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I'VE ALWAYS BEEN FASCINATED by the intersection of technology and humanity, and this book is my attempt to explore that theme in a futuristic world. The idea for Project MENA began with a simple question: what if our reliance on technology became so great that we lost touch with our own humanity?

I hope that this book will resonate with readers who have struggled with similar issues.

But here's the thing: this is just the beginning. Project MENA is the first book in the series, and I'm excited to say that the next installment is going to take things to a whole new level. Think more action, more suspense, and more twists and turns. If you thought this book was crazy, just wait until you see what's coming next!

So, if you enjoyed it, be sure to check out the rest of the series. I promise you won't be disappointed.

Thank you for joining me on this journey, and I look forward to hearing your thoughts and feedback through my email:  

zahrah.theauthor@gmail.com

Sincerely,

Zahrah A. Rahman
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12 FEBRUARY, 2232 AD

Somewhere Outside the galaxy

Kairon de Walton Fredrikson, Kai to the few who had ever mattered, questioned his own audacity at the moment. His pale hands guided the Ghostwing’ the stolen spacecraft, through billions of asteroids and drifting debris. From the outside, it might’ve seemed effortless. Inside, however, Kai was anything but at ease. Was it necessary? Would running away solve the problem, he asked himself.

Trying to calm himself with a slow breath, he switched the ship to power saving mode. It was going to be a long journey, and energy conservation was crucial. 

He uncurled his fingers from the controls, got up  from the pilot’s seat, and made his way to the ‘Sleeping Chamber’. It was compact and lined with blue lights. The door hissed shut behind him as he stepped inside. Shrugging off his jacket, he tossed it onto the hook and slid into the pod.

Thin mattress and cramped space though  none of it mattered. He stared at the curved ceiling, muscles slowly easing even though his mind refused to still. The sleeping fuel crept into his veins, numbing his senses, dragging him under. But just as the darkness took hold, a memory surfaced on his mind .  

"Will you come with me if I ever have to run for my life?" His voice had been quiet, almost hesitant. They’d been lying together, her head on his chest, her fingers laced through his. 

The only thing in the world that had ever felt real. "If you ask me nicely, well then yes," she had murmured, smiling that infuriatingly soft, knowing smile. The kind that made him forget everything else.

The memory was so vivid he could almost feel her there, could almost reach out and... No. Gone. Just like everything else. He shouldn’t be here. He shouldn’t be running away. He should be fighting. Against what, he wasn’t even sure anymore. But this... this cold endless nothing wasn’t where he was supposed to be.

Humanity. The word felt distant now. Had he abandoned it, or had it abandoned him? He had spent his whole life trying to fix a broken world, clawing at the edges of something that was never meant to be whole. And now, as he drifted further into space, the last remnants of that world faded behind him.

Maybe this was always meant to happen. His jaw tightened. He willed his body to move, to resist, to fight against the drug’s pull. Too late. The sedative had him in its grip, and his limbs refused to obey. The ship glided  forward, engines vibrating as it carried him farther and farther from home.

Eterna shrank behind him, a pale blue dot swallowed by the endless dark. The people he had left behind: her, his friends, everyone who had ever trusted him, slipped further away with every passing second. And as the void closed in, a single thought burned through the fog in his mind:

This isn’t over. 
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CHRONIS DISTRICT, ASFERIDES, Eterna

June 4th, 2225 AD  13:12

Kairon sat with his long legs dangling in the pond, his feet barely skimming the surface. It was an artificial one, the life being made with the recreational DNA of extinct species. They had taught him about it in the 'nursery.' His  hand held a digital screen. As he swiped through the complex equations, his eyes narrowed in concentration.

A sudden screech behind him broke his focus. He jumped slightly, his grip loosening on the device for a moment. A strong gust of wind tousled his silver hair as he turned to see Bek, his classmate, bounding toward him. Behind her was the dorm of the nursery.

"Kai, you gotta see this! Rin made a robot, and it walks!" she exclaimed, her eyes wide with excitement, bouncing on the balls of her feet. "I was there when he made it," Kai’s voice barely above a whisper.

He returned to his equations. Bek plopped down beside him, her head tilted as if trying to decipher his fascination.

After a few moments without a response, she stood up, her pigtails swinging as she turned on her heel and ran off. Kai’s mind drifted back to the lesson two days earlier, where their teacher had told them that everything human civilization had achieved so far was only the beginning: a mere drop of what they were truly capable of.

"Mining asteroids and changing the trajectory of planets is only the beginning?" Rin asked, one leg stretched on the desk in front of him, the other dangling just short of the floor. He leaned back and crossed his arms,  smirking.

"Subject to Nursery Rule Number 38, you cannot sit like that in class," Anri reminded him. She was a young woman in her early thirties,  taller than average and stern looking.

Rin slowly adjusted with a defiant look in his eyes. "And yes, it is only the drop," she continued,  "We humans are destined to cultivate not just one planet, but the entire universe. The paradox here is that we do not know the limits of the universe, so we can't chase it to the very end. We haven't even utilized more than fifty percent of our sun's energy, which should be the first step."

