
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

EARTH DAY 

# 

For a girl who had until recently spent her entire life living 

in squalor, Kara had certainly managed to acquire a lot of 

stuff over the last few weeks. 

Father Estavan counted no fewer than seven large boxes’ 

worth of miscellanea stacked up in the entrance to the 

Captain’s east wing that morning, each one filled with more 

clothes, cosmetics and jewellery than a dozen Kara’s could 

have used in a hundred years of trying. 

Most of those boxes were filled with gifts, he knew, 

donated over the last few days by nobles eager to make a good 

impression on the Captain’s soon-to-be wife. The marriage 

hadn’t been made official yet but of course people talked. 

There were presents here from every notable person on the 

ship, each one little more than a transparent attempt to outdo 

the other’s affection. 

Wisely, Kara had opted to shun most of it. She stood in 

her new quarters that morning the very picture of humility. 

She was dressed in one of her simpler gowns, a plain lilac 

number that both flattered her figure and kept it demurely 

concealed. A white ribbon was tied through her hairpiece, a 

simple knotted belt around her waist. 

She looked rich, yet humble. Noble, but not aristocratic. 

She looked pure. Virginal. Unpretentious.  



Which was just as well, Estavan thought, since she was 

all of those things; easily beautiful enough to stand before 

the Captain without needing to hide herself away under layers 

of unnecessary flamboyance.  

“This is it?” she asked as she looked around the spacious 

quarters. Her voice was hushed, her eyes round with awe. “This 

is my home?”  

She paced around the circular space, fingertips brushing 

lightly against the various objects she passed as though 

marking each one out as her own. The back of a sofa. A 

tapestry of the local constellations. A mechanical timepiece. 

“It’s all yours,” Estavan confirmed. 

Behind him, the Captain stood near the entrance, 

bookended by his Second, Jonathan Hathaway, and his priest, 

Father Krzysztof. All three of them looked as though they were 

trying to outdo the other’s bad mood, but in Kara Father 

Estavan saw nothing but joy. 

“The Captain – with the generous assistance of House 

Hathaway – has graciously donated some six hundred square 

metres to your needs,” he told her. “It should be more than 

sufficient to ensure your every comfort.” 

He showed her how the Eastern wing they were standing in 

was just a smaller version of the main area it was attached 

to. Like many of the more expensive quarters in this part of 

the ship, these rooms had been designed like a fractal 

diagram, with each room a hub from which several smaller areas 

branched. 



This hub was built - just like the main room from which 

it stemmed - with a split-level mezzanine, long abandoned and 

only recently reclaimed from the dust. A window to the stars 

themselves stared down at them from overhead. That, too, had 

been freshly cleaned for the occasion, its surface polished 

and reinforced during maintenance’s most recent space walk so 

that now the heavens positively glimmered. 

Estavan showed Kara the dozen servants lined up against 

the far wall, each one a mirror of the other in their simple 

duds and politely disinterested smiles. 

Behind them was an even neater line of stern-faced 

elites, the members of the Captain’s personal guard who were 

called upon to defend his family in times of crisis.  

“Every one of these people is here to serve you, my 

child. If ever you have need of anything, you have only to 

ask.” 

It was clear Kara didn’t know what to make of that. 

“Fuck me…” she muttered, just loud enough for Estavan to 

hear. Then, taking a moment to collect herself, she added, “I 

confess, I am overwhelmed by the… Magnitude of this gift.” 

Magnitude was a new word for Kara. She had only come across it 

a couple of days ago during her studies and it was quickly 

becoming a favourite. 

She turned to Commander Hathaway – who looked almost 

embarrassed to be there – and then to the Captain – who just 

looked sulky – and curtsied deeply in their direction. 



“Thank you both. Truly. This is all very wonderful. To be 

thinking that all this is mine… The Magnitude of your 

generosity overwhelms me. Please to thank your family, 

Commander Hathaway, and my especial thanks to you, Captain. I 

am flattered.” 

Good words, well said. Estavan found himself nodding with 

approval. Even Father Krzysztof, who had taken it upon himself 

to instantly hate everything that happened today, did little 

more than purse his lips at her words. 

Kara might not have the natural eloquence of one who was 

born among the nobility but she was gifted with a memory as 

sharp as a computer. She played her part like an actress 

playing a role, her every movement one that had long ago been 

considered, practised and perfected in front of a mirror with 

her handmaid looking on. 

She would never be a real noble but after two months of 

near-constant drilling she was getting very good at faking it. 

“Y-you’re, uh, very welcome,” Commander Hathaway 

stammered, his fat face flushing red. “Uh, m-my Lady.” 

The Captain just grunted and looked away. 

Never very comfortable with the role that life had chosen 

for him, and never a particularly diligent actor when it came 

to learning his lines, the Captain appeared to have literally 

nothing to say in response to Kara’s speech. If expressions 

could be read, then Michael’s was a ten metre high sign with 

embossed lettering that could be seen from the other side of 

the ship: why am I wasting my time with this girl? 



Father Estavan sighed. I should have known he’d make 

trouble today. Estavan had only called the Captain down here 

as a formality. It was supposed to be a chance for him to see 

his new bride in private before welcoming her in front of the 

whole ship. A final chance, perhaps, for him to change his 

mind and say no. Instead, he was treating the whole thing like 

some chore that he was only doing as a favour to Estavan. It 

was infuriating. 

Estavan glared at the Captain and nodded in the direction 

of Kara. The Captain shrugged. Another glare with another 

pointed nod and finally the boy came to his senses. 

With obvious effort, Michael forced his mouth to move. 

“No my Lady, I fear it is you that flatters these rooms.” Then 

it was his turn to glare at Estavan – “Happy?” – and it was 

Estavan’s turn to shrug. 

“I am surprised that there is a room as big available,” 

said Kara. “You will not be missing this space, my Lord?” 

“Not really,” the Captain admitted with a sigh. “This 

place hasn’t been used in years. They were my mother’s 

quarters.” 

