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Of all the types of help Ezra had had to give students before, this type of help was a new one.

Empire History Professor Ezra Barker sat at his very large bright white floating desk, he had always enjoyed its clean lines, smooth surface and how it pulsed blue light to his touch. It was so much better than the deadly dull desks from the school he had done his teacher training in.

That had just been a mess.

Ezra enjoyed the gentle humming, banging and vibrating of the immense blade-like orange ship they were on as the spaceship continued to glide gently through the icy void of space. He really did enjoy space travel. It was calming, relaxing and it was so much faster than it used to be when he was a boy.

Ezra watched all of his students in their black military uniform sit behind their small white floating desks as they hunched over trying to complete the essay question that he had set them. He liked watching how screwed up their faces were and how every so often he got death stares because the students hated him.

One set of students at the very back of the classroom caught his eye as they just looked at each other frowned and went back to their typing on their holographic computers. Ezra was more than glad the school had updated the holograms since last term so none of the students were put off by them flashing, hissing and popping.

Ezra was also glad the holograms didn’t burn his student’s fingers. Something else he really liked about working here and not where he did his teacher training.

Ezra focused on a few of his top students. He knew he never should have picked his favourite students, because after teaching for over a hundred years and having more rejuvenation treatments than he cared to admit, there were always great students that made him happy, smile and really have hope for the future of the Empire.

Thomas Brown was sitting to the far left of the classroom, his longish brown hair a stark violation of military protocol but he was so good that no one cared. He seemed to be pounding away and Ezra was glad he had disabled the sound features on everyone’s holographic keyboards.

Something out of the corner of his eye made him look at a student near the front of the classroom.

Ezra was really surprised that super hard worker Jake Piper was having a break from writing his essay to look at another student. He didn’t know what student Jake was looking at, but Ezra was surprised by his large eyes, boyish grin and Jake just seemed so happy to be looking at this person.

Ezra just shrugged it off. Jake was a great student so he would be fine and it was impossible to cheat these days anyway.

Willow Bond, wearing her black uniform, black shoes and long blond hair put up in a ponytail, was smiling and almost laughing to herself as she wrote her argument. Ezra was rather looking forward to her essay. She just had such an interesting perspective being one of the only students here not being from a military or noble family, that Ezra really liked her writing.

Everyone knew just looked kind of plain compared to them two.

She would make an amazing academic or General someday. 

Ezra smiled as another female student gave him a death stare and he smiled. She didn’t like that much. 

He knew if the students had listened to him, done their revision and just learnt to enjoy the amazing topic of Empire history then the essay was easy as pie. The question was simply to Discuss The Implications of The betrayal Of The Traitor Legions On The Empire’s Economy.

Ezra knew it was hardly a difficult question because they were all university students and there were so many interesting arguments they could make. 

The most natural and boring argument was that the civil war between those loyal to the Emperor and the traitors that wanted to enslave humanity was only bad for the economy. But that was an outright lie and showed that the students weren’t focusing at all on their extra reading.

A slightly better argument was that whilst the civil war had destroyed the economy of planets on the outskirts of The Great Human Empire, it had boosted the economy in the solar systems around Sol and in any system owned by Mars because they controlled the Forge Worlds.

Yet the argument that Ezra would have written if he was doing the essay was that it was impossible to tell and the economic state of the Empire was a null question. Everyone in the Empire knew that money was a system designed to give something that didn’t have natural value, value. Therefore, instead of arguing how certain events created a recession or booming economy they should have been arguing about how whatever Earth said the value of the Royal Credit was, was what mattered.

The economy, value and inflation were constructs after all.

A loud beeping sound made Ezra jump as he realised that this was a timed essay exam and he had gotten too lost in his own thoughts and opinions on one of his favourite topics. 

He activated his own purple holographic computer and noted that everyone had submitted their essays on time and Ezra was so looking forward to reading them.

“Well done everyone. I’ll get these back to you in two weeks. Enjoy your Emperor’s Day break,” Ezra said.

Ezra was rather looking forward to Emperor’s Day himself. All the teaching staff on the ship got together, had fancy dress competitions and just sang and danced together to celebrate the day that the Emperor had returned out of hiding to reunite humanity over 100,000 years ago.

“Sir,” a young man asked.

Ezra noticed that everyone else had basically ran out the door and a short young man with a handsome face, smooth skin and a perfectly done military uniform was smiling at him.

“Yes,” Ezra said.

“I’m not asking you out or anything but you’re gay right?”

Ezra nodded. He couldn’t remember the name of this young man. He had always been at the very back of the room, he was smart, intelligent and Ezra recognised his face from the grading system from last term. But his name completely escaped him.

“Could I please pick your brain because, um, I think I like someone in the class?”

Ezra just laughed. Everyone in the Empire History class was easily twenty years old and here was a young man talking like a teenage boy on his first date or something. 

As much as Ezra wanted to mark those essays, laugh about some of the answers and just enjoy the start of Emperor’s Day break. He couldn’t deny that he did have a reputation for helping people around the ship’s campus. 

“Keep talking and tell me what’s going on,” Ezra said clicking his holographic computer. He at least wanted to find out more about the young man.

“My name is Master Toby Lionheart,” the young man said. “Son of Lord and Lady Lionheart of the Sunset System and they sent me here as soon as they discovered me and my friend were doing something in our quarters,”

Ezra nodded. He had heard the system mentioned a lot lately, it was a major Empire Army recruitment system with tens of thousands of soldiers coming out of the system each and every year without fail.

“Interesting history that place,” Ezra said wanting to keep the mood light-hearted and careful. “Did you know the first Planetary Governor of the Capital World was a Lesbian?”

Toby laughed. “Yes sir I am well aware of that fact. My parents are not fans of that being in the official history books but per Empire law, history cannot be rewritten without new research or finding to justify it,”

“And approval from the Empire Historical Council,” Ezra said knowing that was always included in his introductory talk to the module. “What’s the problem?”

“My parents didn’t want me being gay because they demand an heir to the throne and they require me to be a virgin so I can be married off to the Planetary Governor of another system. She was taken with me since childhood,”

Ezra could start to understand what was going on now. He had always grown up on Earth and he had enjoyed listening to his mother and father talk about the politics, its deadliness and corruption at the very heart of the Empire. 

He had always known that some planetary governors were a little too much like the monarchs of ancient Earth but as long as they paid their taxes, supported the war effort and didn’t draw the eyes of the Inquisition then
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