She stopped by Bek, gently stroking her pigtail as she spoke, her gaze softening momentarily. "Years ago, there was a man who proposed the idea of humans stepping on another planet. It was brilliant, labs were set, budgets were made.”

Rin sighed, leaning his chin on his hand. "Did they have enough energy sources to do that?" he muttered under his breath and received a playful nudge from Kai. They both knew it was the start of a long lecture.

The teacher, sensing Rin's waning attention, adjusted her glasses and gave him a steely gaze. "Back then, humanity depended on organic sources of energy. Slowly and steadily, our ancestors began using non-typical sources and eventually built the Dyson Sphere to harvest the sun's energy. It solved the problem to some extent, but it’s only the beginning of what we can achieve."

She scanned the room, her eyes lingering on each student. "It might be one of you in this room who will solve the problem of cultivating one hundred percent of our sun's energy." 

Kai sat up straighter, his eyes gleaming with interest. "So you think the only definition of an intelligent species is the amount and type of energy they can harness to fulfill their needs?" he asked, hands clasped neatly on the desk.

"Yes," she replied with a nod. "To become superhumans, we need an extraordinary amount of energy for the sake of solving our own energy crises and much more, including the long dream of cosmic travel." Kai fell silent for a moment. Little did he know that he would be the one to challenge that belief; that his genius would take humanity into the blackhole of its intelligence.

Now sitting beside the pool, his fingers glided on the screen. Why only the energy of the universe? Why not something like dark matter, or antimatter. Perhaps we are not yet advanced enough to get there? He thought.

He stood up, the sudden movement straining his left leg, which was shorter than the right. He limped slightly as he made his way to the dorm, crossing the yard with a gaze that lingered on the people around him. Most of his classmates were his age, though Rin was a year older at fifteen. 

He entered the building after verifying his biometrics. After taking the elevator to the 27th floor, he used his digital screen to unlock the dorm.

Throwing himself on the bed to silence the chaos in his mind, he saw Rin emerge from the shower, running his fingers through his wet hair, water droplets shining in the white light. "Hey, I’m going out with Bek. Wanna join us?" Rin asked, a playful smirk on his face.

Kai tilted his head with curious eyes. "You two are dating?" he asked, sitting up straight on his bed. Rin chuckled, his tall frame covering the mirror, shaking his head as he reached for a comb. "What's more shocking? Me dating my classmate, or you dying a virgin in this era?" He shot a teasing glance in Kai's direction, gliding the comb through his damp hair.

Kai rolled his eyes, smirking. "I’ll take the latter," he replied, leaning back against the wall, his arms folded across his chest. Rin shrugged, still amused. "Suit yourself. What about you? Any plans?" he asked, tossing the comb onto his bed.

Kai hesitated for a moment, considering whether to tell Rin about the mind-boggling theory he had been working on. His fingers tapped lightly on the edge of the bed as he thought it over. But then, memories from the past two years came rushing . Every time Kai shared something exciting or progress from the nursery, Rin would just brush it off, saying it shouldn’t be that way and would provide Kai with his own opinion.

The excitement would drain from Kai's voice and he would remain anxious for the rest of the day. Deciding against it, he just shrugged. "Nothing special. Just the usual stuff," he said while keeping his tone light.

Rin nodded, seemingly satisfied. "Alright, keep your secrets. Catch you later, genius," he teased before heading out. Kai watched him leave and a small sigh escaped as he turned his attention back to the screen in his hand.

​
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CHRONIS DISTRICT, ASFERIDES, Eterna

August 7th, 2225 AD  11:45

The lecture room buzzed with voices. Sitting next to Kai was Rin, who seemed to be over the moon for some reason. "A member of the Federation, one of the leading figures in Tech, the founder of CAIN, will take your class today. Gear up!" the teacher announced. "Who is CAIN? And why would the leading figure waste time finding him?" Rin chuckled, throwing an arm around Bek’s shoulder.

The teacher exhaled sharply and grinded his teeth. "The founder of 'Computational Analysis & Innovation Network,' Hayden Magnus, will be visiting you." Rin snorted. "Oh great, another rich guy here to tell us how he 'started from nothing' with just a dream and a trillion-dollar inheritance." 

The class burst into laughter, except Kai who had taken  it personally to make the best out of this lecture. A member of the higher board could be a stepping stone he could pass to get to his desired audience.

He tapped his heel on the floor. The low murmurs stopped suddenly when a tall man, suited elegantly, with the sleek silver hair which were the symbol of Asferides power circle, entered the hall. Kai’s eyes followed him across the stage. Without wasting any time on introductions, he began.

"There is only one practical answer to solve the problem of cosmic travel. And I want that from you people." He pointed his slender finger toward them. There was a strange assertiveness in his manner that made Kai wary of him.

