucky felt him waiting.

The burning sensation from the yellow salve was intense, but when it faded, it took away the older, deeper pain, too. Lucky lay for a moment, waiting for it to return, or for something else to go wrong, but it did not. He looked up and caught Gabriel’s eye, then nodded.

Gabriel’s face lit up in delight and for the second time that day, Lucky felt the strange lightening sensation in his chest. He laid his head down on the blanket and gritted his teeth as the other man went to work.

As Gabriel finished tying off the last bandage, someone knocked on the door.

‘Grub’s up, Gabe!’

‘Thanks,’ he called back. ‘Fancy some food?’ he asked, turning back to Lucky. ‘You can meet the rest of the crew.’

Lucky shook his head. His world had been turned upside down. He’d been half drowned, smacked into rocks, forced on to a ship, prodded and poked. He wanted his cell and to be left alone. If that meant going without food, then so be it.

He pulled the blanket around him.

Gabriel said nothing, but opened the door and called out to someone Lucky couldn’t see. A few moments later Sienna appeared and handed Gabriel a tray. She peered over his shoulder and he waved her out the room.

Gabriel set down a bowl of something steaming on the floor, and a plate of green-flecked bread next to it.

‘Don’t worry, it’s not gone bad. It’s seaweed bread,’ Gabriel said, pointing at the plate. He looked up, and his eyes widened as he took in Lucky’s appearance. ‘Oh, hey, you don’t want to wear that old rag. I’m sure I can find you something better.’

Lucky dug his fingers into the shirt and Gabriel held up 
a hand.

‘Fine. I get it. Too much change, right? You eat. I’ll come back in the morning, but if you need anything, I’ll be out 
on deck.’

Lucky met his gaze and nodded, once.

‘Night, then.’

He closed the door, leaving Lucky alone.






Chapter Three

Sleep did not come easily. After eating, he dozed for a while on the blankets, but things were just too different to get comfortable. He kept glancing at the door, expecting Gabriel to come back, but he didn’t and Lucky couldn’t decide if that was good or bad. He wasn’t like any of the guards, not cruel or angry or annoyed or indifferent. His soft tone was calming, and there was something about his face that tugged at Lucky’s mind.

After a while, he gave up on sleep. They hadn’t given him a knife with his food, but the wood was softer than the stone of his cell and if he pressed hard with the edge of the spoon, he could make an impression on the wall.

When the door opened, he was engrossed in creating an image of swirling water over an open palm.

‘Morning,’ Gabriel said. Lucky started, freezing with the spoon pressed against the wood. Gabriel’s eyes widened as he took in the room and the images Lucky had created. ‘You’ve been busy. Didn’t you sleep at all?’

Lucky’s heart raced, his chest tightening. The guards never paid any attention to his scrawling, and he’d taken to drawing as he always had to calm his nerves. He pressed his hands against the scratches, trying to cover up what he had done. He couldn’t get into trouble, couldn’t 
risk himself.

‘How are you feeling?’ Gabriel didn’t sound angry. ‘Does the motion of the ship bother you?’

Lucky shook his head. The ship rose and fell in a gentle rocking motion that was strange, but not unpleasant.


‘That’s good. I was so sick when I started living here. Spent most of the first week hanging over the rail. Oh, here. I brought you some breakfast.’ There was a soft chink of plates or bowls knocking together. Lucky turned slowly, still pressed against the wall, as Gabriel set a tray down on the floor. Two bowls, steaming slightly. Two cups that did the same. Two plates of the flat greenish bread.

Two.

‘I thought you might like some company this time.’ Gabriel squatted by the tray. ‘Do you want me to stay?’

Lucky thought about it. He didn’t want Gabriel looking at the sketches. But he didn’t want him to take the food or drag him out of the cell. His stomach rumbled loudly, betraying his hunger.

‘Good.’ Gabriel dropped down, crossing his legs, and began lifting things off the tray. His braid hung over his shoulder, reaching down to his lap. ‘Right. We’ve got porridge here, some of yesterday’s bread, and this.’ He held out a cup 
to Lucky.