The Captain paused a moment before continuing. His 

expression was faraway, almost wistful, but his eyes glimmered 

with resentment. “She was a Gull-Fosset, you know. My mother. 

Belonged to one of the Great Houses, just like Commander 

Hathaway here. There was little love between her and my father 

but that’s no surprise. Their marriage was a purely political 

one.”  



Just like this one will be, his expression added darkly. 

“You’ll learn very quickly, Kara, that every decision 

made for you around here is a political one. Makes me wonder 

sometimes why God made me his symbol on this ship, if all I am 

to be is a mouthpiece for lesser men.” 

Oh God, the boy was starting to get mawkish. Father 

Estavan stepped forwards, a hand on Kara’s shoulder ready to 

intercede. To his surprise, however, it was Kara who spoke 

first. 

“What did happen to your mother?” she asked hesitantly. 

The Captain looked surprised by the question.  

“She died,” Commander Hathaway answered for him. “Killed 

by the same sickness that took his older sister, Susan 

Sullivan.” 

“I’d only just been born at the time,” Michael continued. 

“After she died… they say my father was never quite the same 

again.” 

That was an understatement is Estavan had ever heard one. 

The death of Amy Gull-Fosset and the Captain’s eldest child 

had devastated the Captain, brought him almost to the brink of 

insanity. 

Father Estavan had seen it all with his own eyes. How the 

Captain had first turned to drink. How he had driven away most 

of his servants because he said they were stealing from him. 

How he disowned most of his family, cutting off any who 

weren’t directly related to him and kicking them all out of 



these quarters. He accused them all of being hangers-on and 

leaches who were plotting behind his back. 

It was like some irredeemable darkness had come over the 

soul of Captain Ramiel Sullivan, leaving behind only a 

violent, unpredictable shell. 

He excommunicated the entirety of House Leighton, 

reducing one of the most powerful families on the ship to 

ruins and almost bringing a civil war down around his head. 

Even his only son, Michael, the Captain barely tolerated. 

There were times when he refused to so much as look at the boy 

or to even have him in the same room as him. He grew into wild 

fits and chased the boy away with thrown objects and threats 

of violence. Who knew what had happened once the lights were 

turned out and Estavan’s shift ended. 

Thank God the Priesthood were there to pick up the 

pieces. 

Kara listened to the story carefully. “I am sorry, my 

Lord,” she said when Michael was finished. 

The Captain looked bemused. “Why? You didn't kill her.” 

“Yes but I… uh… I…” Kara fumbled with her words. This 

wasn’t in the list of pre-prepared phrases she had memorised 

for this event. This conversation was now well off topic and 

Kara was clearly struggling to think of something to say under 

the scrutiny of such powerful men. Her cheeks reddened and she 

looked away.  



Still, she didn’t give up. “I am knowing how it is, uh, 

feeling like to, uh, lose your family, my Lord. I know how it 

is, uh, hurting.” 

Michael considered the words in silence for a moment. 

Finally, he nodded. “I suppose you do,” he said. Then he 

surprised Estavan by smiling. “My Lady, you are welcome in 

this place. It has brought me nothing but bad memories for a 

very long time but with you here, I hope we can make some 

happier ones.” 

Kara sighed with relief. “I would like that, my Lord! Uh, 

the, uh Magnitude of your…” 

The door suddenly burst open and Nathan Hathaway 

sauntered into the room a box larger than any of the others 

balanced in his arms. He set it down next to the others and 

stood back, dusting off his hands and beaming at the five of 

them as though it were he that were moving in today and not 

Kara. 

“Captain. Father. My Lady.” He nodded at each person in 

turn. “I bring you a special delivery, courtesy of House 

Hathaway. Just for you.” He bowed. 

“More gifts?” Somehow Kara looked both horrified and 

excited at the same time. 

Nathan’s father was also looking less than thrilled at 

the news. “Uh, N-Nathan, I d-don’t believe we discussed any…” 

Nathan silenced him with a hand. “Later, Father, please. 

Now is clearly not the time.” 

“Yes but, uh, have you c-cleared these expenses with…” 



“Later!” Nathan Hathaway winked at Kara. “My apologies. 

My father can be a little miserly at times. I swear, when it 

comes to matters of finance, he’s like a spook with a ration 

chip. It’s okay dad, we can afford it!” 

Kara giggled. Jonathan Hathaway just shuffled his feet 

and said nothing. 

“Besides,” added Nathan. “Giving gifts to the ship’s 

latest celebrity is almost a pastime in its own right these 

days.” 

Sadly, it was true. 

“More gifts then,” Father Estavan sighed, looking over at 

the teetering pile. “I fear the Captain may have to switch 

quarters with his fiancée if this goes on much longer.” 

The Captain just grunted at that.  

“Perhaps we should leave the two of them to it then,” 

suggested Father Krzysztof, stepping into the conversation for 

the first time in order to end it. “It has been a long day and 

no doubt the young Lady here is tired from all the excitement 

of the move.” 

Actually, Father Estavan had rarely seen Kara looking 

more full of energy, but the Captain seized at the opportunity 

to escape. “Quite right,” he agreed. “My Lady, I trust you 

received your invitation to tonight’s gathering?” 

She curtsied. “My Lord.” 

“You will be summoned at 19:00 sharp. Please make sure 

you are ready at this time.” If there was one thing the 

Captain could never abide, it was a lack of punctuality. “Help 



her settle in,” he told the servants who were still clustered 

at the back of the room. “You can take things from here, 

Commander?” 

The comment had been made to his Second but it was Nathan 

who answered. The young Master-at-Arms bowed to the Captain, 

his smile like a stain that lingered on his lips far longer 

than it should. “I am yours to command, my Lord.”  

The Captain nodded all the same. “Good. Estavan, Father 

Krzysztof, I would speak with you alone.” 

# 

No sooner had Michael taken two steps into his private 

solar than he was already turning on his two priests.  

