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ALPHA 7 PROTAGONISTS.

Classified Briefing Document – Joint Intelligence Directive MI6/ DGSE, Date of Issue: April 2014, Subject: Formation of Task Force Alpha 7. Following the unlawful annexation of Crimea by the Russian Federation in March 2014, Western intelligence agencies observed a sharp escalation in covert operations targeting critical infrastructure, diplomatic networks and economic interests across Europe, Africa and the Middle East. These operations, executed by non-attributable agents and proxies, marked a shift towards hybrid warfare blending cyber sabotage, disinformation and clandestine paramilitary actions. In response, the United Kingdom’s Secret Intelligence Service (MI6) and France’s Directorate General for External Security (DGSE) initiated a joint task force under a classified bilateral agreement. The unit would operate autonomously, outside conventional NATO command structures, with a mandate to counter Russian clandestine activities worldwide. Task Force Alpha 7 was established not only as a tactical counter-intelligence unit, but as the operational spearhead of a covert European Defence Pact designed to shield the continent from hostile state actors including Russia, China, North Korea and Iran. This pact is reinforced by a dual deterrence strategy: a nuclear umbrella provided by the United Kingdom and France, and a classified Laser Defence Shield capable of intercepting ballistic threats, rogue missile launches and satellite-based sabotage. Alpha 7’s mission is to ensure the integrity of this shield, prevent infiltration of its command systems and neutralise threats before they escalate into open conflict. Agents of Alpha 7 are deployed across energy corridors, cyber-vulnerable zones and diplomatic flashpoints. Their missions span regions such as North Africa, the Caspian Basin, the Baltic States, Southeast Asia, Syria, Ukraine and Sahel. Each operative is selected for elite proficiency in psychological warfare, cyber infiltration, linguistics and deep-cover espionage, and chosen for ideological resilience and operational discretion.

Damian Carter is a brilliant MI6 officer with expertise in classical languages, archaeology and international relations. Educated at Cambridge and Oxford, he frequently assumes the alias of director of Griffin Arts Group, an import-export firm specialising in antiquities. Emmy Carter is an art historian with experience at the Metropolitan Museum of Art and Christie’s Paris, specialising in provenance and cultural investigations. Eleanor Blake is a cryptography specialist whose codebreaking expertise is vital to Alpha 7’s secure communications. Victoria “Vicky” Langley is an investigative journalist with deep political and intelligence connections, formerly with the Financial Times and MI5. Julien Moreau, supervisor of Alpha 7, trained at École Polytechnique and is an expert in covert operations, cybersecurity and geopolitical strategy. Oliver Grant is a charismatic undercover operative with exceptional disguise and infiltration skills, trained at Scotland Yard. Sebastian “Seb” Turner is a former Special Air Service commando specialising in explosives and high-risk operations across the Middle East and Eastern Europe. Isabelle Lefevre is a cybersecurity and financial-systems expert with experience at Goldman Sachs, DGSI and Euronext Paris. Etienne Dubois is a surveillance specialist with a background in the BRB, skilled in tracking individuals, vehicles and buildings. Claire Fontaine is an art expert specialising in medieval and Renaissance works, formerly a curator at the Louvre. Lucien Martin is a scientist with a career spanning defence research and CERN, contributing to advanced European technologies. Clovis, Director of the DGSE, is a strategic mastermind with deep experience in military strategy and cyber intelligence.

ALPHA 7 HEADQUARTERS, PARIS.

Located behind a historic townhouse façade in the 8th arrondissement, the Alpha 7 headquarters contains a concealed, state-of-the-art command centre accessed through a hidden door in the library. The building includes an art gallery and antiquities import-export firm as cover identities. Security systems include biometric scanners, encrypted communications, AI-monitored perimeters and quantum-encrypted channels. Underground tunnels provide discreet mobility and emergency evacuation routes. Motto: In profundo veritas.

ECLIPSE ANTAGONISTS.

