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The Terra Gaia Saga is a vast, interconnected fictional universe divided into five Stages that follow the overarching storyline. Each Stage is subdivided into multiple Phases, with crucial events marking the beginning of a new Phase.
 
Readers may begin with any of the first three Stages that appeals to them the most, provided they respect the order of the Phases to avoid spoiling unread storylines. The saga encourages the exploration of its worlds, characters, and mysteries, as each novel complements the others. It is natural for certain details to remain ambiguous within a single novel; therefore, we invite you to continue reading to unravel every secret.
 
There are two types of novels: Fundamental Novels, which advance the main plot of each Stage, and Essential Novels, which enrich the universe by expanding the lore and exploring the backstories of characters and plotlines.

Chapter 1
Curious Coincidences
September 4, 2015 – 1:10 PM - Luna Corp. Aerospace, Zapopan, Jalisco
 
If I have to choose what I most despise about my dear husband's job, then his tedious work meetings win the top prize. I find myself immersed in this work commitment solely to listen to how his idiot boss incessantly talks about the achievements they've made in the fiscal year, of course, without giving any credit to my dear Carlos for his work, as is usual for him. Smile and show interest, Helena. I repeat this to myself over and over while listening to how pathetic they are in boasting about their accomplished goals, but my husband seems happy, and that, I think, makes me a happy wife.
As we do every year, we gather in the gardens of his company, and yes, I must admit they are gorgeous: trees, flowers, and bushes everywhere; though I wouldn't expect any less from Luna Corp. Even though autumn is near, it is quite warm, but having plenty of vegetation around the event helps keep the atmosphere cool, not to mention the delicious breeze. My formal and elegant sky-blue dress helps me stay comfortable and cool, although it is a bit difficult to walk on the grass with my heels, that doesn't bother me, rather it's something I find pleasant, I mean being surrounded by nature, obviously not being here with my husband's colleagues. The men wear suits, though few do it correctly. My Carlos wears an elegant and beautiful navy blue suit with brown shoes and belt, obviously, I chose it, ah, and a tie that matches my dress. If it were up to him, he'd come dressed like the rest, all drab. Oh, the horror. They should teach classes on how to dress in schools.
A waiter asks me if I would like a glass of wine, and I decline his delicious and tempting offer, while adoringly looking at his silver tray filled with glasses of different wines. It's not certain, but for months we have been trying to conceive a child. Without success, unfortunately, but that does not stop me from taking care of myself as if I were, although I deeply wish to get drunk so that my critical sense can rest and I can enjoy this meeting alongside my Carlos, who does seem to be enjoying it. He even smiles and looks at me excitedly when his boss talks about the department's successes.
Oh, but… ugh, my skin crawls just seeing her. If there's something I hate even more, even more than the idiots my dear husband works with, it's definitely that damned conceited bitch who, without having the experience or the necessary skills, was given the position of director. The bitch is younger than me and yet they gave her a management position, in what world does that happen? Of course, she is sleeping with the VPs of the corporation. She doesn’t even know what my husband does day to day, and when he told me about how she tried to make him look like an idiot in front of all his colleagues, I knew that bitch got there by giving her ass. My husband can be a bit dense, I admit, but he is awesome at his job and no bitch is going to belittle him, so go to hell, Ana Franzetti, I wish you purgatory and hell in this life and the next. I know you have a front-row seat to suffer down there.
Here comes the conceited bitch, walking as if she owned the world, and why is she wearing an evening gown with an open back and deep neckline? We're in the middle of a work celebration at noon in the company gardens, for god's sake, don't you know the basic rules?
"Miss Franzetti," they all exclaim at the same time, including my husband. Obviously, I don't greet her, and for that reason, she looks at me for a moment, trying to belittle me with her gaze, something that comes naturally to her, but with me, you can't, I'm in a league above you, bitch.
"You are the little monkeys who make those drawings," she says with a haughty tone, trying to belittle my husband's work and his team's, again and in front of their partners, damn bitch.
"They designed the new propulsion modules for the rockets…" adds what appears to be her assistant.
"Did I give you permission to speak, Julián?" Ana scolds him annoyingly after interrupting him rudely. Now I realize I fall short of how hateful this woman is.
"Keep it up, I think you're doing well," she urges them with a grimace of displeasure; she gives me a judgmental look, turns around, and leaves. It's more than evident that she feels annoyance toward the work of my husband and his team.
"Did you hear that? I'm doing well," boasts the idiot boss of my husband. Oh, my poor babies, they get treated like trash and somehow they're proud of it, but oh well, my husband is happy and I think I am too. I am happy.
I continue next to Carlos and his colleagues, but the topic changes to the achievements Ana has made since she arrived at the company. From what I hear, she does nothing about it, but steals the triumphs of others and is always praised by the corporation, plus Alexander Morningstar himself, CEO of Luna Corporation, has personally congratulated her on multiple occasions, copying EVERYONE who works in or for his corporation worldwide. One of my husband's colleagues says there are about three million workers.
Now I understand everything. She is Alexander's favored bitch. However, what did the most powerful man in the world see in her? She has pretty features and a firm butt, but beyond that, I see nothing special about her. Maybe he does it out of pity. I heard that her entire family disappeared in the forests of Norway, and since then she has lived alone. Anyway, I hope that soon Luna Corp will be expropriated by the World Federation and the beautiful Alexander will lose his position so they can fire this bitch. The rumors that Luna Corp was behind those macabre Bioenergetic experiments seem to be true, so enjoy it, little bitch, while you can. Hell is coming for you.
 