“She’ll do,” he said without pre-amble. “Get her ready – 

I’ll officially greet her tonight in front of the assembled 

nobles. We’ll make our vows then.” 

“As you say,” said Father Estavan. And then because he 

couldn’t resist: “You like her, then?” 

“Like her?” the Captain snorted. “I don’t even know her!” 

“What’s to know?” Father Krzysztof interrupted. “She’s 

low born. Barely educated. Filthy.” 

“If you think that’s filthy, I’d advise you not to go 

visiting the lower decks,” Estavan replied as calmly as he 

could, speaking in Guttural so the Captain wouldn’t 

understand. Don’t get riled up, he told himself. The old man’s 

just trying to provoke you like he always does. 

“She turns the simplest of sentences into a grammatical 

minefield,” Father Krzysztof replied, also in Guttural. “She 



behaves like a kid in a sweet shop with a stolen ration card 

in hand. A disaster. I tell you, if the Captain doesn’t die of 

some pox the first time he lies with that girl, it’ll be by 

the Lord’s intervention alone.” 

Estavan found himself sputtering. “She’s been fully 

tested!” he cried. “Her virginity is intact. I assure you, she 

is without disease or genetic imperfection of any kind!”  

“It is not the quality of her genetics that troubles me, 

Estavan, it is the quality of her stock. She is unspoken.” 

“She is beautiful!” 

“Pah! Appearance matters little to the Lord Almighty, 

Estavan, surely even you should know that.” 

“Well then if that is your concern then you can rest 

easy, Brother. I absolved the girl’s sins myself.” 

“Coming from you that means absolutely nothing at all.” 

“Enough!” snapped Michael, slamming a half-poured goblet 

of wine down onto the table. “If you two are going to snipe at 

each other, at least have the decency to do it in High 

English. This is my home. I won’t stand for it!” 

“Sorry, my Lord,” Father Estavan said. 

“You do see how communication will be a problem?” Father 

Krzysztof murmured. 

“He doesn’t need to communicate with the girl. Just get a 

child by her.” 

“Sentiments I’m sure the Lord Jesus would be proud to 

have died for.” 



“Stop it!” the Captain shouted, this time jumping to his 

feet. I’m the Captain! Estavan could see the thought 

smouldering behind the boy’s eyes. Why doesn’t anyone ever 

listen to me! 

It had taken years of training for Estavan not to simply 

tell the boy: because you never say anything worth listening 

to. 

“You two are as bad as the Hathaways out there! Listen: 

I’ve played my part. The wedding is happening. That means this 

food crisis will be over soon, right? Things will finally go 

back to normal?” 

“They will, my Lord.”  

Estavan loved Michael – the Lord knew he did - but 

sometimes it took every drop of patience God had blessed him 

with to keep him from throttling that boy. 

“They're ringing the news through the bunks as we speak. 

There’s to be an official day’s holiday for the civilians in 

addition to the one scheduled for today. Everyone’s having 

their rations doubled for the night.” 

The Captain looked surprised. “Why?” 

“Why, to celebrate my Lord.” Careful now. The Captain had 

never been particularly quick of wit but he hated feeling 

patronised. “The marriage alone won’t be enough to win over 

the civilian population. They need to feel its effect 

directly. A free day and extra food and they’ll all be 

toasting your name, you can be sure. And the unspoken will 

start working without complaint once more.” 



“I suppose,” said Michael, though the idea was obviously 

alien to him. “Our food supplies are practically non-existent 

as it is, why not waste what little we have on a celebration 

that no one’s even remotely excited by? I swear, Estavan, this 

charade of yours had better work…” 

“Charade,” agreed Father Krzysztof. “Well said, Captain, 

it has gone too far.” 

“I’m not exactly thrilled at the idea of being married 

you know.” 

“I did get some inkling in that direction, yes,” said 

Estavan politely. 

“Believe me, Captain,” added Father Krzysztof. “No one in 

the priesthood is happy about this little ploy of Estavan’s. 

Nor how it was arranged. The Lord Abbott in particular, is 

very keen to meet with Father Estavan and discuss his latest 

actions in full.” 

“I suppose there will be things to do this end as well?” 

Michael asked, ignoring what his priest had just said. 

“Preparations and so on?" 

“Yes my Lord,” said Estavan. “Quite a few, in fact.” 

“I'm putting you in charge of them,” he announced.  

Father Krzysztof choked on the news. “Captain!” he 

protested. “Surely you forget that the Lord Abbot assigned me 

to be your liaison for the Priesthood!” 

“I forget nothing, Father, I assure you.” 

“Then consider this. There’s a reason why Father Estavan 

was taken away from you five years ago. I realise that the two 



of you have always been close and so far I have chosen to 

stand back from this nonsense out of simple respect for your 

wishes…” 

“Yes, you have been the very picture of tolerance,” the 

Captain agreed.  

“But this is too far! My appointment as your personal 

tutor is one that was made by the Lord Abbott after weeks of 

consultation and prayer. You simply don’t have the authority – 

Captain or not – to overrule a decision like that!” 

“I agree,” said the Captain. 

“Now, if I have failed you in my duty in some way…” A 

faint sneer, as though the very idea of that were 

preposterous. 

“No, of course not,” Michael agreed. “You’ve been most 

dutiful these last few years, Father. But my new unspoken wife 

needs a priest. And this charade of a wedding needs a planner. 

And I’m sure the Lord Abbot would be the first to insist that 

you, Father Krzysztof, are far too busy seeing to my own 

spiritual wellbeing to trifle in such low matters.” He gave 

them both a pointed look. “Or am I misunderstanding the 

situation here?” 

O-ho! And the puppet Captain finds teeth! Estavan could 

have hugged Michael for the look on Father Krzysztof’s face in 

that moment. The hawk-nosed priest glared at the two of them 

as though suspecting this were all part of some grand 

conspiracy against him and trying to figure out who to blame 

for it. 



I hate you, his dark eyes told Estavan.  

I don't care, his own smile returned.  