The Eclipse Consortium, founded in 2009, operates across Europe, the Middle East and Central Asia. Its primary activities include strategic destabilisation, resource control, cyber manipulation, covert influence operations and black-budget weapons development. Its command structure is cell-based, compartmentalised and fully deniable. Victor Orlov, founder and mastermind, was born into an elite Moscow family and educated in economics and geopolitics. Rising through Russian intelligence, he conducted economic sabotage and cyber operations. A strategist driven by power, he uses chaos as a tool and manipulation as an art. Oleg Kaperski, former Spetsnaz officer and operative for the KGB and FSB, is an expert in tactical coordination, arms trafficking, sabotage, extortion and assassination. Professor Wolf Schneider, born in East Germany in 1985 and smuggled to Russia under a Stasi-arranged identity, was absorbed into Soviet missile research and later became a leading weapons scientist in classified programmes. Anastasia Petrova, head of infiltration and psychological operations, has extensive GRU, KGB and FSB experience. A master of deception and interrogation, she is the strategic partner and wife of Victor Orlov.

ECLIPSE HEADQUARTERS AND INFRASTRUCTURE.

The primary headquarters is hidden beneath a former palace in St Petersburg, serving as the strategic hub for global operations. Secondary command centres include an enormous underground complex in Artyom, Russia, a bunker in Belgrade supporting cyber operations and arms trading, and The Red Star in Nice, a Russian casino used for money laundering and covert negotiations. The Consortium employs cyber attacks, economic manipulation, infiltration and military actions. It operates weapons factories producing tanks, aircraft, satellites, ballistic missiles and laser weapons, and controls gold mines, diamonds and rare-earth materials.

VATICAN INTELLIGENCE & DIPLOMATIC NETWORK.

Cardinal Ettore Davini, later elected Pope Davini I, plays a central diplomatic role. Cardinal Armand Leblanc is head of the Vatican secret service. Cardinal Michele is the most influential Jesuit Cardinal in Rome. Conte, an officer of the Swiss Guard, provides operational support.

PROLOGUE ALPHA 7 MISSION: THE LEGACY OF GILGAMESH.

The river of time erases all names, yet one resists its current. Gilgamesh, king of Uruk, builder of walls, seeker of immortality. His reign was carved into stone, his quest carried beyond death.

Beneath the shifting sands lies the Tomb of Gilgamesh, sealed against centuries of intrusion. It is no mere grave, but a vault of continuity. Inscriptions carved into bronze tablets point beyond Uruk, toward the City of the Fifty Gates, where forbidden knowledge was guarded.

There, within the Hall of Records, whispers linger of the Anunnaki—watchers, shapers, whisperers—powers older than kings. They are not gods, nor men, but forces that guided rulers and demanded secrecy. Gilgamesh’s search for eternal life was not his alone; it was a covenant, a design hidden from the world.

From the Tomb of Gilgamesh, through the City of the Fifty Gates, rises the shadow of the Anunnaki.
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CHAPTER 1 GILGAMESH



[image: ]


Berlin, 23:47.

Rain fell in relentless sheets across the city, turning the streets of Prenzlauer Berg into shimmering ribbons of reflected light. Markus Keller sat alone in his apartment, a sanctuary cluttered with books, dossiers, and faded maps. The air was thick with the scent of old paper and the faint tang of whisky from a half-empty bottle on his desk—a silent companion through countless nights spent wrestling with secrets. Keller was a man of habit: each evening the same walk through the neighbourhood, the same nod to the concierge, the same cup of coffee by the window. But tonight, everything felt different. The city’s pulse was off-beat, as if Berlin itself sensed the storm gathering in its shadows.

