	“Y’ought not,” the cabin boy repeated, although he didn’t stop walking either. “Ye’ll get spitted like a chicken over the fire.” 

“I’m just looking. No harm in that… I’m not gonna STEAL it. Just look at it.” Angelina moved down the corridor as quietly as she could, shifting with the roll of the ship. 

“Ye’ll get spitted, Chase,” the boy said again. 

“Then you will too. You scared?” Angelina turned and sneered at him. “Scared of the big bad musketeers, huh?” 

“…. No,” the cabin boy muttered, and darted to catch up with her. They sidled down the last bit of hallway together, and pressed themselves against the door to the captain’s chamber. The sword was housed in there – no cargo hold for this blade, gift to kings. 

“Shove over,” Angelina hissed, and tried to peer through the crack between door and frame. “Ooh.” 

“Hey, let me see,” the boy protested quietly, pushing back. There was a brief scuffle for position. “Coo, look at them guards. All done up in blue an’ stuff. Fannn-CY.” He snorted. 

“The other day I spotted that one – no, the one on that side, the blond one – tryin’ to use a water bucket for a mirror. A proper fop!” Angelina made a face and imitated the musketeer, patting at her short hair in an exaggerated parody. “Ooh, the sea air’ll just ruin my lovely hair… hah.” 

“City dandies,” the cabin boy said, pushing her over a little more so that he could have a better view through the crack. “Betcha they’re no good in a knock-down fight.” 

“Do you want to try?” 

The door suddenly swung open, and the cabin boy nearly fell on top of the blond musketeer, who was now standing in the doorway. Angelina froze, caught in her mocking hair-fixing pose. The cabin boy scrambled backwards quickly, all bravado suddenly gone. 

The musketeer scowled at them. “I thought this was a ship of sailors, not beggar children.” 

“I didn’t ask you for anythin’, sir,” Angelina replied, though she slowly slid out of her teasing stance. “Just… havin’ a look for, uh, leaks, sir. Just havin’ a look.” 

“You doubt the integrity of this ship?” He raised one eyebrow. 

“Ah… uh... um.” 

He smirked at her. It was infuriating. 

“… got lines to work on deck ‘pologies bye!” the cabin boy suddenly burst out, backpedaling with such speed that he’d pulled Angelina halfway down the hall before she figured out what happened. 

“What’re you doing? Let go!” she protested, trying to stop their sudden headlong rush. 

“Don’t argue with ‘em! That’s what they want, you wanna get tossed off the ship yer first voyage? Leave ‘em alone,” the boy hissed at her. 

“He’s still just a fop,” Angelina muttered. “Brave shut up in the fancy cabin, right… I’d like to see him run lines an’ climb to the crow’s nest. Bet he’d fall off.” 
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