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            PROLOGUE

          

          WHAT SLEEPS BENEATH REMEMBERS

        

      

    

    
      In the middle of the Pacific Ocean beneath the crushing depths of the Mariana Trench 36,000 feet below the surface, a corporate mining team drills into a rare mineral vein vital to future energy independence. But when a submersible disappears and a diver returns raving about “voices in the water,” the crew begins unraveling. As hallucinations turn to hostile encounters, they discover they’ve awakened an ancient intelligence—one that sees humanity as the real threat. To survive, they must decode its language—or face extinction.

      The Leviathan Protocol is a top-secret international directive triggered by deep-sea anomalies, authorizing immediate military action, media suppression, and containment of any non-human intelligence. Originally developed after unexplained naval disappearances, it assumes Earth’s oceans conceal ancient, possibly extraterrestrial life—and that contact must be controlled at all costs.

      A Chinese-owned deep-sea mining operation in the Mariana Trench strikes a rare, energy-rich mineral deposit—but the excavation awakens something ancient and intelligent beneath the sea floor. When an American subcontractor aboard the international research vessel Orpheus intercepts encrypted Chinese transmissions, she uncovers a secret protocol: Beijing has known about the anomaly for years—and intends to control it. As hallucinations sweep the crew and systems begin failing, it becomes a race against corporate sabotage, psychological collapse, and an alien consciousness that may not be as alien as it seems. Earth’s future energy source may be its oldest enemy! Beneath seven miles of crushing pressure, something ancient has awakened—and it is and has been watching us.

      When the Chinese operation drills into the floor of the Mariana Trench, they expect rare minerals… not a sentient structure pulsing with alien energy. Minutes later, the rig vanishes without a trace. The Chinese government moves fast—classifying the incident, activating a secret military directive known as 'The Leviathan Protocol', and deploying naval forces to lock down the site. The protocol is a top-secret international agreement triggered by deep-sea anomalies, authorizing immediate military action, media suppression, and containment of any non-human intelligence. Originally developed after unexplained naval disappearances, it assumes Earth’s oceans conceal ancient, possibly extraterrestrial life—and that contact must be controlled at all costs.

      Thousands of miles away, Noble prize winning American oceanographer Dr. Jenna Kessler detects an unusual acoustic signal—an eerie pattern of musical frequencies too structured to be natural. Aboard the American ship the R/V Orpheus, (R/V stands for 'Research Vessel') she and her team are ordered to investigate, accompanied by CO and Naval Intelligence officer Captain Dean Marshall, USN, whose real mission is to find out what the Chinese are doing and hiding. Together what they uncover at the bottom of the sea may change everything or be just another hick up.

      A colossal, bioluminescent dome structure—part machine, part organism—rests beneath the trench, dormant no longer. Crew members begin experiencing vivid hallucinations, emotional instability, and disturbing visions of ancient cities and gods. As pressure mounts, both literally and diplomatically, Kessler’s research uncovers the truth: the structure is not alien in the way they imagined. It has been here longer than humanity. It has seen us rise. And now, it’s testing us.

      From the Bermuda Triangle to the lost city of Atlantis, history has left clues about these beings. But the real question isn’t where it came from—it’s what they want. And whether we’re ready for what comes next. The Altarion’s (from the Latin 'Altum' (deep sea) and Aarion (“Guardian” or celestial being) meaning “Those who dwell in the deep” present either a danger or an opportunity!

      With a People’s Republic of China (PRC) strike force approaching, an Artificial Intelligence (AI) system going rogue, and the alien dome emitting a pulse that disrupts satellites across the Pacific… global war may be only a trigger away. To stop an extinction-level misstep man must descend into pitch black and research the alien dome, the Altarion’s 'home', on the sea floor—and face a truth buried beneath myth, madness, and time itself. The truth is that earth has had these beings coming and going for more than a millennium.

