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Little did I know a struggling student was going to walk through my doors and change my life forever.

I have to admit as I, Student Support Officer Eva Pierce, sat at my small brown desk in my storage room excuse of an office, that I was hardly impressed with the education system these days. You see my office was barely large enough for my filing cabinets, my desk and myself.

I could barely swing my pet Cat, Francis, in the office half the time because he kept moaning and I kept hitting things with him. It is so damn annoying but I love Francis and he loves me. Granted I only think he loves me from time to time because I feed him and give him treats.

Anyway, the only major advantage of this tiny office with its plain brown walls where the paint flakes off and collapses onto the ground occasionally, is the beautiful window. It is a great huge window that allows me to look out over the school field where all the students ride their holo-bikes, holo-boards and they’re always laughing, smiling and giggling with each other.

Even now it’s currently break time and there are only three groups of students that actually catch my eyes today. There’s a small group of boys and girls wearing the school-issued black holo-uniform and they look to be in the middle of a fierce debate. I know those students well, they’re great kids and they will certainly be going to university in the future.

Another group of students made up of very tall, muscular young men that are watching the latest game of Football-Tennis on their holo-pads are great too, just in a different way. They focus on sports, the gym and a lot of other non-traditional academic subjects and they’re brilliant at them.

I really hope they submit those sports scholarship applications that I made them write out in front of me. Those men could go so damn far.

And finally there’s a large group of women that flat out aren’t wearing school-issued holo-clothes because those damn skirts are way too high. 

Now don’t get me wrong, I am not a prune in the slightest. When I was younger, I flat out loved to show all the guys and ladies a little too much skin and that was okay, it was normal.

But believe in me, working at a school for over forty years, well it does make you a little prune-ish over time.

Someone knocked at my door.

“Come in,” I said, really hoping it was my next student appointment.

As soon as my “friend” and much, much younger replacement came into my office, I instantly frowned. I didn’t, not like Mrs Breach because she was friendly, nice and a good person at heart. I just didn’t like her massive face, her fake grin and basically how she dressed like a supermodel even though she was about a thousand times heavier than little old me.

I hate the woman outright.

I lightly held onto my desk as Mrs breach stumbled over to me and I was going to offer her a chair, but I did have an appointment in a few minutes. And if the bitch, I mean Mrs Breach broke a chair then I didn’t want to waste valuable appointment looking time for a new chair.

My appointments were solely about the student I was helping. Period.

“Have you heard the good news?” Mrs Breach said. “I was just so excited to hear it and it is just such a wonderful honour that I simply couldn’t believe it. It is the best moment of my life,”

I knew she was going to go on for ages so I simply waved her silent and grinned at her.

“Oh of course,” Mrs Breach said, “I take you didn’t know because no one likes you. I am now Department Head,”

The fucking bitch.

Now being a Student Support Officer doesn’t mean a lot these days because education really is underfunded. Me and my friends and teachers were bitching about education underfunding in the 2030s and 2040s but compared to right now, schools were millionaires back then.

So the very notion that someone as young, fake and uncaring is going to be in charge of supporting students in a school of over five thousand students, that is beyond a joke.

“Now as Department Head,” Mrs Breach said, “I am reviewing all the current cases and staff members. I will be getting rid of half the department in two hours and I wanted you to know you can pack your bags after this appointment,”

I was honestly speechless. Something that never happened in front of this bitch.

“You are getting fired because you are too old, no one likes you and the students... they prefer you to everyone else,”

“Isn’t that a reason to keep me?” I asked.

“No,” Mrs Breach said like it was the most stupid thing she had ever heard. “We do not care about the students these days. As long as the students get the grades so the English Government gives us funding then we will be fine,”

How the woman got the job in the first place is beyond me.

I just shook my head as Mrs breach stumbled over to the door. I couldn’t believe that after a lifetime of working hard for different students, fighting for them and their rights and fighting a crippled system that didn’t believe that young people were unique, and I was actually getting fired.

So many students were going to suffer.

But maybe I deserved all this. Maybe it was my time to quit and just enjoy my life a little more.

My beautiful children had fled England decades ago because it’s just a shithole, so maybe I could move in with them and see my grandkids more. I hear that becoming a Scottish Citizen isn’t hard these days and it is an amazing country, far better than England.

Someone knocked at my door.