“I believe that is a fair summary of the situation,” 

Father Krzysztof answered at length. “As always, child, I bow 

to your wisdom.” 

“Good. Then until the Priesthood decide to override my 

decision - as they always do - I am placing Father Estavan in 

the role of my official wedding planner and liaison between my 

betrothed and the Priesthood.” 

“I would be honoured to undertake any duty you deem 

appropriate, my Lord,” Estavan replied. 

Why was it that the look of rage on Father Krzysztof’s 

face in that moment only made Estavan happier?  

I’m a bad person, he thought but he would do penance for 

that later. Right now he could only praise God.  

I’m back! 

Father Krzysztof left them both a few minutes later under 

a cloud of scowls. No doubt he intended to write a report to 

the Lord Abbott.  

My esteemed Lord Abbot, it appears that the dastardly 

Father Estavan has once again used his close relationship with 

the Captain to override your august authority and blah, blah, 

blah… 

Not that it would help. 

Father Estavan had apparently proven himself worthy to 

his Captain and earned himself a place at his side once more. 



There was nothing the Lord Abbott could do now to change that. 

Michael’s word was law. This was his place again. 

Praise God. 

The Captain sat in silence for a long time after Father 

Krzysztof had left. He looked exhausted - defeated - as though 

that single flare of defiance in the face of his priest had 

taken everything he had. 

When his voice came at last, it was a meek, pathetic 

thing barely more than a whisper. Estavan had to strain to 

hear it. “I need to know you can do this, Father,” he said. He 

didn't look at Estavan as he spoke. “You’re one of the only 

people I can trust these days.” 

“I'm honoured, my lord,” Father Estavan replied, 

honestly. “But if I might suggest…” 

“No. No formalities. Not with you. Just tell that you’re 

on my side. That I can trust you.” 

“You know you can, Michael.” 

Still, the Captain didn't look appeased. “Things are 

changing on this ship, Father. Plots within plots. Agendas on 

top of agendas. They think I don’t see it. But I do. The 

Hathaways… they’re up to something. The Priesthood too, though 

I don’t think they realise they’re involved. I fear my time as 

Captain might soon be coming to an end.” 

“My Lord!” Was it possible for a man to self-blaspheme? 

What the Captain had just said was close to heresy. “What are 

you saying?” 



“Nothing, I guess. I never say anything after all, why 

start now?” He drained off the last of his wine and set the 

goblet down on the side. He looked exhausted as he rested his 

head in his hands. “Leave me, Estavan. I’d like to be alone 

for a time.” 

“As you wish.”  

“And summon Commander Rutherford for me. I need to talk 

to him about the security at tonight’s festivities.” 

Normally, Father Estavan would have told the Captain that 

he wasn’t a member of the crew and it wasn’t his place to run 

errands. But another look of desperation from this boy he had 

helped raise and he felt all the arguments drain right out of 

him. 

“As you command,” he said. 

# 

Father Estavan found Commander Hathaway next door. The 

boxes were barely unpacked, he noted, the servants all a 

disarray of inactivity. Nathan Hathaway stood in the middle of 

the room, clowning about for Kara’s amusement like he had 

nothing better to be doing with his time.  

Estavan walked in to find the man telling a joke of all 

things - a ribald tale that was popular among the lower decks 

about two women who are arguing with a baker about which one 

of them should be given the last loaf of bread. Each woman 

goes to ever greater extremes to prove why she is the one that 

deserves the last loaf. One says that her children are hungry 

and that this is the first meal they’ll have had all week. 



Then the next woman says that her children are dying and that 

this will be the last meal they’ll ever have. 

The joke, of course, ends with both women eventually 

sleeping with the baker so he can decide which of them 

deserves it more. 

Shortly after finishing in the second woman, there is a 

loud ringing sound from the kitchen next door. “Oh, that’ll be 

the next batch of bread,” says the baker. “Excuse me.” And 

then he goes to the kitchen to take it out. 

Kara, predictably, loved the joke. Her new servants, too, 

no doubt in an attempt at toadying up to their new mistress, 

all stopped what they were doing to laugh. 

Only the Leighton girl ignored it. She alone remained on 

the floor by the boxes, back stiff as she continued to unpack 

the items and catalogue their innards.  

A sensible girl, that one, Estavan thought. A rare thing 

in a servant, much less one noble-born like herself. He wished 

the rest of them shared her good sense. 

He made his presence known. 

“And you see?” Hathaway said as he turned around to see 

who had arrived. “The bread is not the only thing that’s 

ready!” He grinned broadly. “Still, I think I would have 

preferred the bread.” 

As would I. Estavan returned the Master-at-Arms’s cool 

look with one of his own. I don’t trust this man. Estavan 

still hadn’t forgotten all that transpired down in the bunks 

the day they liberated Kara. Hathaway had seemed to completely 



lost his mind down there. He’d acted like some kind of mad 

man. 

“The Hathaway’s are up to something…” The Captain’s words 

had truly shaken him. Which, ultimately, was the real Nathan 

Hathaway: the impish jock he saw now, or the brutal monster 

he’d witnessed in the bunks?  

“How can we help you, Father?” Nathan Hathaway asked in a 

tone that was just a little too close to mocking for Estavan’s 

liking. “Is it time for services already?” 

“No,” Estavan replied. “The Captain wishes to speak with 

Commander Rutherford. Please summon him for me.” 

Hathaway scoffed. “You do it.” 

“I don't wear a uniform, sir.” 

The scoff turned into a lazy smile and the smile into a 

wink in the direction of Kara. “Oh yes, I quite forgot. You’re 

so involved in our affairs these days I keep forgetting you’re 

not one of us.” To Estavan’s chagrin, Kara actually giggled at 

that. “Very well,” He sighed theatrically. “My Lady, if you 

will excuse me?” 

“You must go?” Kara looked devastated at the idea. “It 

will be so… how you say ‘empty here’?” 

