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Upon a star-strewn night, beneath a velvet sky that shimmered like polished obsidian, I found myself aboard our floating dreamship — a marvel of brass, timber, and impossible engineering. She drifted through the heavens with the grace of a great celestial whale, her lanterns glowing warm against the cold night air.

And before you ask — yes, she truly flies.

Most people assume ships belong to the sea, not the sky. They gape, they question, they insist such a thing is impossible. I simply laugh. For once you have stood upon a deck suspended among the clouds, once you have felt the hum of aether-engines beneath your boots, the impossible becomes merely inconvenient.

I twirled lazily around the central mast, letting the wind tug at my hair. “Not a pirate,” I murmured to myself, “despite the name of this magnificent contraption.” Though admittedly, the title sky-pirate does have a certain charm.

The intercom crackled to life.

“Celeste, report to the control room.”

Captain Hollow’s voice — deep, steady, and unmistakably impatient.

“I heard you the first time!” I called back, beating him to his second summons. I hopped down from the mast and strode across the deck, boots tapping lightly against the polished wood.

The control room glowed with amber light from the brass-framed windows. Captain Hollow stood over the navigation table, his coat draped elegantly over one shoulder. Beside him was Malachi — twenty-seven, sharp-eyed, and entirely too handsome for my peace of mind.

“Ah, Celeste,” Hollow said. “Were you able to locate the map we discussed earlier?”

I paused, thinking back through the day’s chaos — then it struck me. “Yes! It was tucked away in the map room beside the library.” I withdrew the rolled parchment and handed it to him.

“Splendid.” He unfurled it with a flourish. “This will guide us to our next destination.”

He exchanged a look with Malachi, then winked at me — a flirtatious little gesture that sent warmth creeping up my cheeks.

“And perhaps,” he added, “we might take a day’s vacation once we arrive.”

I cleared my throat, attempting to hide my blush. “We shall see, Captain. And you’re welcome for the map.”

With that, I excused myself, stepping back into the cool night air.

My cabin lay across the ship — spacious, tidy, and illuminated by the soft glow of my bedside lamp. I settled into bed with a book in hand, the hum of the engines lulling me into a gentle drowsiness.

By 11:30 P.M., sleep claimed me entirely.

The next morning arrived with pale sunlight filtering through my window. Birds cawed as they soared past us, wings catching the dawn.

I rubbed my eyes and checked the clock. “Seven already... heavens.”

After dressing and brushing my hair, I opened my cabin door — only to nearly collide with Malachi.

“Good morning,” he said, smiling warmly. “Sleep well?”

“Well enough,” I replied. “Though I did fall asleep clutching a book.”

He chuckled. “Ready for the day?”

“As ready as I shall ever be.”

“Oh — Hollow wants us in the map room. Care to walk together?”

“I’d love to.”

We made our way down the corridor, boots echoing softly.

Malachi opened the door for me — ever the gentleman — and we stepped inside.

Hollow stood over the great map table, tracing routes with a gloved finger.

“Excellent, you’re both here,” he said. “We must discuss our destination — and the time required to reach it.”

We gathered around the table as he continued.

“There are whispers of a hidden village,” he said. “A place of craftsmen, alchemists, and peculiar wonders. It is called Gemville.”

The name alone sent a thrill through me.

Malachi raised a brow. “And you believe it truly exists?”

“That,” Hollow said, “is precisely what we intend to discover.”

We spent the next several minutes planning our course, preparing for weather shifts, and reviewing the ship’s readiness.

When the meeting concluded, Malachi and I stepped back into the sunlight, stomachs rumbling.

The scent of pancakes and bacon drifted from the kitchen. We exchanged a look — the kind that says we’re absolutely going in there — and headed inside.

We sat across from one another, enjoying the warm meal as we discussed the journey ahead.

“Do you think Gemville is real?” I asked.

“If Hollow believes it, I’m inclined to give it a chance,” Malachi replied. “Though it is odd we’ve never heard of it.”

“Better late than never,” I said with a smile.

After breakfast, we cleaned our plates and parted ways — he to assist Hollow, and I to the library.

Hours slipped by as I read through dusty tomes. One book in particular described Gemville in vivid detail — its glowing gemstones, its peculiar inhabitants, its nightly luminescence.

I was so engrossed that I barely noticed the sun beginning to set.

I closed the book and headed toward the control room, where Hollow and Malachi were preparing to set our course.

Our journey had officially begun.

Night settled over the skyship like a velvet curtain, the lanterns flickering softly as the engines hummed beneath the floorboards. I returned to the library — my sanctuary — where the scent of old parchment mingled with the faint aroma of polished brass.

I curled beside the fireplace with a book on ancient sky-routes, letting the warmth seep into my bones. The ship swayed gently, as though dreaming its own dreams.

“Celeste?” Malachi’s voice drifted through the shelves, warm and familiar.

“I’m over here,” I called, marking my page.

He appeared from between the bookcases, his dark hair slightly tousled from the wind. “Hollow granted me ten minutes of freedom,” he said with a grin. “Or until he summons me again.”

“How generous of him,” I teased, patting the seat beside me.

He sat, the firelight catching the sharp lines of his jaw. For a moment, neither of us spoke — the silence between us was comfortable, charged with something unspoken.

Then he inhaled, steadying himself.

“Celeste... may I confess something?”