Lucky let the spoon fall. Gabriel gestured with the cup again, and Lucky edged over until he was sitting opposite. He took the cup, warm, and sniffed it. A bitter scent tickled his nose, unlike anything he’d ever smelled before. He looked at Gabriel in confusion.

‘Coffee.’ Gabriel took a sip of his own and let out a happy sigh. ‘Careful, it’s hot though.’

Lucky took another sniff. The warmth that spread through the cup to his fingers was comforting, so he dipped his tongue into the liquid. The bitter taste was far worse than the smell, but very quickly the heat scorched his tongue and he couldn’t taste anything much. The cup slipped from his hand as he reached up to cover his mouth, shattering on the floor.

‘Whoa, hey, careful!’ Gabriel reached forwards and Lucky flinched back. Gabriel pulled his hand back. ‘I did say it was hot.’ He waved a hand over the pool of dark liquid, and it floated up and over the empty stew bowl from yesterday. Gabriel flicked his fingers, and it rained down into the bowl.

Lucky curled in on himself. Now he’d done it. He ducked his head, waiting for the shouting, for the blows.

‘It’s all right,’ Gabriel said, his words soft. Strange. ‘It’s all right. I’m not angry. It was an accident. No one’s going to hurt you.’

Lucky lifted his head, found himself staring into Gabriel’s eyes. They were deep brown, like the wood of the walls, wide and filled with concern and sadness. He offered a hand, and then closed his fingers again and pulled it back when Lucky didn’t move.

‘What did they do to you?’ he said softly.

Lucky couldn’t answer. He didn’t understand the question.

‘Here.’ Gabriel handed him the bowl of porridge, and then picked up the shards from the cup and placed them on the tray. He used his hands this time, picking up each piece and setting it down again, rather than making them rise and fall with a gesture.

The porridge was closer to the food he was used to. Faintly salty, sloppy, beige. His tongue was still numb from the coffee, but the pain had faded to a tingle. He glanced down at his arm as he ate, white bandages and scattered flecks where the red-brown scabs were visible. But it didn’t hurt.

‘Told you that stuff was good,’ Gabriel said, as Lucky poked at one of the marks. ‘The slime from the leviathan skin numbs pain like nothing else. Speeds the healing up, too.’

Lucky shuddered, visions of the cruel yellow eye filling his mind. Gabriel didn’t seem to notice, as he was focused on the other bowl of porridge. For a while, they ate in silence, Lucky cautiously and Gabriel with gusto.

‘Is that me?’


Lucky raised his head to see Gabriel pointing at the wall, the empty porridge bowl abandoned at his feet. Heat rushed into his face and his stomach lurched, threatening to lose the porridge he’d consumed.

‘It is, isn’t it?’ He approached the wall, running a finger over the grooves Lucky had carved, a swirling pattern down the wood to represent the braid. ‘Don’t be embarrassed. This is good. And you did it with a spoon!’ He picked the tarnished metal spoon off the floor, twirling it around his fingers. His nails were a blue-green colour this morning.

Before Gabriel could say anything further, someone knocked at the door. Gabriel took one last look at the wall, then turned and opened the door. Sienna on the threshold. She poked a finger towards Gabriel’s chest but didn’t touch him.

‘Captain wants to see you, Golden Boy.’ She turned away then peered over her shoulder at Lucky. ‘Wants to see both 
of you.’

Gabriel’s shoulders slumped. ‘Fine. We’re coming.’ He shut the door before she could say anything else, and after a moment her footsteps stomped away. ‘Guess we better go. The captain isn’t someone you want to keep waiting.’

He put his hand on the door handle and Lucky shook his head. Why wouldn’t they let him be? The more time he spent with people, the more chance that someone would work out who he was.

He backed away, pushing himself into the corner.

‘Please?’ Gabriel said, rubbing a hand over his forehead. ‘You don’t know my . . .’ He cleared his throat. ‘You don’t know the captain like me.’

Lucky shook his head again. His gut twisted at the way Gabriel looked so downcast. How to make him understand? It wasn’t just the captain. He couldn’t go outside again. Couldn’t face the wide sky sucking at him. He braced his back against the wood, solid and safe.


Gabriel dropped down to the floor and wrapped his arms around his knees. His braid fell over his shoulder again, and he fiddled with the end idly.

