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“Why doesn’t the Empire terraform planets?”

Dr Aaron Lawrence had always been fascinated by that simple question ever since he started studying plant biology over forty years ago, and it turned out absolutely nobody knew why. Not his professors, not Aaron’s best friends or bosses in the Plant Biology Centres that seemed to both be everywhere and nowhere in the Empire, and not even the researchers at the Emperor’s own research labs seemed to know.

Aaron flat out couldn’t understand why such an advance civilisation like The Great Human Empire that definitely had the technology to terraform entire worlds, sectors and the whole galaxy, they simply didn’t use it.

As Aaron sat on the perfectly warm metal seat with blue fabric lining its soft cushions of the private blade-like shuttle as it descended out of orbit of the planet Terraforma, Aaron was getting more excited about this brand-new research trip that he had been especially requested for.

Aaron had never travelled by private shuttle before and it was amazing. Normally he was stuffed into the long metal tube of a shuttle shoulder-to-shoulder with dirty poor plebs of the Empire that were more focused on finding their next meal than learning about the mysteries and secrets of the universe. 

Of course Aaron helped them whenever he could and Aaron was always a thousand credits poorer by the time he left the shuttle just so he could help those poor people, but this private shuttle was simply wonderful.

The air was so much better with its hints of mint, pine and moisture that most shuttles in the Empire simply pretended wasn’t there. Normally all Aaron could smell was sweat, urine and even poo from the other poor people but thankfully private shuttles didn’t have that problem whatsoever.

Even the long metal tube with its bright and shiny silver walls were amazing compared to the normal ones on normal shuttles. It wasn’t dirty, covered in dust or anything. And it was so much quieter because on normal shuttles Aaron guessed that the enviro-systems needed to work overtime to make sure the dust and dirt didn’t get into the cockpit where the high-tech instruments were.

The almost silence of the shuttle was a little strange and Aaron had hated it for ages so he had hummed a few tunes to himself and murdered a good few popular songs.

Aaron always loved going out to clubs, bathhouses to see what hot men were about and socialising with his friends. It was his friends that were the highlight of his life and as much as he loved his work and was dedicated to it, he really did love his friends. It was just a shame that they were on the other side of the Empire living their own lives, with their own families and Aaron was almost alone in the fact that he was still single.

Thankfully because Aaron was very rich because of his academic books, papers and lecturing he could easily afford high-quality rejuvenation treatments so he didn’t look a day over thirty, like so many people in the Empire.

Yet it still would have been nice to have a man in his life.

“We’ll be docking in twenty minutes Doctor,” a woman said over the ship’s intercom system, “and very nice singing,”

Aaron just grinned. It had forgotten that shuttles had hidden cameras to monitor the cargo. Aaron really wanted the ground to swallow him up he wasn’t a good singer and he knew it.

Well, at least it wasn’t like he was going to ever see that woman again so he hopefully didn’t need to be embarrassed too much longer.

Aaron really hoped that the female pilot would put down his bad singing to his “academic casual” look of black jeans, a white shirt and hiking boots. It made him all just enough like an academic for people to take him seriously but not so much that people wanted to run away from him at first-sight.

And in Aaron’s experience academics simply couldn’t sing, dance or drink very well.

Aaron felt his stomach get more and more excited at the idea of docking in only twenty minutes time because he would finally discover who he had summoned him exactly and most important why had they.

All Aaron knew about the people requesting his present was that his boss seemed to love them because he was more than happy for Aaron to go and help them. These people were clearly rich-rich because they had said they would pay for every single little expense of the trip, even if Aaron wanted to stock up on sweets before he came here.

Of course Aaron didn’t but it was still a nice gesture.

And Aaron knew that they had head-hunted him because his research focused on the Empire’s terraforming efforts. He had barely made any progress since his doctoral thesis which was why he mainly focused on studying alien plants and crops these days, but now that he had actually been given access to the world of Terraforma Aaron also knew that these people had to be very influential on Earth.

