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“Corruption breeds necessity. Knowledge is power.”

-Unknown Philosopher

Alizabeth's dirty leather boots echoed as she walked in the grand Palace corridor. As much as she hated the people within they were amazing builders. The utterly stunning walls were grown from amazing synthetic marble. That in itself was a breath-taking miracle. 

Alizabeth could only begin to imagine the pain staking process of forcing the bright pink, red and orange marble to grow perfectly to form this immense corridor. 

In fact the entire Palace was grown from technological masterpieces. This was where Alizabeth wanted to be. Or needed to be for her true mission.

Of course, all the artificial growth and machinery gave the Palace an unnatural lemony smell. Which made the taste of lemon cheesecake form on her tongue as she remembered her Mother baking them every week. 

With her eyes wided Alizabeth kept studying this simple but utterly amazing corridor, the artwork of space battles in far away systems looked to be moulded and implanted seamlessly into the wall. Impressive. A part of her wondered if this place could burn.

Yet her favourite feature of the corridor had to be the stunning glass chandelier with billions upon billions of multicoloured bioluminescent bacteria growing inside. A great weapon to use. Bathing the corridor in a wonderful array of blues and whites and even violets. 

Unlike most people Alizabeth knew the truth about this place. The Nobles and Governors pretended they made this Palace because they were the best and most intelligent. But in reality Alizabeth knew these so-called Nobles only got here by torturing and exploiting her people.

Which was why she was here today. Alizabeth wanted to persuade whoever was in charge to accept her application to study here amongst other things.

Naturally, the idea of anyone of a lower class wanting to learn and go to university was stupid. Alizabeth could almost still feel the beatings she got from other people about her ambitions. 

But she applied anyway. She really thought all of those stories about poor people getting rejected were myths. Turned out they were truth. Even despite her getting the best grades in the district.

The smell of lemon cheesecake made her focus back on the corridor. She needed to find someone or the Director of the University. He had agreed to meet with her but were was he.

Alizabeth supposed she could go back to the reception area to ask for directions. But that woman hardly seemed interested in talking to a person like Alizabeth. 

The sound of footsteps made Alizabeth look up to see a tall healthy looking man. Wearing long beautiful white robes with a slim black dataslate in his hand. Focusing on his face Alizabeth noticed his youthful, smooth features. And the closer he got to her the more she could smell some nutty aftershave. It was actually a rather pleasant contrast to the lemon smell.

Although what made Alizabeth smile was probably the fact that he looked so well and healthy. The normal boys Alizabeth saw were extremely thin and poor. Their bodies weak and malnourished. Their faces thin and their features dull.

But this man- was healthy and his sharp smooth features were honestly beautiful. With his movements being elegant and amazing compared to the staggered, twisted movements of people back home. 

For a moment she just focused on his stunning longish black hair that moved gently as he moved.

Alizabeth's hands started to sweat.

Forcing herself to focus on her mission, Alizabeth forced herself away from his wonderful features. She stared him dead in the eye.

“You are not the Director?” Alizabeth said.

She wasn’t going to be kind and sugar coat her words. For decades these posh, stuck up people had ruled over the lower classes and no one had ever stood up to them. Alizabeth wanted to change that.

“I am sorry to disappoint you commoner but you are not Noble nor smart. We are both a disappointment to each other,” the man said.

Despite the rudeness of his words, Alizabeth couldn’t help but smile as she listened to his soft, elegant words. They were almost musical compared to the common slang she always heard back home.

“I was told I would be meeting with the Director,” she said.

“I do have to laugh at you common things. You think us Nobles have nothing better to do than talk to you,”

He might have a point.

Alizabeth’s eyes narrowed. “Your peers must not like you much,”

The man frowned. “I must admit I do not understand your statement,”

“If your time is so precious. Then why are you talking to me? Clearly you are not important enough to do proper work,”

Again the man’s frown deepened but he gave a quick glance to his dataslate.

“Overturn your rejection. Accept me into the University,” Alizabeth said, coldly.

The man’s stunning bright eyes widened, and the man looked as if he didn’t know whether to laugh or frown.

“Of course, let’s overturn all rejections and flood the University with common scum,”

Alizabeth had to smile at this man. He had clearly done this before and he clearly hated poor people. 

A part of Alizabeth just wanted to drag him through the streets of her home town. The beggars, the urine flooded streets and everything else. She had worked hard to learn and become educated. Alizabeth wasn’t going to give up.

“Why are you even here, Commoner? You must have heard the stories. In our Planet’s thousand years we have only ever accepted one commoner into the University,”

“Then you also know our Planet use to accept all smart people back in our founding. When the Emperor first colonised this planet,”

He nodded. “But the Text of Education reveals why we stopped this practice-”

“That text has been proved unreliable by recent Historians,”

The man looked genuinely impressed that Alizabeth knew that.

“The Text of Education was penned-” the man said.

“Not by the Emperor but by a Captain of the Army. He faked the text to try and gain power,”

The man was silent.

“Let’s see how smart you are,” the man said passing her his dataslate.

The metal casing of the dataslate felt cold and hard in her hands. Alizabeth knew lots of people would see this piece of technology as just that. But Alizabeth saw it for what it truly was- a technological marvel. Some beautiful mind thousands of years ago managed to create this screen, the software and other components to make this grand piece of technology. 

Looking at the screen, Alizabeth smiled as she saw some strange physic symbols from various equations in a bright blue light.

“Tell me what I’m looking at,” the man said.

Alizabeth needed to buy herself some time. The equations were advance compared to her school ones.

“What’s your name first of all?” Alizabeth asked.

“I am Professor Titus of The university of Principlus 6?”

Alizabeth needed a little more time. 

“What’s your subject of expertise?”

“Gravitational Physics with a Lesser Degree in Xenobiological Studies,”

Alizabeth nodded. She wouldn’t mind talking to him about Xenobiology. 

“These equations of yours. They’re advanced but flawed,”

Titus laughed.

“I’m serious. These equations look like you’re trying to see... how much gravity needs to be added to something,”

Alizabeth’s eyes narrowed at the screen.

“Nothing surprising a first year couldn’t tell me that,” Titus said, reaching for
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