‘If only I understood what happened to you,’ he said. ‘What bothered you most. Maybe I could help you understand it won’t affect you here.’

Lucky bit his lip. Gabriel had been kind to him, and he didn’t understand. No one had been kind to him in years.

Gabriel sighed and stood up. ‘Maybe I can get her to come here. I should get you some clothes, at least.’ He peered at Lucky. ‘Think you’ll fit some of mine? Hmm, they’d probably be a bit big on you.’

His braid swayed in front of him, and Lucky reached out a finger. He snatched it back quickly when he realised what he was doing.

‘You can touch it if you like.’ Gabriel’s frown hadn’t faded, but his mouth twitched at the corner. ‘It’s just hair. I 
trust you.’

Lucky reached out his hand again, let a finger brush against the loose hairs beneath the leather tie. It was softer than he expected, softer than his own hair, which was dry and straw like. Gabriel pushed it further into his hand.

‘Maybe,’ he said, chewing the pad of his thumb. ‘Maybe you could hold on to it. Then, you know, anything that might happen to you, happens to me, right?’

Lucky glanced down at the braid in his hand, and back up to Gabriel.

‘And nothing’s going to happen to me,’ Gabriel added quickly. ‘Please? Just give it a try.’

Lucky closed his eyes, closed his hand tightly. Gabriel’s hair tickled his palm. He could do this. If Gabriel wasn’t afraid of being sucked into the sky, maybe Lucky would be safe too. Maybe this would make up for the coffee, for the kindness.

He opened his eyes and nodded.


Gabriel gave a noisy sigh of relief. ‘Great, thank you, great.’ He clapped his hands together. ‘Whew. I appreciate it, really.’

Lucky got to his feet and shuffled after Gabriel, through the door, holding tightly to the end of his braid. The leather thong that bound the end pressed into his palm and he focused on the sensation as if it alone could hold him in place. They reached the steps and Gabriel paused.

‘Ready?’ he asked, and Lucky took a deep breath. He could do this.

When they stepped on the deck, he was less sure. He kept his eyes focused on the lines between the planks of wood that made up the deck, but the waves breaking all around buffeted his ears, and the smell of spray on the air brought back memories of the water smothering him.

The girl’s hands on him.

He froze and Gabriel let out a yelp as he tried to take another step but was pulled back.

‘Hey,’ he said softly. ‘There’s nothing wrong. This is what the ship is like. This is normal. Come on, we’re almost there.’

Lucky bit his lip, tasting blood. He looked down at his hand, at the end of Gabriel’s braid. Gabriel gave him an encouraging nod.

‘Just a little bit further. See, that door over there. You’re doing really well.’

Lucky counted the steps on the deck, focusing on the numbers, until they’d reached a door on the other side and Gabriel was knocking, sharp and hard. A voice called for them to enter and Lucky stepped in to meet his fate.






Chapter Four

Stepping into the room, away from the sky, should have been a relief, but Lucky found his shivers growing worse. The room was far bigger than his cell, either cell, and a vast ­window dominated the back wall. He dug his feet down, feeling the light pull at him. In front of the window was the woman in the tricorn hat, though the hat no longer sat on her head, but rested on the desk next to her. She stood, leaning against the desk, her eyes fixed on Lucky.

He made the mistake of meeting her gaze, and it bored into him. He focused his attention on a knot in the wood of the deck.

‘You, er, you wanted to see us, Captain?’ Gabriel said, breaking the silence that pressed against Lucky’s ears.

The woman stood up straight. She was shorter than Gabriel, but taller than Sienna. Her skin was white, but tanned, especially across her face, her hair dark and bound in many small braids, silver shining at the ends.

‘Welcome to the Dreamer,’ she said. ‘I’m Captain Haven.’ She gave Lucky an expectant look.

‘I don’t think he talks,’ Gabriel cut in. ‘He hasn’t said a word to me.’

The captain frowned, and Lucky shrank back.

‘Does he understand?’ she asked.

‘I think so.’

‘This ship is on a mission, and we cannot afford the time to take you back to shore,’ she continued. ‘The best I can do is let you have a dinghy. Does that suit?’