“Empty here,” he translated. “And I’m flattered. But as 

the good Father said, I have errands to be about. I promise I 

will be back for this evening’s event. I’ll be at your side 

the entire night.”  

“Why did you chase him away?” Kara demanded as soon as 

they were alone. “He was entertaining us!” 



A little too much. “Forgive me,” said Estavan. “But the 

Captain has given me some important tasks to be about.” He 

nodded to the pile of boxes stacked against the wall. “And 

you, also, have some chores to doing, I believe?” 

Kara pouted. “But it’s Earth Day!” she whined. “I 

shouldn’t have to work!” 

That was Nathan Hathaway talking. “Do it,” he commanded.  

Kara sniffed and looked away.  

She’s becoming estranged, Father Estavan realised sadly. 

She has my name but she’s less moulded in my image every day. 

It was the same with Michael. Something about being in 

this place changed a person. They never stayed innocent for 

long.  

For a moment he thought about pressing his case, but it 

was clear the girl had already dismissed him in her mind. She 

was already turning back to her new handmaids, giggling with 

them as they shared a private joke. No place among them for an 

old, dark priest. 

Father Estavan turned away, heart wrenching in his chest. 

He had no time for regrets, though. The Captain came first in 

all things and though Estavan didn’t understand it, the boy 

needed his help. 

He had work to do. 

# 

Abigail Leighton was moving up in the world. From spook 

to servant, to handmaid to the Captain’s future wife in three, 

relatively simple steps. Two months ago she was hiding from 



security in the bunks, using all of her wits just to stay 

alive. Today she standing in the Captain’s quarters 

themselves, packing away Kara’s new toys. At this rate, a 

couple more weeks and she might as well start wearing a 

uniform. 

And won’t that be great, she mused as she opened up a box 

of toiletries and marked off their contents against a list. I 

could go down to the bunks and parade myself in front of Dawn. 

‘Look everyone, it’s all just as bad as you thought. I'm a 

fucking sell-out after all. Now which one of you should be 

first to be culled?’  

Only the thought of her father still trapped down there 

in the bunks with nothing but a halfwit and her own brother to 

look after him kept her from smiling at the thought. That, and 

the look of disgust she was sure Dawn would have given her. 

Fucking uniform. 

Perhaps, instead, she could go looking for that elder 

brother of hers; seek out whatever patch of dirt they’d buried 

Stuart in and put flowers on his grave. 

Look, Stuart: I got out. And what do you know - all I had 

to do was betray everyone I knew to do it. Looks like they 

were right about us Leightons, after all.  

And then her brother would look up at her from the grave 

and shrug as nonchalantly as a corpse could manage, “What can 

I say, Abigail? When you’ve had everything taken away, you 

only have yourself to sell.” 



So focussed was Abi on her thoughts that she didn’t even 

notice the loose bottle of perfume until it had already rolled 

halfway off the shelf. By the time she saw and made a grab for 

it, it was already too late.  

It tipped against the edge of the shelf, teetering for a 

moment before smashing against the floor. It shattered on 

impact. Abi’s hand jabbed out on reflex to catch it and she 

was rewarded with a deep cut on her hand, a spray of acidic 

perfume in her eyes and a bump on the forehead from the 

cupboard door. 

Abi swore and slammed the cupboard shut. Perfume bottles 

spilled in all directions. 

“Careful!” Kara was next to her in a flash. “Oh no, you 

got it everywhere!” She was down on the floor before Abi could 

say anything, dabbing at the spilled perfume with the hem of 

Abi’s dress. “What in God’s name were you thinking?” she 

complained as she picked through the shattered remnants of the 

bottle. “This was a gift!” 

“I’m sorry, Kara,” Abi muttered. She rubbed at her 

bleeding hand and winced as she accidentally got some of the 

perfume into the wound. The room suddenly reeked of flowers.  

“Mistress,” Kara corrected. “You can call me Kara when 

we’re alone, but you’ve got to start calling me by my proper 

title now. There’s proprietary to attend to.” She looked 

around guiltily at that, as though worried that anyone else 

might be listening. “They already look down on us enough as it 

is.” 



“Yes, mistress.” 

“The forms should be kept.” 

Who taught you those forms, you fucking ingrate? 

“And I really don’t want to lose you as a servant.”  

“Wait, what?” Abi blinked. “Lose me? Fuck’s sake, all I 

did was spill some perfume! I’ll clean it up. I’ll buy you 

another bottle!” It wasn’t as though the girl had any shortage 

of the stuff. There was enough perfume hidden away in these 

boxes for her to bathe in the stuff for a year if she wanted 

and still have more to spare. Give the girl another few weeks 

and that was probably exactly what she’d be doing. 

“Money’s not the point,” Kara added. She looked 

embarrassed. “I’ve heard rumours. People talk.” 

“What rumours?” 

“This really isn’t how I wanted to bring this up…” 

“What rumours?” Abi insisted. 

Kara sighed. “You’ve been… pleasuring some of the guards. 

Giving them… a blowjob.” She blushed at her use of the word. 

“I can’t be having that Abi. I have to think of my reputation 

here.” 

“Your reputation,” Abi repeated. No prizes for guessing 

where those ‘rumours’ had been coming from. “What else has 

Commander Hathaway been telling you?” 

“Only the truth. Look, the fact is that I have a lot of 

servants now. And none of them are spooks. Me – well, people 

need to see where I came from. I’m a symbol after all. I’m the 

gesture that will heal this ship. But you…” She shrugged. 



“I’m just in the way.” Abi finished for her. 

“You’re being difficult. I knew you would be. Look, I 

like having you around Abi but… you’re getting clumsy. I think 

I need servants with more…”  

“Magnitude?” 

Kara winced at her choice of words.  

“You do know that the officer in question forced me to 

suck his cock, right?” 

“Shhh!” Kara hissed, looking around in panic. Her cheeks 

burned red. “Look, forget about what I said. I like you, Abi.” 

“Sure you do.” 