      Man used to think the ocean was empty. For centuries a place of monsters and myths—of krakens and sirens, of lost cities and lights that danced just below the waves. Maps of the old world warned sailors with curled ink: 'Here there be dragons!' Now, in the era of satellites, sonar arrays, GPS grids, and ultra-deep ROVs, we pretend we’ve tamed it. We draw charts and pipelines across the seabed like it belongs to us. But the ocean hasn’t forgotten who it belongs to. And some of us—those who’ve worked in its darkest and coldest corners—know better than to pretend. They’re modern astronauts in a liquid sky, their stars are bioluminescent, and they are never really alone. Their silence is not always empty. But in that silence, sometimes… there are whispers… rumors in and from the deep.
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      Zulu Time is simply another name for UTC — Coordinated Universal Time. It’s the same as GMT (Greenwich Mean Time) for practical purposes, but here’s the nuance:

      

      Zulu Time vs. GMT

      Zulu Time (Z): A military and aviation standard that uses the 24-hour clock and references time at the prime meridian (0° longitude)—no daylight saving, no local time zone. There is also: GMT (Greenwich Mean Time): More historical and civilian in nature, based on the mean solar time at Greenwich, England and UTC (Coordinated Universal Time): The international standard time, atomic-clock precise. Zulu = UTC = GMT (functionally for most ops).

      

      Why Is It Called 'Zulu’?

      In military and aviation phonetic alphabet, “Z” = Zulu. Since the Z suffix designates UTC time (1500Z = 3:00 p.m. UTC), they call it “Zulu time.”

      

      Who Uses Zulu Time?

      Military (especially US Navy, Air Force,special ops): For synchronized global ops with no confusion from time zones.

      Aviation and Maritime: Every flight plan, ship log, drone launch, and distress call uses Zulu time.

      NASA/Space Agencies: Coordinates launches and satellite movement in Zulu.

      Meteorology and Earth Sciences: Storm tracking, seismic monitoring, and global science uses Zulu/UTC.
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            DESCENT

          

          THE DEEP BELOW REMEMBERS

        

      

    

    
      It starts with a hum. Not a roar like onshore rigs or the grind of bulldozers clawing at a mountainside, but a low, constant vibration that never quite settles. You don’t hear it so much as feel it—in your sternum, in the curve of your skull, like a whisper from the Earth’s marrow.

      Somewhere more than a mile beneath the turquoise shimmer of the western Pacific, a structure stands where no natural thing should. A deep sea submersible drilling platform has bored through rock and salt and ancient seabed, punching into the dark pressurized kingdom below. From the surface, it looks like an industrial cathedral, resting calmly on the floor of the world’s deepest ocean. Below, its risers snake downward like spinal cords, connecting surface ambition to geologic truth.

      Here, at depths of 5,000 to 10,000 feet, the pressure is over 3,000 pounds per square inch—enough to implode most machines. And yet man drills. With robotic arms, remote-operated vehicles (ROVs), and submersibles, we reach through miles of black water to extract the energy that builds the modern world.

      This is not the future—it’s the present. It’s happening right now. We are drilling so deep it is the equivalent of drilling on the moon according to oil production experts. It is one of the most dangerous jobs on the planet. In the Gulf of Mexico alone, there are more than 1,800 deepwater platforms and underwater wells, many of them stretching down well past 5,000 feet. The deepest of all, Chevron’s Jack/St. Malo project, taps reservoirs more than seven miles below the seafloor. Not surface… below the sea bed… so add the depth of the water to the surface, The infrastructure to do this is staggering: steel legs thicker than giant redwoods, cement casings layered like geological armor, blowout preventers 3 stories tall and  built to contain apocalyptic pressure.

      It’s not just the Gulf. Off the coast of Brazil, beneath the pre-salt layer, the ocean floor is being fractured and harvested. West Africa. Southeast Asia. Wherever the continental shelf tapers off, energy companies follow it into the abyss.

      Why? Because the energy resources are still there. The easy oil and gas is gone. What remains lies hidden beneath crushing pressure, frozen methane deposits, and unstable sediments. The rewards are great—but the consequences, greater. The Deepwater Horizon spill in 2010 released more than 4 million barrels of oil into the Gulf. Eleven workers died. Countless marine systems were scarred. But even that disaster didn’t slow the hunger.

