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Chief Scientist Sofia Walsh absolutely loved her amazing new job working at a conversion centre where all of humanity’s amazing waste was converted into food and energy and water for humanity to consume and enjoy without harming any planet or ecosystem in the Empire. It was simply brilliant and a job she absolutely loved.

Sofia leant against the icy cold metal railings on the silver metal balcony she was standing on that overlooked her impressive dominion of the Conversion Centre. Sofia really loved the immensely massive rectangular room that was two kilometres high and another five kilometres wide, when she had first heard of this conversion centre she hadn’t understood why it all needed to be so massive, but that was the benefit of being on a large blue blade-like cruiser in high orbit of a planet.

Building the conversion centre in space meant that it was so much easier to build and they weren’t restricted on size whatsoever, so it was only logical in a way that they had tried to build the centre in orbit instead of on a planet on a much smaller scale.

The smooth grey walls of the conversion centre was something that Sofia definitely wanted to change in time, the walls sort of made the centre feel icy cold and scary and sad in a way, so Sofia was just waiting for her boss’s boss to approve her ideas for changing the walls to bright green or blue or basically any colour that would add a touch of warmth to the place.

Because considering Sofia had been born on Earth, she was used to warmth and crisp clean air that stunk of pine, refreshing and damp that the conversion centre definitely didn’t smell it. It wasn’t a bad smell per se but Sofia really wished the ship’s cleaning systems would at least add some scents to the air to get rid of aroma of sweat, testosterone and other unpleasant things from the workers.

As the conversion centre started to sound of banging, pumping and bubbling, Sofia focused on the rows upon rows of immensely impressive machines down below her.

Sofia seriously loved the amazing great-looking grey metal cylinders that stretched the entire length of the conversion centre and whilst they did only look like cylinders, Sofia was surprised at the sheer amount of skill and technological marvels inside each one.

As every single cylinder in the conversion centre managed to get food, human and animal waste teleported into it from all the blade-like ships and shuttles in the system, from all the planets and basically whenever there was waste that needed to be dealt with.

Sofia just focused on how smooth and shiny and impressive each of the cylinders looked as they set to work like they weren’t even struggling. 

It was just amazing to Sofia how every single solar system and the vast majority of ships in the Empire had some kind of conversion centre onboard just like this, but different sizes and scales depending on the size of the ship of course, because it really meant that humanity rarely needed to do mining and other awful harmful activity that destroyed planets, ecosystems and natural wonders.

Sofia had first really gotten into the field and learnt about the conversion centres after a private company had landed on a luxurious ocean world that had stunning mountains, beaches and islands that she had been holidaying on when she was a teenager, and the private company simply started mining on the world.

It was even worst when they started pouring their waste products into the oceans, killing off all ocean life and Sofia just knew she would never ever forget seeing all those dead fish, whales and alien sea life that was just floating there.

The private company had released so much waste product into the oceans that the planet was unsafe to live on, there were floods and so many people died. Sofia hated the sheer panic, uncertainty and death was spreading throughout the world as the evacuation happened.

And the very last straw that had Sofia so determined to work for the conversion centre was the simple fact that a disease had been created by the waste products so they ripped through the survivors like a tidal wave.

Sofia barely survived that holiday, and it still gave her little comfort that the private company had all been arrested and executed for breaking the Great Human Empire’s strict environmental laws.

“Doctor,” a man said.

Sofia smiled as she heard the smooth sexy voice of her assistant, Francis Cole, who was an amazing researcher, scientist and academic in his own right. And Sofia really did like having him around because of how helpful he was.

As he leant against the cold railings with her, Sofia had to admit he did look good in his white lab coat, black knee-high boots and large plastic eyes that he had always said his mother gave him before she died fighting some aliens on a forgotten world, and Sofia could understand that as a reason for why he didn’t want to have an eye surgery like everyone else in the Empire did.

“Doctor,” Francis said. “We have a problem,”

Sofia just looked at him. That was one of the weirdest things she had ever heard, she knew she was relatively new to the job of running the conversion centre but there wouldn’t be a problem.

All these cylinders were state-of-the-art and Sofia had even hired double the amount of engineers in the past week, much to the dismay of her boss and his boss, just to make sure the conversion cylinders were always being serviced and perfectly okay.

“What’s wrong?” Sofia asked.

Francis weakly smiled. “So you know how the teleportation transports all the waste to us?”

Sofia nodded. That was such a basic principle of the conversion centre, she would be a bit useless as the person running it all if she didn’t know it.