“You saved my life. You visited my family a few times for 

me. I don’t forget these things. I just think… maybe being 

here is more of a punishment for someone like you than a 

reward. Perhaps something smaller would be more appropriate 

for someone of your quality? Some money maybe? Think about it: 

you could go off and pleasure as many guards as you like all 

on your own terms.” 

Abi felt like throttling the girl. She wanted to slap her 

and scream at her stupid face. She wanted to break every last 

one of those stupid bottles of perfume and pour their contents 

down Kara’s throat. “You’re a fucking idiot!” she wanted to 

shout. “You’re just as trapped as you ever were in the bunks. 

Only difference is your chain is made of perfume and marriage 

contracts now, not steel. Hathaway and all the others: they’re 

using you and you don’t even see it! Hell, even I don’t 

understand what they’re playing at but I know these sorts of 



people and I know the way they think. My father used to be one 

of them for crying out loud!” 

Instead, she looked away, fighting the anger deep down 

inside where she couldn’t touch it anymore. Deep down until 

she felt nothing but a cold numbness sweeping over her from 

the pit of her belly, a dull ringing in the back of her skull. 

That deadened feeling that told her things were about to 

change.  

I don't belong here, Abi thought as she looked askance at 

this girl who had given her her freedom. How beautiful she 

looked now, dolled up in her new clothes with new quarters and 

new servant. Even reeking of perfume and with shards of 

shattered crystal all around her, there was no denying just 

how well this girl fit into this place, just another shiny 

gift to set out on display. 

Abi stood, her damaged hand cradled in the other. “May I 

be excused, mistress?” she asked, her voice dripping with 

courtesy. “It appears I have hurt myself and require medical 

attention.” 

Kara stared up at Abi helplessly, her jaw clenched shut, 

her brow almost threatening to grow a wrinkle amid the layers 

of makeup.  

“Why do you have to be like this?” she moaned. “You and 

Father Estavan – you’re both as bad as each other. It’s Earth 

Day! This is the day I’m to be betrothed to the Captain! Can’t 

you just be happy for me? It’s not like you haven’t gained 

anything out of this arrangement.” 



“As you say, my Lady.” Abi turned to leave. 

Kara’s voice followed her all the way to the door. “You’d 

be nothing without me! Don’t you ever forget that! I gave you 

your freedom! I made you what you are!” 

And I made you what you are, Kara dear. What a good job 

we both did. 

The door slid shut behind her. 

# 

Abi was unsurprised to find Nathan Hathaway waiting for 

her in the atrium next door.  

He grinned at her appearance, her ruined dress and 

bleeding hand. “Madam throw you out?” he guessed. 

“Shut the fuck up,” she told him. She found the medicine 

cabinet in the corner of the room and started binding her 

wound. 

“Come now,” said Hathaway in that oily voice of his. 

“That’s no way to speak to your superior.” 

“Didn’t Father Estavan sent you somewhere?”  

He laughed. “Oh, that. I delegated that task to someone 

else. Just one of the many perks of being in my position.” 

“Well then congratulations on being you,” Abi said. She 

found the bandage in the bottom of the first aid kit, quickly 

tied off a strip and pinned it in place with the sort of 

quick, brutal efficiency that only a really good rage could 

provide. Her dress was ruined, of course, but luckily there 

was no shortage of servant whites lying around up here and she 

knew she could easily find another. 



“It’s time, by the way,” Hathaway informed her. 

Abi didn’t so much as pause in her work. “What?” 

“Earth Day. I said I’d have a job for you. If I recall, 

you agreed to do it. It’s time.” 

He was close. So close she could smell his aftershave 

even over the stink of her dress. He leant nonchalantly 

against the wall, one hand playing with the necklace of teeth 

hanging round his neck. Just give me a chance and there’ll be 

one of yours on here too, his look promised. 

She looked away. Swallowed. Her anger started to fade. 

“Where’s Father Estavan?”  

“Away. Summoned by the Lord Abbott to the inner sanctum.” 

“Now?” Yep, she was definitely feeling less angry now. In 

fact, dread might have been a better word for how she was 

currently feeing. 

“Doesn’t bode well for the old man, does it? Looks like 

he’ll miss the ceremony tonight and such a shame since he was 

so instrumental in bringing this moment to pass. Still, at 

least he can rest assured that the ship’s safety is in hand. 

The Captain will soon be marrying his spook, can you believe 

the scandal? We announced it officially to the nobility today 

during the interdepartmental meeting. You should have heard 

the uproar. Not a popular choice for a bride, that’s for sure. 

“Still, luckily I was there to talk them all round to our 

way of thinking. And besides, it’s not like any of them will 

try anything stupid tonight. I’ll be at the Captain’s side all 



night to make sure everything goes off without a hitch. And 

you…?” 

He looked at her pointedly. 

“Fine, whatever.” Abi was sick of being toyed with. Sick 

of being treated like the outcast she no longer was. She was a 

woman trapped between two worlds, doing the bidding of a man 

she hated for a cause she didn’t even understand. Where was 

the sense in modesty? 

No longer caring that Hathaway was there, Abi quickly 

stripped off her ruined dress and pulled on a new one. “Summon 

your escort,” she said. 

Abi had never been particularly good at pick pocketing. 

Compared with Dawn’s spring-like reflexes, Abi had always felt 

about as clumsy as a new born child when it came to liberating 

items from another person’s possession.  

Apparently, though, she was good enough. In the fraction 

of a second that Commander Hathaway looked away towards the 

door and called out, “McMullen – in here,” Abi was able to 

reach into his pouch and slip out his ident card all without 

him feeling a thing. She quickly turned away and folded it 

into the waistband of her dress. She tied the knotted belt at 

her weight.  

Hathaway never felt a thing. 

Dread turned quickly to a flush of satisfaction. Now, Abi 

would get some goddamned answers. 

# 



Abi’s chaperone for the day was a man named McMullen. She 

knew the man, though she dearly wished she didn’t. Buck 

toothed and gangly. Low born but with a kind of assumed 

cockiness that only came from being promoted far quicker than 

talent alone should allow. 