Oh, my God! All of this is so boring that I can't take it anymore. Nothing interesting ever happens at these meetings, although, at least we are not under the sun, but, wait a second. What is that my beautiful eyes see? An attractive man, something rare in my husband's company, comes directly toward us. He greets my husband and as if I'd had a strong coffee and slept eight hours, I wake up and moisten my lips to greet the interesting man I see in front of me.
 
"Let me introduce you to Helena, my wife. Helena, this is Paris, he joined my team a week ago replacing Luis," my lucky and dear husband introduces me; lucky to have me, obviously.
"The pleasure is all mine," I affirm, feeling something I thought I would never feel again inside me, and I'm not referring to that bachelorette party night in Brazil.
"Finally, I meet you, Helena. Carlos has told me a lot about you, especially about your paintings," the attractive man with a trimmed beard and eyes so black I see my reflection in them tells me, when did I mess up my hair?
"Really? And what else does he tell you about me?" I ask, sinking my lustful gaze and biting my lip as a sign of desire, something that does not go unnoticed by my conscious mind or by the gaze of his wife who is standing next to him.
I can't believe it, did my subconscious just betray me? But who is this man who makes me lose my composure in front of my husband and his wife? Calm the fuck down, Helena, just thinking about it is a fatal error, and I'm not going to succumb to my lowest instincts. I'm not a teenager discovering how hormones make us do irrational things, but, he smells very nice, dresses very well, and you can tell he has well-exercised arms.
I keep my composure under the incessant gaze of his wife who has already discovered what my subconscious desires, so I force myself to restrain myself and be somewhat curt in such an embarrassing situation. I tell him about my not-so-successful career as a painter, while his wife meticulously observes not only every word that comes out of my mouth but also every movement of my lip. I have to admit, this is a bit exciting.
"I would love to see your works in a gallery someday," he comments, and it seems that the machinations of my subconscious have made their daggers and now I see the harvest. But no, don't even think about it, Helena, the mere idea of thinking that something can be born in this brief moment is unthinkable, but he smells so nice I can't resist; I am the victim here and he is my hunter.
"I have been talking to some gallery owners so my wife can show her art, but you know how difficult it is if you are not a foreigner," my dear husband Carlos tells them, while I contain my gaze, at the same time feeling both their stares fixed on me.
I feel it's getting hotter, or maybe it's my imagination. While they talk, I look around to avoid both their stares that make me feel uncomfortable, but I can understand them. She watches me as if I were a threat in her territory, while he looks at me, wanting to drag me into his lair. Obviously I'm not going to do it, or am I?
 
The boring meeting drags on with nothing new; it's another year and still the same old routine. Under the relentless sun, sheltered by canopies, accompanied by spa music and refreshing non-alcoholic drinks, because obviously the universe is punishing me for my past lives, oh, and yes, sugar-free because always fitness. I wish my friend were here, with him I never get bored and most of the women are dressed and made up in a horrendous way, plenty of material to critique them, sorry not sorry, learn to dress up, dears.
Everyone here has to endure this tedious gathering, when I could be comfortably lying on my couch, watching a series, while thinking about what my next artistic project will be, but no, here I am, yet another year, eeehhh, bravo!
"Since I can remember," I respond to his wife. "My mother tells me that my fascination with drawing started when I was in kindergarten."
"Is there any school you would recommend for our two daughters?" she asks, and oh, look at that, the harpy will use her two daughters to curb the tangle of bad intentions of my subconscious, however, I think it's already too late for that, though he has avoided looking at me since she brought her daughters into the conversation.
Now my husband and he are talking about work-related things, while I have to endure the empty interest of his wife, but that's okay, because we are talking about my hobby that has turned into an attempt to be professional, but without neglecting my job, of course. I answer her questions with a smile; although I would like to, but no, I am not like that, I want her to see me look her husband up and down while I bite my lips with passion, oh, I would love to see her face when I do, however, I won't, I am not that wicked, though I am tempted. Nor am I as bitchy as that shameless bitch, Ana is the top bitch, obviously.
My dear Carlos turns to me, talking about his work, but I'm really not listening; my mind is occupied with something else, I just smile and look divine as always. Paris seems happy to converse with Carlos for some strange reason, well, after all, they work in the same field, they are equally dense. His wife, Julia, also joins their conversation, leaving me alone with my thoughts.
"I'm very proud of you, Carlos," I exclaim when he and she congratulate him. I don't know what they're talking about, but that statement is enough to show them that I am paying attention, or so I think.
Our gazes meet again and I feel a mysterious tingling in my private parts. I can feel something from his side and wish I could block it, but my body and mind betray me and I return his gaze for a few seconds to confirm that the feeling is mutual. Oh, god of my life, what is happening here? The situation feels increasingly tense and hard, and I don't mean in a figurative sense.
We go from four to six people when the boss of my beloved Carlos arrives with his wife, and the conversation shifts to the department's goals, obviously led by him. I hug my husband when I see the subtle intention to split this group by sex, something I do not want, so I signal that I do not want to separate; for nothing in the world will I stay alone with her or with her. I want him to see that I am willing to negotiate the possibility that something might arise between us and if I go with his wife and the worst-dressed woman
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