His fingers moved deftly over the keyboard, eyes narrowed in concentration as he tried to break the latest Russian transmission. The code was intricate, woven from archaic words, numerical sequences, and cryptic references to forgotten expeditions. Tension coiled in his neck and shoulders. For a moment, his thoughts drifted to his daughter in Munich, to the promise he had made to her—one he now feared he could not keep. Safety, he knew, was an illusion in his world. The rain tapped a nervous rhythm against the window, mingling with the distant wail of a siren. Keller’s gaze wandered to the wall above his desk, where a map of Europe was peppered with red pins: sites of sabotage, unexplained disappearances, mysterious accidents. Berlin was no longer a safe haven. He remembered his mentor, an old cryptographer who had once told him that every code tells a story—and that some stories are deadly. A sudden flash of insight cut through his reverie. The name ‘Gilgamesh’ emerged from the code, not as a casual reference but as a key to something far greater. His heart thudded in his chest. This was no academic puzzle; this was a warning. He typed a message to MI6: “Gilgamesh – Flood narrative – immediate threat.” His hands trembled, but his mind was razor-sharp. As he waited for confirmation that the message had been sent, Keller’s thoughts wandered back to his childhood in Dresden—the smell of wet stone, the sound of the Elbe, his grandfather’s tales of lost treasures and secret societies. He had always known his work would one day place him in danger, but he had never imagined it would come so soon, or so violently. Footsteps echoed in the corridor outside. His heart pounded, adrenaline surging through his veins. He reached for his Walther PPK, the cold metal grounding him in the present. The door handle turned slowly, each second stretching into eternity. Keller thought of his daughter, of all the things he had left unsaid. The door burst open. A figure, face obscured by a balaclava, stepped inside. Keller fired, the shot cracking through the silence. The intruder moved with unnatural grace, dodging the bullet with a fluid motion. A muffled retort, pain lanced through Keller’s chest. He collapsed, blood spreading across the keyboard. On the monitor, the word ‘Gilgamesh’ continued to blink—a final message to the world. The intruder knelt beside him, whispering something in Russian. “You should not have searched.” Keller tried to reply, but his voice was a mere breath. The intruder rifled through the desk, pocketed a USB-stick, and vanished into the night. Keller was left alone, his breathing shallow, the room growing colder with each passing moment. Elsewhere in Berlin, the Pergamon Museum was shrouded in darkness. The night watchman, a middle-aged man with a passion for history, made his rounds, thinking of his family, his son’s birthday, the quiet comfort of routine. But the tranquillity was shattered by three masked intruders, their movements precise and rehearsed. They had studied the museum for weeks—every camera, every sensor, every pattern. They knew exactly when the guard would pass, when the cleaner would take a break, when the alarm would briefly reset. Their objective was clear: the Gilgamesh tablet, an artefact of immeasurable value. With surgical precision, they opened the display case, the glass sliding aside without a sound. The leader, a woman with eyes like ice, gave a curt command. “Quickly. No mistakes.” The tablet was wrapped, protected from harm. At that moment, the watchman rounded the corner. His eyes widened in shock, his hand reaching for his radio. A brief struggle ensued; the guard was subdued, his body hidden in a shadowed alcove.

The intruders slipped out through a side door, their faces unseen, their mission accomplished. Outside, a van waited, engine idling softly. The city was silent, but in its depths, a war had begun. Back in Keller’s apartment, the police began their investigation. Officers found the body, the blinking screen, the missing USB-stick. They recorded everything, but understood nothing of the true danger. In London, MI6 received the message; analysts raised the alarm. Alpha 7 was activated. In Paris, within the concealed headquarters of Alpha 7, the team assembled. Damian Carter, Emmy Carter, Eleanor Blake, Victoria Langley, Julien Moreau, Oliver Grant, Sebastian Turner, Isabella Lefevre, Etienne Dubois, Claire Fontaine, Lucien Martin, and Clovis. Each brought unique skills, but tonight they were united by a single purpose: to stop the Eclipse Consortium. Damian Carter spoke first. “We have a code, a murder, a theft. Everything points to Gilgamesh. This is no coincidence. This is an attack on Europe.” Julien Moreau nodded. “We must act quickly. The enemy is organised, ruthless, and has access to technology that may surpass our own.” Eleanor Blake analysed the code, her fingers flying over the keyboard. “The patterns are complex, but I see a connection to old Ottoman expeditions. This is more than an archaeological matter. This is geopolitics.” Victoria Langley mobilised her network, reaching out to contacts in Berlin and London. Oliver Grant and Sebastian Turner prepared for field operations. “We need to get to Berlin. The trail is still fresh.” Isabella Lefevre tracked the money, her analysis revealing suspicious transactions in Belgrade and Nice. Etienne Dubois intercepted communications between Russian agents, catching fragments of panic and distrust. Claire Fontaine examined the stolen tablet, her expertise in Mesopotamian art helping to identify unique features. Lucien Martin considered the scientific implications, his background in nuclear technology giving him insight into potential threats. Clovis, the strategic leader, surveyed the room. “We are at war. Not just with the Eclipse Consortium, but with a network intent on undermining the very foundations of Europe. We must work together, act swiftly, and make no mistakes.” Berlin remained cloaked in rain and darkness. But in the hidden chambers of Alpha 7, a plan was taking shape—one that would alter the course of history. 

