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2062: Albert Wong 
Albert. That was his name. 
	His namesake is Albert Einstein, a renowned scientist from even before his father’s time, but despite the large time gap, it had yet instilled in him so deeply a sense of pride when he heard his name. Growing up, Albert was reminded relentlessly that he had to become the best scientist there was. It was his father’s wish. 
	Albert is known throughout his home country. A child prodigy in science and a genius by nature, it was with no doubt that he would receive a university scholarship from a prestigious firm like the International Science Corporation, also known as the ISC, and given a job there even before he had graduated from Junior College. 
	It has been 7 years since he had received his scholarship. His talent and skills had brought him as far as the headquarters of the ISC, where he was sent to work on a world-changing project with a team of scientists carefully hand-picked for their speciality in the field required. 
	It was the first day he was going to meet the team. He strolled through the gardens of the headquarters, a rarity considering the number of trees there are left in the world, towards meeting room 13. After a few twists and turns, he finally arrived at the meeting room and carefully opened the door. It was more of a laboratory than a meeting room. Shelves of equipment lined the wall on the far end back and walls and tables were coated in white. 
	Three figures, similarly dressed as him with lab coats on, looked up from their laptops. Slowly, each of them stood up and stretched out a hand to him one by one, welcoming him and introducing themselves at the same time. The first was a man much older than the rest with greying hair. He wore his spectacles hanging off the bridge of his nose and introduced himself as Dr Leonard Moretti. “But you can just call me Leo, no need for the titles,” he said with a friendly smile. Despite his stern look, he was surprisingly likeable. The next was a woman, Dr Mariet Brown, who looked like she was in her thirties, requested Albert to call her by her first name as well. She had warm brown eyes and she let off a kind and pleasant aura. The last one, a tall man with blond hair and cold blue eyes, who did not seem any much older than he was, shook his hand and briskly introduced himself. “I’m Dr Francis Hill. Of course, no need for the titles, am I right?” Although Albert had sensed a hint of sarcasm in his tone. 
	Each of the team members had their own skill set that would be crucial for the project to succeed. Both Leo and Albert were a geneticist, although Leo was much more experienced than the younger scientist. Mariet was a zoologist, and Francis was an anthropologist. 
His dreams were finally a reality. 

2063 to 2064: Project Animalia 
Things were not looking up for the team. 
	Despite having been given the goals of the project beforehand, the team still had to take time to explore the ways they could possibly carry it out, especially the test trials. 
	Project Animalia (PA) was a project set up by the High Council of the ISC as there have been growing demands for developing methods to increase a human lifespan. Although the hazy air and barren earth did not provide the best environments for humans to live in, everyone thought, “the scientists would figure this one out for sure”. 
	Albert, Mariet, Leo and Francis sat huddled around a desk, head spinning from the amount of research done for the project. “Why can’t we just start with working on the project? We don’t have forever, you know,” Francis yelled out in frustration. As Leo was much more patient than any of them were, he tried reasoning with Francis. “I know we are all itching to get started, I have to agree it’s exciting. And if we do succeed, it is going to be a major breakthrough. But we are quite unfortunate that in order to test the accuracy of our final product, we have to test it on live humans. The High Council is still vetting through this, so we have to be patient.” An exasperated sigh left Francis’ lips. 
	So far, after months of research, the bowhead whale had been deemed the perfect candidate for the gene transfer. Bowhead whales have a surprisingly long lifespan, precisely what the team had been looking out for. It was also a mammal, a bonus for the team, with much more similarities to humans than other long-living organisms. Computer simulation has been used and it seems that when inserted correctly, the gene can allow humans to live around a century longer. 
	“Might I remind you as well that if this is successful, we could eventually even use the gene of the Turritopsis dohrnii, a biologically immortal jellyfish,” Mariet added. Everyone murmured their agreement and went back to further research. 
	Not long after Albert had shifted his gaze back to his research, a young man, most likely an intern at the headquarters running errands, burst into the room and handed Leo a piece of paper before making a hurried exit. Everyone stared at the letter in Leo’s hands. He skimmed through it quickly and an excited glimmer twinkled in his eyes. “The waiting is over!” 