A few weeks ago it was this man who had told Abi to get 

down on her knees in the middle of the corridor and debase 

herself before him. She’d seen him a few times since that 

night and he’d never failed to remind her of that moment. 

He leered at her whenever he spoke. He slapped her ass as 

she walked by when he was sure no one else was looking. She 

knew it was just a matter of time before he forced himself on 

her again. Today, the two of them were alone. 

“Yer’ve put on weight,” McMullen said by way of greeting. 

His eyes ran her up and down, up and down, like a barcode 

reader scanning an item. His buck teeth seemed to fill his 

whole mouth. “Appen it’s all that extra cum yer been guzzling 

lately, ey?” 

Abi ignored him. “Let’s just get this over with, shall 

we?” 

They took the mag train down to the other end of the 

ship, getting off near the farms and taking the main 

thoroughfare towards the bunks. It was eerily quiet. 

All the labourers had been given a time off to celebrate 

Earth Day, the shops were all closed and the civilians were 

off somewhere competing with one another over who could get 

drunk the fastest.  



It was a depressing little walk they took that day. The 

corridor they walked down was the same one that lead to the 

bunks. The same one down which, every day, thousands of 

labourers were marched to and from their backbreaking stints 

of labour.  

There was little to find of comfort here. The corridor 

was dimly lit and poorly cleaned. There were no furnishings or 

soft decor to be found here, not even so much as a water 

cooler to break up the stolid monotony of bare deck plate, 

strip lights and the occasional sign in faded High English. 

Don’t run in the corridors. 

No smoking. 

Warning: you are entering a restricted zone. 

Abi and McMullen walking through a corridor that echoed 

with the sound of their footsteps. Every hundred metres, they 

passed one of the huge sphincter-like diaphragms that were 

designed to close during an emergency. It was next to one of 

these that McMullen stopped and saluted the officer on duty. 

“Code word?” the guard asked, giving Abi a curious look. 

“Liberty,” McMullen replied. “Happy Earth Day, my 

friend.” 

“Should definitely be one t’remember.” 

“Isn’t he needed here?” Abi asked as she watched the 

officer saunter off in the direction of the mag station. 

“Not today,” McMullen replied. “Now, open that there 

panel at yer feet.” 

“Why not?” Abi asked. 



McMullen’s eyes narrowed at her. “Cause he ain’t.” 

“Well, what if someone comes down here?” 

“Then I’m ‘ere, ain’t I?” 

“Only because you’re looking after me though.” 

“I…” McMullen scowled at her, buck teeth nibbling at his 

lower lip. “Are y’ere to chit chat or work?” 

Abi said nothing. 

McMullen puffed air through his nose. “Fine. If it’ll 

make y’appy, Spooks all ‘ave day off fer Earth Day. No one’s 

comin’ ‘ere. No one even cares w’ere, right? So…” He pointed 

at a panel set into the floor. “Pull up that there panel.” 

With no choices available to her, Abi knelt down and 

prized up the floor panel. 

Inside, she saw the master controls for this diaphragm. 

All diaphragms could be controlled remotely, of course. A 

single order from the Command Centre and every door on the 

whole ship would be slamming shut in less than a second. But 

every automatic system needed a backup and every system needed 

an override. This was the diaphragm’s off switch. 

The controls were so simple she didn’t even need 

McMullen’s instructions to understand them. A single lever on 

the left side which clearly turned the power on and off and a 

dial next to it which could be clicked to a positive, negative 

or neutral position. The manual override. 

“Turn that dial to the positive, then take that there 

lever on left and pull it,” McMullen instructed. 

Abi hesitated. “What will it do?” 



“It’ll make me ‘appy is what.” 

“But won’t that turn off the power to this diaphragm?” 

she pressed. “Cut it off from the network?” 

“So?” McMullen looked flustered. “It’s not like we ever 

shut these things anyway.” 

That was true enough. Abi couldn’t remember ever seeing a 

diaphragm in its closed position. They were designed to be 

used for emergencies only like decompression and fire. It had 

been centuries since either had happened in this part of the 

ship. 

Just what the hell is Hathaway planning? 

“I suppose we’ll be shutting down the other diaphragms in 

this area too?” she asked. 

“We would, if you didn’t stop yer yapping an’ get on 

wi’it.” 

“It’s not just me, is it?” Abi reasoned, trying to feel 

out the situation. “There must be others doing the same thing 

all over the ship.” 

“It ain’t even you doin’ it right now. Now pull the 

fuckin’ switch!” 

“Why don’t you do it?” Abi asked. 

McMullen threw up his hands. “Unbe-fuckin’-lievable. 

You’d’a thought I were done teachin’ you respec’ like. I said 

t’athaway you’d be trouble but did ‘e listen t’me? Nooo…” 

Abi tuned him out. Inside her head, her thoughts were a 

tumble of contradictions. Why would Hathaway need to 

deactivate the diaphragms? And why did he need people like Abi 



to do it when he clearly had men like McMullen at his 

disposal? 

The second question at least was easy to answer. 

Fingerprints. DNA. Whatever it was that Hathaway was up to, it 

was obvious he didn’t want any of his officers being 

implicated in any way. Abi was an outsider, though, a civilian 

easily disposed of. Whatever was happening here, she reasoned, 

it must be both very illegal and also likely to see a lot of 

repercussions. Hathaway needed deniability. 

“…‘Ere I am on most important day o’me life an’ I’m 

nursing some god forsaken…” He shoved Abi aside, scattering 

her thoughts, and jabbed a finger down at the panel below so 

hard she was sure he was about to need a trip to the 

infirmary. 

“We got 20 o’these fuckin’ things t’be about today so 

just shut yer goddamned mouth and do it, all right?” 

Abi sat back, hands folded on her lap, gaze somewhere on 

the floor near McMullen’s feet. It was a position of 

servitude. A position she had learned to use a lot over the 

last few years of her life. 