Lucky considered his options. He didn’t know what a dinghy was, but he understood enough to know it meant away from here. On the sea. With the leviathans. The creature’s haunting yellow eye filled his mind, the memory of its scream turning his blood to ice. He shook his head harder, gripping on to the end of Gabriel’s braid.

‘You can’t send him off on his own. Whatever happened to him back in the castle, it obviously hurt him pretty badly, here.’ Gabriel touched his forehead. ‘Please. Let me keep an eye on him.’

‘Don’t give me those puppy eyes, Gabriel. I’m running a ship here, not a home for waifs and strays.’

‘Could have fooled me,’ Gabriel muttered under his breath. ‘That’s pretty much what the ship is.’

‘It’s dangerous.’ The captain folded her arms. Her attention was fully on Gabriel and Lucky felt as if he’d been forgotten. Better that way.

‘I’m not saying he should be out there pulling the quills off a leviathan!’ Gabriel threw up his hands, the braid twisting in Lucky’s grip. ‘Let him work – he could clean or help out Poe.’

‘Take on your least favourite chores, you mean?’ She raised an eyebrow.

‘That’s not what I mean,’ Gabriel protested. He shuffled, his face in that same dejected expression he’d worn in the cell, the one that made all his features run down. Lucky closed his hand into a fist, his nails digging into his palm. His fault.

His tongue felt large, awkward in his mouth. How did everyone else make it so effortless? But he knew the answer – practice. Lucky hadn’t had any reason to speak to another person for years. His voice had dried away from lack of use. He had to try. The ship would have to go to port at some point and he could get off there. And he didn’t want Gabriel to be sad.

He could do this.

‘. . . W-work.’ The sound came out more of a cough than a word, but both Gabriel and the captain spun to stare at him. He cleared his throat. ‘Work.’


He didn’t really understand what he was agreeing to, but it changed Gabriel’s expression from downcast to excited and that was enough.

‘You can talk,’ Gabriel said, his eyes wide.

The captain held up a hand before either of them could say anything else. ‘If you stay on my ship, you need to remember this is my ship. My orders are paramount. If I am not around, you take orders from First Mate Haven. Gabriel is bottom of the pile.’

Gabriel snorted and rolled his eyes.

Lucky nodded. Hierarchy he did understand.

‘Fine. You’re under Gabriel’s care for the moment.’ She turned away from Lucky. ‘Get him started tomorrow, give him another day to recover. And until he’s contributing, any costs are coming out of your pay.’

Gabriel rolled his eyes again. ‘Fine.’

‘You have a funny way of saying, “Yes, Captain”,’ she said, but her lip twitched. ‘Dismissed, both of you. Oh, and Gabe, make sure he’s got something better to wear than bloodstained rags.’

Gabriel turned away and Lucky followed him back outside. He lowered his eyes to avoid catching a glimpse of the sky.

‘Sorry about that,’ Gabriel said, rubbing the back of his head. ‘She can be a bit intense.’

The captain still reminded him of his prison guards, sharp, hard. He didn’t want to stay on the ship, but it was better than the idea of being out there alone under the sky. And it had made Gabriel smile. Something about the man itched at him in the back of his mind, and he found he wanted to know more.

‘That’s the mildest thing I’ve heard you say about her for a while.’

They both turned to see a sailor sat on the steps to a raised part of the ship. She gave them both a grin and a wave. Lucky dropped his gaze to the deck again.


‘Eavesdropping again, Ma?’ Gabriel called. ‘Aren’t you always telling me that’s a bad habit?’

She jumped down the last few steps and walked around to stand in front of them.

‘Ship’s business is my business,’ she said. ‘Especially when it concerns my wife and my son.’ She leaned up and brushed a kiss against his cheek, then turned to study Lucky. Her scrutiny made his face flush, and he raised his eyes to study her in return. Unlike the captain, who was sharp lines and angles, she was soft curves – her body, her face; even her hair was a series of wide spirals, held in place by a red bandana. Her skin was dark, and there was a smattering of freckles across her nose. She smiled at him. ‘Amala Haven, first mate.’