      While America drills for oil, China mines the sea bed for metals and minerals. In the Western Pacific, Chinese submersibles have been quietly expanding their reach and their harvest. The South China Sea, the Clarion-Clipperton Zone (a 4.5 million km² swath of seabed between Hawaii and Mexico), and parts of the Indian Ocean have become modern Goldfields—not for Gold, but for Cobalt, Nickel, Manganese, and rare earth elements. These substances are the unsung heroes of the digital age. Every smartphone, solar panel, drone, and electric vehicle needs them.
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      China knows this better than anyone. They already control 60–70% of global rare earth processing. But securing raw access is the next frontier. In recent years, they’ve launched deep-sea mining vessels that look more like spacecraft than boats, equipped with gigantic robotic dredges and hydraulic grinders designed to vacuum up polymetallic nodules—potato-sized rocks littered across the ocean floor that contain high concentrations of critical minerals. The technology is terrifying in its elegance and efficiency. Imagine a machine that eats the seafloor like a Combine harvests wheat, spitting out sediment and silt, leaving scars in its wake. Critics call it a catastrophe in the making. Once disturbed, it could take the deep ocean centuries to recover — if ever.

      Half a world away from the Gulf on the deep blue Pacific, Dr. Tessa Ross, PHD mission marine archaeologist and a master diver stared at the latest sonar composite with a mix of dread and wonder. The image had no reason to exist. It was more than puzzling for the entire team of analysts consider the best in the world.

      “This isn’t just a cave system,” she said aloud to herself, tapping the screen with the back of her pen. “This…it’s symmetrical! Almost looks man made.”

      Behind her, the lab’s filtered lights cast long shadows on the alloy walls. The deep ocean outside remained indifferent, pressing against the viewports like an ancient god holding its breath. Dr. Jenna Kessler, mission Xenobiologist and biological technology  analyst, leaned over her shoulder, her half-finished protein bar forgotten. “That a new scan from Orpheus1?”

      “From the dive last night.” Tessa expanded the render. “This is the fifth trench wall we’ve mapped with hexagonal geometry. Not natural at allllllllll.”

      “Could be volcanic columnar jointing,” another tech offered from the background, though his tone lacked conviction.

      She gave a look. “At 1,100 feet? In solid limestone under the rich sediment? Ummmm… No.”

      Chief Sonar Technician Marcus Reyes, USMC Ret., Acoustic Expert & Contact Specialist scratched his head. “Okay, yeah… then that is way weird.”

      “You know what’s also really wild and weird? We’ve mapped 100% of the Moon’s surface almost 50% of Mars, but we’re still blind to more than two-thirds of Earth’s own oceans," Tessa offered. "That’s not exploration. That’s just dumb denial! But it gets even weirder,” she continued, flipping through adjacent scans. “We’ve been picking up these harmonic pulses. Subsonic. Every twenty-six hours, like clockwork. They modulate, respond to seismic activity. It’s not random, we have determined that.”

      “Something’s alive down there?” Reyes asked.

      “Yes I do think something is trying to communicate with us,” she said quietly.

      Nearby Reyes sat back in his chair, suddenly uneasy. “So, what—alien sonar? Humpback whales playing Beethoven?!” He chuckled. It was rare that he let his military bearing slip, even though he had been medically retired from the Marine Corps after an IED in Iraq robbed him of 90% of his hearing. He wasn’t one to show humanity let alone humor. He was mostly all business. And since the accident he had developed strange abilities with regards to underwater sound and sonar.

      “No Reyes…” Tessa hesitated. “I think we’ve found the remains of something ancient. Something built but also biological. And it seems to be intelligent.”

      It wasn’t the first time she’d said it. A few months ago, she’d whispered it to herself in the middle of a sleepless shift, watching the sea floor reconfigure on the data feeds like a shifting puzzle. Then she’d mentioned it in passing to Captain Marshall, with the US Navy. He told her to "get some rest". She did—but the patterns and data didn’t go away. If anything, it became clearer that something was going on. And now this.

      
        
        "Man is of water! Your past and future is

        here in the sea. You know more about the

        surface of the Moon than you do

        about you oceans on earth!"

        Viral of the Alterions

      

      

      She opened a classified folder marked with a thin red stripe—topographical overlays from a Chinese probe that had vanished weeks ago. Leaked footage showed a smooth, bowl-shaped depression at the trench’s edge. Embedded in its walls were strange modules… perfectly spaced, evenly angled, pulsing with low-frequency echoes that shimmered through sonar like chimes. No marine life could’ve built that. Tessa had filed it as a 'geological anomaly'… officially. Unofficially, she called it 'The Gate'.