2064 to 2067: The Hybreeds
Nine months. That was how long it took for the team to find the right gene and test it on animal subjects. 
	The gene of interest labelled as gene L210 is the original gene from the bowhead whale that allows for longevity. So far, it has been tested on a wide variety of mammals, at least ninety per cent of which received positive results. 
	But the team could not wait any longer. At least not if they wanted to impress the world. Thankfully, the High Council’s quick approval allowed them to get started on humans by the February of 2065. 
	“Welcome volunteers! On behalf of the ISC, we would like to express our appreciation that you all have been willing to help out with a world-changing project!” Leo addressed the group of some seven volunteers of varying ages enthusiastically. “However, we would like to remind you that the ISC is not at all responsible for any side effects or adverse reactions caused by the trials.” Worry etched across some of the volunteers’ faces but was quickly erased when Leo reassured them that everything would be well taken care of. 
	The volunteers were led to an octagonal-shaped room with seven transparent doors leading off to the wards for each of the volunteers, the eighth being the one they just stepped through. All seven doors opened, showing a seat with assortments of needles, vials filled with eerie-looking liquids, and a heart rate monitor next to it. A nurse was stationed next to each of the stations in case anything happened. 
	“We will be starting shortly. You may feel slight discomfort shortly after, it’s part of the process so don’t worry. Also, you will be staying in the rooms just right behind each of you for a while for observation by Dr Hill here.” Leo gestured to Francis. This better worked, Albert thought nervously. He glanced quickly at the others and it seemed like everyone else had the exact same thought. 
	After the volunteers were comfortably seated, Needles were pushed into each of them. Some winced, some squeezed their eyes shut. Shortly after the insertion of the suspension containing gene L210, the volunteers’ eyes rolled back in their heads, and the monotonous call of the heart rate monitor filled the room, sending everyone into a panic. Just as the nurses prepared the defibrillator, Francis yelled, “Wait, don’t do anything yet! This could just be a starting reaction to the gene. Hang on a while more!” 
	Upon hearing that, Albert screamed, near hysteria, “What do you mean wait? We still have the time to save them!” At that moment, a sudden cheerful chirp from seven heart rate monitors caused all of them to whip their heads around. “I don’t believe it-” Albert murmured. Sighs of relief came from everyone in the room. 
	“And that is why,” Francis said as he rushed towards each of the volunteers, “We don’t let amateurs lead.” 
	Eventually, the team concluded on letting the volunteers rest for a day, and that they come back the next to see the results. 
	A day later, Albert was hopeful that the gene would work. He pulled on his lab coat once again as he stepped into the observation rooms, preparing to take down notes. What he saw was beyond his imagination. 
	Behind each of the seven doors, were a mess of reactions. All had rough bumpy skins. Some of their fingers had started merging into a single fin-like hand. Some were screaming hysterically, while others were the direct opposite. 
“What happened,” Albert asked anxiously. 
“It was, unfortunately, the consequence of introducing such a foreign thing to the human body. Rough skin and fins like the whales, dissociative identity disorder due brain changes,” Mariet said solemnly. “But, on the other hand, at least we know where to work on.” Albert nodded in agreement, but a small part of him thought that it was unwise to continue with this project. 
Roughly seven months have passed since the first introduction of gene L210. The volunteers, despite being told they would be able to return, were kept for further observations, but also because they were too dangerous to release. A few tweaks and adjustments to the code were made to the gene to ensure that severe side effects were reduced and that effectiveness was increased. 
Gene L211 is the first product of the gene editing. Despite what had happened to the previous volunteers, more were taken in as human trials. “It is necessary,” Francis would insist when anyone thought otherwise. The new and improved gene found better results, but still, the awful skin condition that came with the serum was yet to be solved. 
The team took yet another two months for the final product: gene L314. It was quick advancement, and results were termed as near-perfect. Finally, at the end of the same year, it was finally announced to the world the creation of the ISC’s Project Animalia. The team found themselves shrouded in fame glory for the innovation. However, little did they know a far more sinister plot was being made. 
It has been roughly a year since Albert earned his title of the youngest major scientist of the century. Just like every other day, except for the frantic behaviours of his colleagues. He spotted Mariet and pulled her aside, asking, “What happened, why’s everyone so worried?” 
“It’s a data breach! Our research for PA has been stolen!” She yelled back, fear gripping at every word she said. Dread drained Albert’s face pale. Who knew what the information could be used for? But all he knew was that it was definitely not to benefit the world. 

2067: The Predators 
Money. That was all Albert had and cared about now. 
	At the fine age of 25, he had aided in the discovery and invention of the gene L314 alongside his project mates. It has since been sold to millions of people across the globe, but not yet used by most. 
	Nonetheless, it had been a huge success, and he was sure things could not get any better. 

Weapon. That was all Asa Maise saw. 
	It was perfect. The research of PA combined with his expert scientists would win him and his terrorist group world domination. No more hiding. It was the right moment, the right time. He had seen what they could do. The Predators, an edited version of the more peaceful Hybreeds, would unleash havoc and chaos, and no one would be able to stop their strength and aggressiveness. 
	Rather than using the edited gene from the bowhead whale, he used the edited gene from various predators from snakes to eagles to cheetahs.
Maise’s handheld transceiver crackled before a message came in. “They are ready.” A cruel smile flashed across his face as he brought the transceiver to his mouth and gave the final command. “Release them.”
He, too, was sure that things could not get any better. 

2067: The attacks 
It was so peaceful. Despite the lack of fresh air, Albert still found it a beautiful night. 
	He pulled up the blankets and snuggled in. The cool night was perfect, what he needed for a good nights rest before a big day. He shut his tired eyes gently. 
As Albert was about to drift off into sleep, a piercing scream filled the silent night air and pulled him out from his tranquillity abruptly. Many more followed that scream. He jumped out of bed and drew the curtains back, then regretting his decision. 
A humanoid figure with two fangs sharp enough to pierce through metal, a forked tongue that slithered out from its scaly lips occasionally, slitted pupils with a cold, deadly stare, and claws equally as sharp as its fangs slammed into the window. Soon, many others similar to it came bombarding his window with their bodies. 
The window did not hold long. The humanoid figures rained in along with the shattered glass window. A claw gripped and scratched Albert’s throat and blood started running down his neck. Unfortunately, the wound had been in a critical area. Fortunately, he did not need to live through the pain for long, as one of the humanoid figures unhinged its large jaw and devoured his head whole before dropping his body. Millions of others suffered the same fate that very night. 

Epilogue
The Predators had continued their rampage across the world for years. No one was safe from the mercy of the Predators, except the Hybreeds. Not even Maise himself could escape them. 
Ten years after the release of the Predators, humans were driven to near-extinction. The Earth started to recover from the scars set by man. Forests of metal and concrete were blanketed by greens and the temperature was reduced. The ecosystem recovered, and many animals were saved from extinction. The air was fresh and the sun was gentle. 
The very thing created for humans became created for the Earth. 
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