Aaron had tried to get access each week to Terraforma because it was the only world that was known for the Empire trying to Terraform it. Having access to the world would have helped his doctoral thesis massively but each week Earth sent him a personal rejection that after a month turned into a form rejection.

There was no way in hell that Aaron was getting access to Terraforma but now Aaron couldn’t understand what had changed and why someone wanted him to research it.

As Aaron felt the shuttle start to dip and descend faster towards the docking bay, Aaron felt more and more excited. He just knew that this was going to be the start of an amazing adventure that would be filled with mystery, excitement and plenty of secrets.
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Doctor Callum Buck sat on a large grey metal platform with plenty of little metal hovering tables, chairs and people organised in neat little rows overlooking an absolutely stunning mountain range. The people sitting at the little tables were mainly all posh snobs of the science, political and military worlds that saw Terraforma as their holiday home.

Callum had never been keen on coming to Terraforma before because he was a geologist by trade and loved focusing on the geographical forces that played, shaped and manipulated a planet’s surface to create the structures and formations that everyone saw today.

Callum watched the other people at the table closest to him, they were a wonderful young couple who looked like they had just made professor at their university judging by the happiness, youthfulness and sheer ignorance on their faces. They were wearing a wonderful black dress for the lady and a freshly pressed blue suit for the man.

The man looked really hot and Callum had to force himself not to keep staring because the man was just sheer perfection. But he also forced himself not to go over to the table and give the two new professors some tips about how to survive university politics, departmental wars and all the hidden things that happened behind closed years.

It was a sheer nightmare and Callum was so glad that he had given up university lecturing a few decades ago. And now he researched his own academic textbooks, wrote them up and occasionally consulted for the Martian Government about how the geography of a planet would impact their Forge World operations.

Callum wasn’t exactly sure if he enjoyed consulting for Mars very much because the Martians were just weird, cold and not human at all. But they were part of the Empire and that was good enough for him at times.

Callum forced his attention away from the cute man and his girlfriend and wrapped his hands around his own large piping hot mug of spiced coffee. Callum loved the sweet hints of vanilla, Cocait (a local form of the coca bean that was only found on Terraforma) and the rich spiced flavour of the cinnamon. 

It was amazing how the ingredients on the world seemed to be richer, thicker and have a more intense flavour than those on other worlds. Of course there were numbers of geographical factors that could impact the flavour and Callum was really excited about finding out and researching them all.

“Our guest should be joining us shortly,” a woman said.

Callum smiled at his best friend and old professor Doctor Luna Goodman, who was wearing a thin black jumper, some hiking boots and black trousers. Callum had known her for so long that it was brilliant to see her again and it was really kind of her to invite him on this trip of hers.

“They ran out of coffee pods dear,” a man said, “but the hotel receptionist will make a note of it and get the food synthesisers updated in the room,”

Callum smiled and his mouth dropped when he saw that Professor Eli Newport was joining them for this meeting, he might have been married to Luna but he was a legend in the biology community and he had a very good foothold in the history community as well. 

Both of their work was revolutionary in more ways than one and Callum felt so privileged to be able to see them both, talk with them and actually have breakfast with them. Callum had to admit that he sort of felt like a dumb child compared to these divine researchers.

In an effort to make his brain return to working normally in the presence of these amazing people, Callum looked out over the stunning mountain range. The hotel and resort they were staying at was on the highest peak on the entire planet and there was a large oxygen shield around the resort to make sure they didn’t suffocate up here.

Callum could see hundreds of miles all around and it was stunning to see all the fold mountains rising up from the ground like daggers and scratches that had shaped the land over thousands of years.

But if the legends were believed then normally whilst fold mountains took thousands of years to become mountains, these mountains had only taken a day because of the Empire’s terraforming efforts.

Something they never repeated again and that was just fascinating to Callum.
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