“The teleportation link’s broken on our end,” Francis said.

Sofia just smiled. Not because that was funny in the slightest but more because of what it meant. 

The entire conversion centre system worked on the principle that all the different ships, planets and whatever else relied on the conversion centre for waste processing simply teleported their waste to them, preventing a build-up of waste and it meant the centre would quickly and effectively deal with the waste.

If there was a delay to the processing or even worse, if there was a waste build up in the ships or wherever needed the centre for processing then Sofia actually couldn’t imagine what would happen.

The Empire didn’t design ships, buildings and space stations to have sanitation storage capabilities because they simply weren’t needed.

So if a build-up did develop then it would only be a matter of time until there was an overflow and entire ships could get flooded with human and animal and food waste, creating an awful smell but most importantly it would be an amazing place for diseases to develop.

Sofia seriously couldn’t allow that to happen.

“What do you mean?” Sofia asked.

Francis showed her a smooth black dataslate and Sofia was surprised to see the ships and planets and everywhere was still teleporting their waste to the conversion centre but the conversion centre wasn’t receiving it.

It wasn’t even being diverted to another conversion centre or location. It was simply not anywhere.

Sofia slowly nodded because she had heard about this teleportation theory too many times in science journals, and whilst there was no supporting evidence for it at the moment, all the scientists in the Empire were at least a little bit concerned about what it meant.

Since if matter was teleported from point A to Point B, but Point B wouldn’t accept the matter and rearrange it to effectively reform whatever was teleported. Normally it would be destroyed and the corpse or whatever would rematerialize at Point B, but there was another theory.

Sofia had to admit it was crazy, but some scientists believed if Point B couldn’t be reached for a teleported item then it was possible that because the teleported material existed as effectively random matter in space. It would stay like that for a time until there was so much matter in space that it had to rematerialize simply because space couldn’t hold it in its teleported form anymore.

Sofia just hated to imagine the sheer chaos that would cause if it was true. Because if all the human, animal and food waste did just rematerialize randomly then it could do so anywhere. In the corridors of ships, on people’s faces or even inside people.

All because no one knew where the teleported material was when it was in its teleported form that, for lack of a better term, both did and did not exist in at the same point.

Sofia just folded her arms. “I presume you’ve calculated how long we have until the forced waste rematerialisation happens?”

“An hour,” Francis said.

Sofia just hated that, that wasn’t good in the slightly and Sofia seriously hoped Francis had worked out what was causing it.

“And I have no clue what’s causing it,” Francis said.

Sofia smiled because they only had a single hour to effectively save the conversion centre, ships and planets from having waste rematerialise all over them.

And Sofia seriously didn’t want to consider the damage that much waste would do if it wasn’t stored properly.
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Thankfully Sofia knew exactly where all the transportation links with the other planets, ships and everywhere else were controlled from, and Sofia just hoped there was an easy fix to the problem inside the Teleportation Control Room.

Which to be honest was just a very fancy name for a massive grey silver box room. Sofia had always liked its bright white walls with a hint of orange lighting that really helped to give the room a little more warmth and it even felt a little more homely compared to the main conversion centre.

But as the warmth was sadly only in the look of the place as Sofia’s breath condensed into thick columns of vapour in front of her very eyes, and her skin chilled down so much little ice crystals started to form on her exposed forearms.

The temperature wasn’t exactly what she wanted and she just had a little feeling that the extreme cold had something to do with the teleportation problem.

Sofia just focused on the three massive red holographic computer screens in front of her that were situated in the very centre of the silver box room. There was nothing else in the room but there was at least meant to be another person, a person who controlled and monitored the teleportation links at all times.

Sofia actually knew Christopher very well, and she seriously knew his muscles, chest and wayward parts extremely well but it was still odd that he wasn’t here at his station like he was meant to be.

Sofia and Francis both looked at each other, and she was glad she wasn’t the only one who found Christopher’s disappearance a little strange. And with there not being any metal cupboards, filing cabinets or any sort of storage whatsoever in here, it wasn’t like he was hiding.

There was literally only the three large red holographic computer screens in the silver box room, there was nothing else.

Sofia went over to the holographic computer screens but Francis gagged behind her, and Sofia realised there was a foul aroma of burnt ozone in the air.

It smelt disgusting.

“Computer,” Sofia said. “Run a system’s diagnostic on the teleportation links,”

Sofia probably knew that Francis had already ran such a thing but she wanted to
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