      “Why haven’t you told your HQ Command?” Reyes asked finally.

      “Because I want to be sure before we take this to the next level. And because I’m not ready for the kind of attention that comes with a claim like this. But I mentioned it to Captain Marshall.”

      He glanced at her. “Aliens. Really? That’s what you’re thinking?

      

      She nodded firmly once. "You know I didn’t think they allowed drinking alcohol on ships?!" he said smiling.

      'Kid around all you want but the aliens can do to mankind some pretty nasty things if we don’t heed their warnings about the environment and nuclear weapons," said Tessa.

      "How’s that?" he asked, genuinely interested.

      "It’s important that we understand that the Altarion’s are not conquerors—they are custodians of planetary and cultural memories. They are only being forced to becoming Judges due to our actions and abuse of the ocean," she said. "But if humanity disregards their warning, they wouldn’t launch a conventional attack like humans would."

      "What could they really do to us? We got the US Navy and the most powerful arsenal on the planet… and you got me!" he said.

      "None, zero, nada!," she continued. "None of that would matter because instead they would/could: disrupt global electromagnetic fields, frying communication networks and rendering nuclear guidance systems inoperable. Or perhaps collapse sonar and satellite infrastructure planet-wide via harmonic interference.

      "Wow like I’m soooooo scared!" he said mockingly.

      'Well I ain’t done Cowboy! The alien’s, they are called "The Altarion’s " by the way and they have been around at lot longer than us!" She continued. "They could also use bio-acoustic pulses to neutralize seafloor drilling, underwater mining, and naval operations without firing a single shot. At worst, they could trigger tectonic destabilization—a reset event—by activating the very systems that once may have protected early Earth civilizations."

      They sat together in silence for a few moments letting that idea sink in. The idea that perhaps man had perhaps met its match.

      "If they have this ability why have they not used it before now?" he asked sincerely.

      "Because they are about man’s survival," Tessa said. "They are not about extinction, but rather 'reset'. They’ll protect the planet by disabling humanity’s ability to harm it further."

      "I got to hit the mess it’s time for chow!" And as he walked away and through the hatchway he turned and said. "You know that there are some who would say we should nuke this whole damn place while we can… right?"

      After a moment of silence Ross responded slowly nodding her head, "Yes… I know. It’ll be a sad day for mankind if it comes to that."

      Outside the lab porthole, the darkness deepened as a low-pressure front rolled through the ship’s location in the far Pacific. Somewhere more than 1000 feet below the surface in that darkness, she felt something was watching. Or listening and maybe… waiting. For now, the sea kept its silence and she tried to believe she wasn’t going nuts.

      But the brilliant and beautiful Dr. Tessa Ross had stopped sleeping. And she had started writing everything down. Because when the truth finally surfaced, she wanted a record. She wanted the world to know: humanity didn’t discover creatures in the deep. They discovered us… and she was starting to believe that was a very long time ago!

      About 2 weeks later a huge Chinese undersea mining rig—the 'Hai Long' (“Sea Dragon”)—nearby drills into the trench floor beneath the Western Pacific. Their routine operation turns catastrophic when a large manned undersea drone disappears. Moments later, the support ship and the entire rig experiences a power surge and seismic tremor. Chinese officials classify it instantly and demand it be kept quiet.
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      As was often the case Tessa could not comprehend their paranoia and need for strict secrecy. Meanwhile, Dr. Kessler aboard the U.S. research ship the intercepts unusual acoustic signals—like structured music—from the site. Several times over the next 48 hours the entire rig goes silent—and so do the other ships in the area: R/V Orpheus, R/V Abyss Horizon, the USS Gerald R Ford aircraft carrier and several smaller Chinese ships. Hell even the Russians were lurking in the area. These were surly strange and unexplainable occurrences. Officials, on all sides, scramble to contain the 'news'. One thing was sure… and Ross and her team had checked it three times; It was not natural, it was happening regularly and perhaps most importantly? It was definitely not man made.

      And while it was virtually unexplainable the air was pregnant with expectation… something was going to happen and you could feel it. It was like a signal was being sent out and the powers that be were gathering in the deep waters of the far pacific. Nobody was really sure what as happening but everyone knew something was. But they had more questions than answers and the only way to find out was to get the intel first hand.