I turned to him fully, heart fluttering. “Of course.”

“We’ve known each other for some time now,” he began, voice low. “And somewhere along the way, I... developed feelings for you. I wished to tell you yesterday, but the moment never felt right.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks. “You... have feelings for me?”

“I do,” he said softly. “You are clever, adventurous, and entirely captivating.”

My breath caught. “I feel the same, Malachi. I was simply too shy to say so.”

His smile widened — then he leaned in, slowly, giving me every chance to pull away.

I didn’t.

Our lips met, gentle at first, then deepening as sparks — real or imagined — seemed to dance above us. The world narrowed to the warmth of his hands, the soft brush of his breath, the steady thrum of the ship beneath us.

It was perfect.

Until—

“Malachi, report to the control room.”

Hollow’s voice boomed through the intercom, shattering the moment.

We broke apart, breathless.

He groaned softly. “Duty calls.”

I laughed under my breath. “Go. Before he storms down here.”

He stood, brushing a thumb across my cheek. “I’ll find you later.”

“I hope so.”

He kissed my cheek — a soft, lingering promise — then disappeared through the doorway.

I exhaled, heart racing, and closed my book. Sleep would not come easily tonight.

Later, when I returned to my cabin, something caught my eye — a single rose resting upon my bed, with a folded note beside it.

My heart skipped.

I picked up the note.

If you have not yet retired for the night, meet me in the living room in ten minutes.

A smile tugged at my lips. I placed the rose on my vanity, changed into something simple yet charming, and fixed my hair with trembling fingers.

The living room was quiet when I arrived, lit only by the soft glow of the overhead lamps. Moments later, Malachi entered, breathless from haste.

“There you are,” I said, rising to greet him. “I wondered when you’d appear.”

“Well,” he murmured, stepping closer, “I’m here now. Hollow is taking the night shift, so I am yours until morning.”

His arms slipped around my waist, drawing me gently against him. “I’m glad,” I whispered.

He pressed a kiss to my neck, sending a shiver down my spine. “Celeste... will you be mine?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “I’d love to be.”

He turned me toward him, and our lips met again — this time with no interruptions, no intercoms, no duties calling him away. The night unfolded softly, sweetly, with whispered promises and shared warmth.

Eventually, we parted for our separate cabins, though my heart remained with him long after I drifted into sleep.

By afternoon, I found Hollow and Malachi on the main deck, studying the horizon.

“How much longer until we arrive?” I asked.

“Five hours at most,” Hollow replied. “If the winds remain favorable.”

I nodded, relieved. “Good. I’m eager to see whether Gemville is truly real.”

“As am I,” Hollow said, eyes gleaming.

I hesitated. “Captain... I keep hearing a humming noise throughout the ship. Are you aware of it?”

He chuckled. “Aye. She comes alive at night. The engines sing when the stars are bright.”

“So I wasn’t imagining it.”

Malachi smirked. “I knew about it.”

“And yet I was the last to know,” I said, rolling my eyes.

He leaned closer. “How did you sleep?”

“Wonderfully,” I said, cheeks warming.

Hollow cleared his throat pointedly.

I laughed. “If either of you need assistance, call for me.”

I kissed Malachi’s cheek — a small, stolen moment — then stepped onto the front deck.

A small tawny owl perched upon the railing, feathers ruffled by the breeze. I approached slowly, slipping on a protective glove.

“Hello there, little one,” I murmured, stroking its head gently.

Malachi appeared behind me, arms wrapping around my waist. “I see you’ve made a friend.”

“He flew down just after I left the control room,” I said. “Isn’t he charming?”

“According to the map, we’ll arrive before sunset,” Malachi said.

“How exciting,” I whispered. “Perhaps Gemville truly exists.”

The owl hooted softly, as though agreeing.

I tilted my head. “Are you a boy or a girl? Flap your wings for boy, hoot for girl.”

He flapped his wings.

“A boy, then. What shall I name you?” I pondered. “Moon?”

He hooted approvingly.

“Moon it is.”

Malachi was summoned back to Hollow, leaving me with my new feathered companion — and a growing sense of anticipation.

Three hours passed in a quiet haze of reading and anticipation. I sat curled in the library once more, Moon perched contentedly on the back of a nearby chair, preening his feathers as though preparing for a grand debut.

The ship shuddered lightly — a ripple of turbulence — and Hollow’s voice echoed through the intercom.

“Attention, crew — we shall be arriving at our destination within the hour. Prepare for descent.”

My heart leapt.

Malachi entered moments later, brushing wind from his coat. “We hit a small pocket of rough air,” he said, taking a seat beside me. “Nothing to fret over.”

“I assumed as much,” I replied, though my pulse still quickened with excitement. “Is it true? Only an hour?”

He nodded. “The sun will be setting as we arrive. Hollow says the view will be extraordinary.”

I rose and walked to the nearest window. The sky outside was painted in hues of amber and rose, the clouds glowing like embers. The clock on the wall read 4:35 P.M.

Malachi joined me, and together we stepped onto the main deck. Hollow stood across from us, gesturing toward the horizon.

“There,” he said, pointing.

We followed his gaze — and my breath caught.

Far ahead, nestled between rolling hills and shimmering fields, was a village unlike any I had ever seen. Even from a distance, faint glimmers of color sparkled across the ground, as though the earth itself were studded with jewels.

“Gemville...” I whispered.
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