"We have reached the level where harvesting energy from the sun or mining asteroids is made easy. We have intergalactic space using our current sources." Kai was alert, waiting for any moment he might get a chance to take. 

"We have sent endeavors outside the galaxy but have not yet seen it with a human sitting on it. So, the diamonds of Asferides, tell me. How can we take a ride across Sirius A*? I believe you are not all sitting here with an empty mind."

Certain low murmurs went through the room, but nobody spoke up to Hayden. Kai looked at his notes. Two years ago, the energy crisis was mentioned by Anri. Since then, Kai had come up with several mind-bending ideas to solve this problem. He scratched the back of his neck, not feeling the rush to actually blurt it all out.

Hayden’s gaze lingered all over the room with questioning eyes. Slowly, a hand rose in the air, followed by a husky voice. Kairon looked at Ardan anxiously. How could he gather the confidence to say his theory out loud? 

"We could increase the efficiency of our current solar collectors by expanding their surface area on orbiting satellites." Ardan seems to know what he is saying, Kai thought. "This would allow us to gather more energy from the sun without the need for new technology."

A murmur of approval went across the room. A man sitting to Ardan’s left patted his back cheerily. Hayden sat on the desk, holding a water bottle in his hand. "A reasonable thought, Professor, but the energy losses in transmission back to Eterna would be astronomical. The radiation interference in space is another variable we cannot control with mere surface expansion."

The murmurs grew slightly louder, a mix of agreement and frustration. Then, another figure, Neara spoke from the other side of the room. "What if we focus on fusion reactors? We've made significant progress in stabilizing the plasma reactions. If we can harness it efficiently, we might produce an energy source that could sustain us for centuries."

Hayden smirked, his tone turning sharper. "Neara," he looked at her nameplate, "fusion reactors have been the holy grail of energy for decades. Yet, we are no closer to a practical, sustainable solution than we were fifty years ago. The technology is still volatile, and the containment systems are not reliable enough for mass implementation."

The room grew tense as Hayden's dismissive attitude discouraged more voices from joining in. At this point, Kai questioned himself. Was the idea worth a try? "It won't be stupid if it works out. All I have to do is prove it to 150 qualified scientists and an absolute genius." He finally gathered the confidence to raise his hand. All the eyes turned to him, making his legs shake.

"Sir, what we're missing is a shift in perspective, literally. Harnessing energy through traditional means like solar or geothermal would never be enough. What if we could bend spacetime itself, using the natural forces of the universe to generate the power we need?"

A few people exchanged confused glances across the room. Hayden raised an eyebrow, intrigued.

"Mr. —?" Hayden leaned closer. Being new at the centre, Kai had not yet been given the nameplate. "Frederikson," he blurted out, unaware of the amused looks and smirks he was receiving. "Mr. Frederikson, spacetime bending? You’re suggesting we can manipulate gravity itself to generate energy? The theory of relativity has long established the impossibility of such–"

"Not impossible, Sir. Only misunderstood. We’ve been so focused on manipulating matter in the known space we occupy, but the fabric of spacetime has far more untapped potential. If we use the gravitational energy of a spacecraft in motion, we can revolutionize cosmic travel."

Kai paused. He could feel the skepticism in the air, but he pushed forward. Hayden stood up from the desk and walked toward him. "Imagine this: A spacecraft moving at relativistic speeds, traveling near a massive object like a star or a gas giant. The gravitational pull from that object would stretch the spacetime around it, creating a ‘warp bubble.’"

He let out a shaky breath. Rin tapped on his clenched fists behind his back and whispered, "You are blowing their minds. Cheer up." 

Kai nodded in return and continued. "This bubble would allow the craft to generate energy through the warping of spacetime itself, accessing the vast gravitational forces around it. The key is that the energy harvested from this bending of spacetime would be nearly limitless."

Hayden leaned forward, a mixture of curiosity and disbelief on his face. "You’re talking about harnessing the very forces that govern the universe, young man. But how do we contain that energy? Even a small miscalculation could cause catastrophic consequences. The fabric of spacetime is fragile—"

Kai cut in sharply, trying not to sound apprehensive. "Which is why we need the gravitational energy of the spacecraft itself. We’ve already seen the effects of massive objects bending spacetime, like black holes.

If we use the same principle on a smaller scale, we can stabilize the energy output and use it to power entire systems. The spacecraft would serve as both a conduit and a generator. The bending of spacetime would be a continuous process as long as the craft is in motion."

For a moment, the room fell into stunned silence. Then, Ardan spoke, breaking the trance. "We’ve seen such theories before, but no one has even come close to achieving it. What are you saying? Use gravity wells? Radiation? Or something else?" Kai’s eyes flickered to the console in front of him, where the calculations he had been running were displayed. The answer was already there.

"We could take it a step further. We could annihilate matter to power the warp bubble itself." The room grew even quieter, and Hayden leaned forward slightly, his eyes narrowing with interest.

Ardan gave a skeptical laugh
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