“Please leave,” I said to Mrs Breach but she shook her head.

“I want to supervise this final meeting,” 

I stood up. “Leave now. This is a private space where I can help students, improve lives and make their education better. Your massive presence will only hinder my work,”

Mrs Breach shook her head and went to leave. “I will return shortly with your pension and redundancy money,”

I forced myself to nod my thanks and she thankfully left and another young woman walked in.

I smiled at her as she walked sheepishly into my office. She was wearing everything school-issued in terms of a woman’s uniform but I could see how uncomfortable, nervous and concerned the young woman was.

She had to be 16 years old and she was a good-looking girl. Her long blond hair was well styled but I could tell she wasn’t comfortable at all. I didn’t understand why though.

I clicked my fingers and my holo-computer activated and it bought up her records. I would have easily read all this beforehand but Mrs Breach had interrupted me, the rude cow.

The student’s name was Brielle Adams (an awful name in my opinion) and was a straight-A student. She was President of multiple societies, very well-liked and she was perfect except for a number of incidents recently about talking back and shouting at teachers.

It wasn’t anything too serious and she was such a perfect student no one had written her up officially, but there was clearly a concern and that was why I wanted, needed to support her.

“Hi Brielle,” I said. “I’m Eva and thanks for wanting to see me. This is a safe space and whatever you said within limits is protected,”

I continued with the rest of my normal talk about the limitations of confidentiality but each time I mentioned her name she flinched.

“What do you need to see me about?” I asked kindly.

Brielle looked down at the ground and she was playing with her fingers intensely.

“What happened about these shouting incidents?” I asked carefully. “I see that you shouted at mainly PE teachers, Drama teachers and Art teachers. Never teachers belonging to important subjects,”

I said that to see what Brielle’s reaction would be, she smiled.

“Yeah,” she said, “I hate those subjects,”

“Why? How do they make you feel?”

“How did they make you feel when you were at school?” Brielle asked. I had to admit the kid was smart, because it was a near-perfect deflection that I almost missed.

I decided to play the game for now. “God back at school I was a bit of a hellraiser. Art was just awful because my men looked like women and my women like men. I always tried to include chin hair for my women and that never ended well,”

Brielle laughed. “I love the sound of that,”

Then I made myself stop because I felt like I had just said something that connected to her, and it was moments like these why I loved my job.

It was so hard to connect with some students yet when it finally happened it was an amazing feeling.

“I said too much,” Brielle said.

“No you didn’t,” I said hoping I could get her to trust me. “Why don’t you like art?”

She didn’t answer so I went on her student records and noticed that she always shouted at the teacher when the class’s topic was on the human body. 

“Is there something about the body you don’t like?” I asked. “Maybe something about your own body,”

She kept looking down at the floor.

“At 16, I hated my body because of all the damaging effects of social media. I was obsessed with healthy eating, extreme exercise and I was a wreck. If something like that happened to you, you can tell me and I can help you,”

Brielle looked at me. “Why don’t the other Support Officers talk to me like this?”

“Well,” I said laughing and knowing I was going to be sacked anyway, “that’s because the other Support Officers don’t care, but I do. But I am curious to know when you spoke to them because my system says this is your first appointment?”

“I caught them in the corridors,”

I nodded. “Never a great place to talk to so-called Support Officers. But I am here for you,”

“Do you ever feel like when you see a room full of boys and girls on different sides of the room, that you don’t know where to go?”

I didn’t react because I wasn’t sure what she was talking about right now. Yet she was talking and that was all I cared about.

“When I was a young girl, my old infant year in the morning had a stupid rule about girls had to play on the right, boys had to play on the left. Then everyone could only mix after registration. I hated it,”

“It sounds awful,” I said wanting to keep her talking.

“It really was awful and I flat out hated it,” Brielle said knowing Eva wanted to keep her talking, “but the real reason why I hated it was because I wanted to sit on the left,”

I nodded as I finally understood. “You’re a man,”

She smiled at me instantly. “Say that again please,”

“You’re a man. You aren’t a woman. You aren’t a girl. You’re a man,” I said because it was the truth.

It felt amazing as I saw Brielle smile, truly smile for the first time since she had walked into my office. 

“You’re the first person who’s ever said that to me. Thank you, it means a lot,”

I nodded because everything was
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