NSA-Report-MMXXV-X-I.

Codename: MISSION THE LEGACY OF GILGAMESH.

Classification: TOP SECRET.

Date of Observation: REDACTED.

Location: Berlin/ Prenzlauer Berg/ Pergamon Museum.

Summary:

Markus Keller transmitted urgent code fragment referencing “Gilgamesh – Flood narrative – immediate threat.” Keller assassinated in apartment by masked intruder speaking Russian. USB-stick containing decrypted data stolen. Simultaneous blackout enabled theft of Gilgamesh tablet from Pergamon Museum. 

Field Report:

Keller displayed high cognitive strain but maintained operational focus. Final transmission confirmed link between Russian code and Gilgamesh narrative. Intruder demonstrated advanced evasion and precision marksmanship. 

Museum guard subdued during theft, body concealed. Three masked operatives executed precision extraction of artefact. 

Strategic Assessment. 

Events confirm Eclipse Consortium coordination with Russian GRU assets. Gilgamesh reference indicates symbolic and operational significance. 

USB-stick likely contains cryptographic key to wider sabotage network. Berlin now identified as active theatre of hostile operations.

Recommendation. 

Immediate Alpha 7 deployment to Berlin. 

Secure remaining code fragments from Keller’s systems. Intercept communications linked to Pergamon theft. Coordinate with German BND for forensic sweep. Prepare Alpha 7 for simultaneous operations in Berlin and Istanbul.

End of Report.
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CHAPTER 2
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Istanbul, 01:12, Bosporus Strait.

The Bosporus shimmered beneath the moonlight, a silver artery dividing continents, its surface broken only by the distant passage of cargo ships and the occasional flicker of a ferry’s light. Istanbul slept, but beneath the city’s ancient stones, secrets moved. From the depths, a black hull emerged, slicing through the waves with silent purpose. The Turkish flag was raised—a red field, crescent and star—projecting the illusion of routine naval patrol. To any observer on the shore, nothing seemed amiss.

Inside the submarine, tension was palpable. The command module was bathed in the blue glow of monitors, the air thick with anticipation. Lieutenant Cem Yilmaz, a young but seasoned technician, worked swiftly at his console, sweat beading on his brow despite the chill. He glanced at the mission clock, then at the encrypted orders displayed on his screen. Each line of code he entered brought them closer to the objective. The blackout would last no more than forty minutes, but in that window, history could be rewritten. Above, the city’s lights flickered and died. In Kağıthane, streetlamps surrendered to darkness, apartment blocks fell silent, and the Ottoman Archives—Osmanlı Arşivi—were plunged into a void. The city’s pulse slowed, as if holding its breath. A narrow boat slipped from the submarine’s side, its engine barely a whisper. Five masked figures climbed aboard, their movements rehearsed and efficient. At the bow, the commander—known only as “Kurt”—raised a gloved hand, signalling forward. The boat cut across the inky water, heading for a shadowed inlet near the archive’s rear entrance. Behind them, the submarine sank once more, its false flag fluttering briefly before vanishing into the depths. The marble corridors of the Osmanlı Arşivi were haunted by echoes. The commando unit moved with the precision of phantoms, boots barely making a sound on the polished stone. Each man knew his role; each gesture was a language of discipline. At the sealed chamber, Kurt gestured sharply. A shaped charge was placed, the hiss of the fuse barely audible. The lock surrendered with a muted pop.