      One of the great things about digital media is that even in the far Pacific far from land news reports are available. The senior command staff were closely watching as geopolitical tensions continued to rise.

      At the next team meeting the possibility of alien first contact was brought up and the name 'Leviathan' and 'the Alterion's' were mentioned for the first time.

      "Seems like sort of a weird name, doesn’t it?" asked Reyes who basically lived in the rigs Command Information Center (CIC), can read lips and can use sign language faster than most people talk. "What does it mean?" he asked.

      "The names come from the Greek, and they deliberately layered it in meaning, and depending on who you ask within the world, it can refer to different things," explained Dr. Ross. After all she didn’t have two PHD’s for nothing! "To many of the scientists and your fellow crew aboard Orpheus, 'the Leviathan' is the massive dome-like alien structure we found deep on the ocean floor near the trench," she said. "It hums with harmonic energy, seems to be partially alive and sentient, and is suspected to be the alien habitat, archive, or even a gateway," she continues. "It’s ancient, vast, and not of this world—like some sort of a submerged spaceship acting like a sort of bio-mechanical hive mind."

      "When they say “we’ve found 'Leviathan',” they’re usually referring to it as a ship, yes?" signed Reyes.

      "Correct," responded Tessa. "Shall I continue?"

      "By all means," everyone said as 3-4 other team members joined the conversation.

      "The aliens have been here since before the time of Christ but they are only speaking up now because of three reasons," she continued the room now totally silent. 'First we’ve reached their depths in the sea. Our tech (Orpheus1, MAKO, AI mapping systems, etc.) finally allows us to “see” them and advanced quantum computing AI can now interpret the resonance fields,’ she said. "But perhaps the main reason they have come out of the depths is that we’re destabilizing the seabeds. Deep mining, seismic drilling, and the expansion of UW naval activities are cracking ancient containment structures and disturbing undersea norms. They do not like that," she paused and drank some water.
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      "You see 'The Altarion’s' aren’t just caretakers of the planet… they’re also archivists of history and culture. Our nuclear stockpiles and waste as well as climate damage are corrupting the planet’s harmonic balance. Their silence has a threshold… and we have now crossed it. They will no longer allow earth’s destruction… man they can take or leave."

      An analyst in the back of the room raised his hand. "Do the… Altarion’s live full-time on Earth?"

      "Well yes and no," explained Tessa. "They use Earth’s deep oceans as hidden transit hubs and memory vault access points. Exoplanetary craft enter Earth unseen through high-latitude polar slipstreams, then dive deep beneath the ocean to avoid detection. Oceans provide natural acoustic camouflage and thermocline shielding from human sonar and satellites. We do not believe that their residency here is to dominate… from the data we have recovered so far we feel they are here to maintain, repair, or preserve what they call 'the Pattern'. The Pattern refers to a variety of things; the earth’s magnetic field, gravity, the tides,  weather and the passage of the season, the activities of mankind… this is all part of the 'Pattern'. Sort of like 'the force' in Star Wars.

      The Earth as a planet, is an important element of the universe not just in our solar system but far beyond where many similar planets exist. The alien’s exits/entries are often mistaken for earthquakes, sub-sea volcanic activity, or unexplained sonar/electrical blackouts," she explained.

      "It is a bit confusing as others interpret 'the Leviathan’ as the ship the Altarion’s arrived in… is that not the case?" asked a young Navy officer on the side of the room which now held 6-7 team members.

      "Well there are theories that the ship is fused with the dome, or that it is an autonomous presence. And they do now believe that 'Leviathan' is a living thing, a ship, resting, hiding, and transforming beneath the sea all these years," she continued.

      "In some whispered conversations and some of the classified reports I was able to view, 'Leviathan' is the ancient name humanity gave the alien species or the consciousness they represent. Is that correct?" asked the young Lieutenant.

      "I believe that to be the case too," agreed Ross. "Not all scientists agree on whether the Altarion’s are a race, a network, or a singular being. Referring to them as “the Leviathan” rather than the Altarion is old school," she offered. "And of course there’s 'The Leviathan Protocol' the top secret international treaty/code that governs contact with any under the sea aliens."