He wanted to say something, but he didn’t know the right words to say. She didn’t feel like a guard. She reminded him a little of his own mother, and the thought awoke a painful grief. Lucky forced it down.

‘I’ll let you get on,’ she said, ‘but don’t be too hard on your mother, Gabe. She’s got to think about everyone.’

‘I wish she’d just trust me,’ Gabriel muttered.

‘She does trust you. But she can’t be seen to be giving you any favours, so she’s got to be extra tough on you. You know this.’

‘Yeah, yeah. I know.’ He rolled his eyes, then turned to Lucky. ‘Come on, let’s go.’

‘Looking forward to getting to know you,’ Haven called as they walked back towards the cell.

‘They’re not my mothers by blood,’ Gabriel said as they started down the steps into the welcome gloom and the solid walls of the ship’s interior. ‘But that doesn’t matter. They adopted me when I was fourteen. Sienna acts like it gives me perks, but really it means I have to fight twice as hard to be taken seriously.’ He laced his fingers together and stretched his palms above his head. ‘So, what do you want to do? Want to see the rest of the ship?’

Lucky couldn’t fight back the yawn in time and Gabriel laughed.

‘Understood. I guess you didn’t sleep much last night. Oh, that reminds me.’ He held open the door to the cell, then turned away, pulling the braid out of Lucky’s hand. ‘Back in a minute.’

Lucky settled down on the blankets. His head felt thick and fuzzy, as if someone had filled it with fabric as well. Nothing 
made sense still, but some of the tension pulling at him, dragging his focus from one threat to the next, had faded. He stared down at his hands, nails ragged, backs scuffed and cut. But steady. Not shaking.

‘Here.’

Lucky looked up as Gabriel handed him a stick of something white.

‘It’s chalk. We use it to tally things in the hold. Probably easier to draw on the walls with than the edge of a spoon.’

Lucky took it, white dust smearing his fingers. He swallowed, throat rough.

‘Why?’

Gabriel stopped, his outstretched hand frozen. ‘Why, what?’

Lucky coughed and rubbed at his throat. The words were all there, in his head, but forcing them out of his mouth felt like wading through water.

‘Why are you kind to me?’ he managed. He gestured at the chalk, the bandages on his arm, the room around him.

‘I . . .’ Gabriel started, then closed his mouth. He stretched his fingers out and then drew them back to himself, once, twice, and then sighed. ‘I think it’s important to be kind. Not enough people are kind, and I want to make up 
for it.’

‘Not used to it,’ he mumbled.


Gabriel leaned in closer, enough that Lucky could see a small white scar above his temple. In exactly the same place as the boy in his sketch in the prison cell. Lucky blinked. The memory of the sketch and Gabriel’s face blurred together. It was him. The boy he’d sketched and kept hidden under his bed.

‘Lucky?’

He realised he was staring, open-mouthed. Lucky clamped his jaw shut.

‘Nothing. I’m tired.’

‘Get some sleep, then.’ Gabriel gave him one more look, concern and confusion on his face, and then stood up, brushing down his slacks. ‘We’ll talk about tomorrow over dinner. Sleep well.’

The door closed behind him before Lucky had a chance to react. He lay down on the blankets, the piece of chalk gripped tightly in his hand. Now he’d seen it, he couldn’t deny it. Gabriel was the boy he’d drawn – older now, his hair longer, his jaw more square. Real. Lucky couldn’t remember how they’d known each other, couldn’t remember anything but Gabriel’s face and a sense of comfort.

He rolled over, laying an arm over his forehead, his thoughts spinning. It didn’t make sense. How had they found each other after all this time? Did Gabriel remember him too? Why had the leviathan freed him, just in time for Gabriel’s ship to pick him out of the water? He closed his eyes, picturing the boy with the golden hair, and tears rolled down his face.

Gabriel woke him later with a knock on the door. Lucky had come to recognise the sound, somehow bright and cheerful. Not that anyone else had any cause to knock on the door for him, of course. He tensed, wondering how to act, how much to say.

Gabriel handed Lucky a bundle of cloth – shirt, trousers, just like his own clothes.


‘Get that on you. I spoke to Poe and he’s happy to have you help out in the galley.’ He breezed into the room, glancing at the walls. ‘Do you want to come down and eat with the others?’