It was always like that. No matter where Abi went or what 

she did, it was always the same. Orders. Harsh words. 

Uniforms.  

When she thought of everything she had achieved over the 

last few months, her mind boggled. She had legally escaped 

from the bunks using nothing but her own wits and guile.  

No one had congratulated her. 



She had taught Kara how to act like a perfect noble in 

just a few weeks – a near impossible task she’d worked herself 

raw to accomplish. 

No one had thanked her. 

Instead, there was the same treatment as always. The 

lies, manipulation, disdain and hate.  

Spook, they called her. Outcast, they called her. 

Disgrace and slut. Leighton. 

Abi had had so many labels thrust upon her over the last 

few months, she was astonished to find she still had any sense 

of self identity left at all. 

I’m through with taking orders from men like this. She 

was through with trying to fit herself to another person’s 

label. She’d done her bit for this crew – Lord knew she had. 

Now it was time to look after herself. She needed to get her 

head around this situation. To master it. And under no 

circumstances did she intend to do a thing that uniforms told 

her to do. 

Meekly, Abi shuffled over to the panel and gripped the 

override handle. She pretended to pull on it. Pretended to 

struggle. Her hand slipped away and she made a gasping sound 

like she’d just hurt herself. She switched hands. Pretended to 

try again. 

McMullen’s teeth chewed on his lip. “Pull harder!” he 

hissed. 

“I’m trying,” she whimpered. “It’s stuck.” She sat back 

nursing her hand and in that moment her eyes met his for the 



first time. “I’m sorry I’m not strong like you. I’m sorry I’m 

just a weak woman.” She looked down at the floor. “I’m sorry 

you don’t like me.” 

McMullen seemed confused by this sudden change of mood. 

“Uh, don’t take it pers’nal OK? I don’t like any spook,” he 

said. 

“I wasn’t born in the bunks. I don’t live there now. I’m 

no spook.” 

“That tattoo on yer wrist says otherwise.” 

“A tattoo is just a bit of ink,” she defended. “And a 

noble is just a person with lots of money. I have the ink and 

I had the money. But it seems to me that noble or spook, the 

only thing I’ve ever really been… is a woman.” 

“You talk too much,” McMullen muttered. 

“Then shut me up already.” 

Flirting wasn’t something that came naturally to Abi, 

especially when it was aimed at a man who made her as 

physically sick to her core as this one. Still, she gave the 

performance her all.  

She smiled up at him and licked her lips. She leant 

forwards just enough so that he had a clear view down her top 

and could see that underneath her servant duds she wasn’t 

wearing any underwear. 

“You know, I’ve been thinking a lot about what happened 

the last time we met,” she told him in a voice that purred 

with seduction. “I know I did a bad job last time and I know 

you were angry. If you’d like I could… I mean, you’re such a 



commanding man. So strong.” She swallowed and met his eyes 

once more. “I promise I’ll do it right this time.”  

“Bloody ‘ell,” McMullen said. He scratched his head and 

looked away nervously. Apparently he wasn’t the sort of man 

who was used to being hit on by a woman. 

At first he was reluctant. He squirmed at her request and 

looked all around himself as though worried someone were 

listening in. It was clear he wanted to be away from that 

place as soon as possible. 

But it was also clear that this was a man who loved being 

in control. Having a woman on her knees literally begging to 

suck him off – even if it was someone as ugly as Abi – well, 

that was something this man simply couldn’t refuse. 

“No one’s coming,” Abi reminded him. “You said so 

yourself.” 

“Alright, quickly then,” he said fumbling with his 

trousers. “And then after that we get the job done, alright?” 

“Of course,” Abi agreed eagerly. 

A moment later McMullen’s cock emerged from his trousers, 

small and pale like some kind of oversized insect larvae. It 

took all of Abi’s will-power not to laugh at the thing. 

It took even more for her to do what came next. 

“Come closer,” she purred.  

McMullen stepped forwards.  

Slowly, as though savouring the moment, Abi lowered her 

head towards the man’s penis. 



It all happened in a moment. A flick of Abi’s wrist, a 

startled cry from McMullen and he was backhanding her across 

the face. She tumbled away from him, her limbs clattering 

against the deck below her with a jarring thud that set her 

teeth rattling in her jaw.  

But in her hands… oh, in her hands she clutched the 

greatest prize of them all. 

“Not a fucking step closer, you hear?” she shouted as 

McMullen looked around himself in confusion and realised what 

had happened. 

And them to her endless satisfaction, McMullen froze in 

place and raised his hands before her. Surrender.  

He stared down at Abi, his buck toothed jaw hanging slack 

with shock. His cock was a tiny finger wriggling from his 

pants. 

In her hands Abi clutched McMullen’s sidearm, one hand 

clasped over the other to stop them shaking. She felt a 

trickle of blood running down her lip from where he had struck 

her. She didn’t stop to wipe it.  

“I dunno what you think yer playin’ at but you won’t get 

away with this,” McMullen promised. 

“Who said anything about getting away with it?” said Abi. 

“Toss your nightstick on the floor. Your communicator too. And 

your handcuffs.” 

Reluctantly he obeyed and Abi had to force herself not to 

grin. Oh but it was sweet to see a uniform doing her bidding 

for a change. 



“Plan’ll still go ahead even withou’ ye,” McMullen 

promised as she picked up the items and slung them around her 

waist next to Hathaway’s ident card. “This ‘ere were just 

insurance is all.” 

“I’m sure it was,” she replied. No point asking him what 

the plan actually was. He was only going to lie to her. “Now 

turn around and walk forwards, you hear? If you see anyone 

coming, don’t call out or you’ll die. If you try to run away, 

you will die. Understand?” 

“Fuck you,” he hissed yet he walked forwards all the 

same. “Where d’y’think yer goin’ anyway?” 

“To Commander Hathaway’s office,” Abi replied. “We’ve got 

some snooping to do.” 

 

 