      She knew that 'Leviathan' also reflects the mythic, the unknowable, the monstrous or divine thing beneath the surface…both literal and metaphorical. It represents the buried truths of mankind, the historical collective fear of the deep sea, and the promise (or threat) of alien intelligence visiting our planet.

      They called it 'The Leviathan', but no one can quite agree on what 'it' was. To some, it was the dome—an enormous structure of alien design hidden in the ocean’s deepest trench, humming with low-frequency harmonics and embedded with a logic no human could yet decipher. The alien’s home. To others, 'the Leviathan' is a ship, one that brought the Altarion race to earth eons ago. Its a vessel so advanced it seems more live organism than machine. Still others whispered that 'Leviathan' was a government secret code name for the alien species itself. But the research was finding a shared alien consciousness that is vast and oceanic in its reach.
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      Over time, the name took on additional weight. It became the title of the treaty, the secret agreement among global powers to keep the discovery buried– 'The Leviathan Protocol'. But at its heart, historically, the word evoked something deeper: the ancient terror of the deep, the mythic beast beneath the waves, the idea that something incomprehensible was watching from below. 'Leviathan' was and is all of it—home structure, ship, species, secret international directive—and the multifaceted truth, like the ocean it slept in, refused to be held in a single way. The meeting broke up with everyone going back to work.

      Later that evening through official comm channels word came that the PRC government in Beijing had notified the signatories of the agreement that it is considering activating 'The Leviathan Protocol'. The secret agreement is a military directive allowing the use of UW nuclear detonations intended to contain any alien invasion or even contact. The PRC view aliens as a threat and have confidentially believed that an ancient intelligence is buried or operating deep beneath the sea in the trench. The deepest point on earth. And they have also believed that if extraterrestrials are visiting earth, and their intel says they are… this is where they come. Deep in the Pacific silent and secluded. The response to the PRC from the American, Japanese, Australian, Malaysian governments and NATO was less than positive. Almost all felt it was an overreaction and there was no telling what the environmental damage would be. And it was against every international treaty since even before the 1960s.

      

      In the wardroom the senior team members gathered to discuss the situation. "Team? Things are about to get even more ah… 'dynamic’ in the next 24 to 48 hours," said Captain Marshall, the new CO of the R/V Orpheus. "Just FYI three days ago a Chinese deep-sea mining operation drilling in the Mariana Trench… up and vanished. The entire facility without explanation. Gone. No emergency messages, no debris, bodies… nothing," said Marshall. "Now across the Pacific we’ve got large seismic anomalies rippling across the ocean floor from here to the west coast!" He continued,"We have reports that hallucinations are spreading and we are having systems failures that are unexplainable," he said, "Have I missed anything?"

      After a long moment… they all shook their heads no.
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            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            PROTOCOL ACTIVATED

          

          ECHOES IN THE PRESSURE

        

      

    

    
      “The Chinese don’t just pick up rocks and leave like most miners. They dig in like termites into the bones of the planet. Suck the slurry up to surface ships, process what they can onboard, and dump the waste back into the sea. It’s not mining it’s more like—- extraction warfare,” said Captain Marshall recently of the NSA and a Naval Academy grad. “Cobalt, Neodymium, Dysprosium—half the world’s digital tech depends on crap down here… stuff we can barely pronounce. And the earth is running out… that’s why they call it 'rare earth minerals'. And it’s all sitting under six miles of crushing black silence! That’s why we are out here risking it," he said. "That’s why we’re down here dying for it. Besides someone has to keep an eye on the PRC!”

      Bureau 731, Beijing — 0200 Local Time

      The feed came in through a hardline—no satellite relay, no cloud mirror, no uplink trace. Just copper, glass, and clear cold war paranoia.

      General Shen Yulan didn’t blink as the sonar scan flickered onto the ancient CRT terminal in front of him. Redline frequencies pulsed across the screen like a slow heartbeat, and at the center, a signature: patterned, harmonic, artificial. Not made by any human hand.

      The analyst beside him spoke in low Mandarin, voice hoarse with disbelief. “That trench return… it same structure signature as the Xiang-3 incident.”

      Shen raised one eyebrow. “Confirmed?”

      “Yes, sir. The sonar nodes
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