‘Not today.’ He wasn’t keen on it tomorrow, and he didn’t think that would change the day after, either. Gabriel was trying hard to keep the disappointment from his face, as Lucky added, ‘Too many people. It gets . . . too much.’

His expression softened. ‘Sure, I get it. Why don’t you get changed, and I’ll bring some food?’

He didn’t get it, how could he, but Lucky bobbed his head and Gabriel left, closing the door behind him. Lucky held out the clothes. Linen shirt and slacks, both in a sandy colour, and a long strip of fabric in bright red.

He pulled his old shirt over his head, intending to drop it, but his fingers wouldn’t release it. He turned the ruined fabric over in his hands, investigating the mottled bloodstains, the tears and holes. Ragged and broken. It felt like a fitting symbol of his old life.

He wanted to change, wanted to be the sort of person who could find out what happened to his mother. But he knew so little about what had happened, about who the girl in his memories was. Didn’t know where to start.

Lucky dropped the shirt and picked up the chalk from his bed. On the opposite wall to the spoon-image of Gabriel, he began to sketch. He drew in long, sweeping strokes, hand moving in a blur.

He pulled himself back to that day, squeezing every detail out of the scene. The sky was overcast, the wind whistling around the rocks, racing ripples across the pools. His mother had her back to him, her hair tied in a bun that was steadily falling out. She was peering in the rock pools that formed under the cliffs, hands on the barnacles and limpets that encrusted their sides. She was saying something to him, but Lucky couldn’t remember what, could barely remember her voice.

The girl stepped out from behind a black ridge of rock, her white hair whipping around in the wind. She was younger than him, slight, skin the colour of barnacles and sea foam, wearing a dress with serpents around the hem. She held the rock in both hands, creeping across the sand. Lucky couldn’t move. An invisible hand had him gripped. She turned to him, and her smile grew, cold and hungry and cruel, and she raised the rock and—

‘Lucky.’

He snapped back to the ship, the change leaving him dizzy and nauseous. Gabriel was holding his wrist, fingers not quite closed around it. He followed the line of his arm with his gaze, down to the fingers, the chalk, and then to the wall.

She stared back.

Lucky stepped back with a cry as she stared back, her cold white eyes, that hungry smile, white hair flying loose around her shoulders. As if she was standing there. As if she was seeing him.

‘Hey,’ Gabriel said softly.

‘No. No, no, no.’ The words bubbled from him in a moan that didn’t sound quite human. He’d summoned her, summoned his mother’s killer to the ship. To Gabriel. He stumbled forwards, pressing his hands against the wall, wiping frantically, smearing at the drawing to make her go away.

‘Hey,’ Gabriel said again, louder this time. ‘What’s wrong? Who is that?’

He put a hand over Lucky’s, and Lucky lashed out, swinging his arm back. His fist struck Gabriel’s face with a solid smack. They both froze, silence pushing in, heavy and oppressive. Gabriel touched his lip, his finger coming away bloody. His face paled at the sight, and he raised a hand to protect himself.


Lucky let out a moan and retreated. His back met the corner of the room with a thud, and he dropped to the floor, wrapping his arms around his knees. The action seemed to snap Gabriel out of his trance.

‘Oh, no, it’s all right. It was an accident. You didn’t mean to hurt me.’ Gabriel rubbed his hand on his slacks and held up the clean finger. ‘See? Fine now.’

Lucky put his head on his knees and wept.






Chapter Five

When he raised his head again, the lantern had burned down low, and his eyes were raw and itchy. He rubbed them and yawned. Did he fall asleep again? Every muscle ached and his back clicked as he unfolded himself.

The chalk drawing had vanished from the wall. A chill rushed through him. Had he just imagined it? Then he spotted the damp rag at the foot of the wall, and Gabriel sat leaning against the door, his chin on his chest, fast asleep.

Lucky pulled himself to his feet. He shivered, and realised he was still shirtless. With a glance to check Gabriel was still asleep, he pulled on the new clothes. He wasn’t sure what to do with the strip of red fabric, until he spotted a similar one around Gabriel’s waist, though his was a pale blue.
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