Inside, the air was thick with the scent of old paper and dust. Shelves groaned under the weight of forgotten histories. In the centre of the chamber stood a battered wooden box, its lid marked with faded ink: Iraq, 1910. One of the men, his hands trembling despite his training, bent to lift it. He hesitated, breath catching in his throat. Yes, understood, commander...” he whispered, then, almost involuntarily, muttere “Oleg...” The name hung in the air, a fracture in discipline. Kurt’s eyes flashed, cold and unforgiving. Silence fell, heavier than the darkness. The box was carried out with reverence, as if it contained not just artefacts but the weight of centuries. In the corridor beyond, a satellite phone blinked to life. The commander typed a string of characters, the signal pulsing into the night sky. High above Istanbul, an Eclipse satellite caught the transmission. The words were stark, encrypted, but unmistakable: Here Istanbul. We have Pandora’s box, Oleg. The unit vanished into the night, the blackout still cloaking their escape. In the city above, life began to stir. A lone taxi driver, waiting for a fare, glanced up as the lights flickered back to life. He thought nothing of the brief darkness, unaware that history had shifted beneath his wheels. Hours later, as dawn crept over the Bosporus, the archive’s secrets were already gone. The director of the Osmanlı Arşivi arrived early, as was his habit, and found the main corridor eerily silent. The security system had reset itself, but a faint smell of explosives lingered in the air. He hurried to the sealed chamber, heart pounding. The door hung ajar, the lock twisted and blackened. Inside, the shelves were undisturbed—except for the empty space where the box had stood for decades. Elsewhere in the city, the commando unit disbanded, each member vanishing into the labyrinth of Istanbul’s backstreets. The box was transferred to a waiting van, its windows blacked out. The driver, a nondescript man in a faded jacket, took a circuitous route through the city, passing mosques and markets, blending into the morning traffic. At a discreet warehouse near the Golden Horn, the cargo was unloaded and passed to a courier with a diplomatic passport. Within hours, the artefacts would be on a flight to St Petersburg, destined for the hands of the Eclipse Consortium. But Istanbul is a city of eyes and whispers. In a smoky teahouse near the Galata Bridge, a journalist named Selim Kaya nursed his third glass of çay, watching the city awaken. He had noticed the blackout, the unusual police presence near the archives, the unmarked van that left before sunrise. Selim’s instincts, honed by years of chasing stories through the city’s veins, told him something was amiss. He scribbled notes in his battered notebook, resolving to follow the trail. Meanwhile, in Paris, Alpha 7’s headquarters was a hive of activity. The team had received fragmented reports: a blackout in Istanbul, a breach at the Ottoman Archives, encrypted chatter intercepted by their listening posts. Damian Carter paced the command centre, his expression grim. “This is no ordinary theft,” he said. “They knew exactly what they were after.” “The message was routed through three proxies, but the signature matches Eclipse Consortium operations.”

But the crisis was not confined to Istanbul. Berlin had become a new epicenter of danger.

News had just reached the team: Markus Keller, a trusted cryptographer, had been murdered in his Prenzlauer Berg apartment. Keller had been working to break a Russian transmission—one that referenced ‘Gilgamesh’ as a key to something far greater. His final message to MI6, “Gilgamesh – Flood narrative – immediate threat,” blinked on his monitor as the intruder struck. The killer, speaking Russian, stole a USB-stick containing Keller’s research and vanished into the Berlin night. Simultaneously, the Pergamon Museum was shrouded in darkness. Three masked intruders, exploiting the blackout, executed a precision theft. Their target: the Gilgamesh tablet, an artefact of immeasurable value. The night watchman was subdued, and the tablet disappeared into the city’s shadows. Damian Carter turned to the team, voice tense: “We have a code, a murder, a theft. Everything points to Gilgamesh. This is no coincidence. This is an attack on Europe.” Julien Moreau nodded. “We must act quickly. The enemy is organised, ruthless, and has access to technology that may surpass our own.” Eleanor Blake analysed Keller’s code fragments. “The patterns connect to old Ottoman expeditions. This is more than an archaeological matter. This is geopolitics.”

Victoria Langley mobilised her network, reaching out to contacts in Berlin and London. Oliver Grant and Sebastian Turner prepared for field operations. “We need to get to Berlin. The trail is still fresh.” Isabella Lefevre tracked suspicious financial transactions, while Etienne Dubois intercepted panicked communications between Russian agents. Claire Fontaine examined the stolen tablet’s unique features, and Lucien Martin considered the scientific implications.

Clovis, the strategic leader, surveyed the room. “We are at war. Not just with the Eclipse Consortium, but with a network intent on undermining the very foundations of Europe. We must work together, act swiftly, and make no mistakes.” “The message was routed through three proxies, but the signature matches Eclipse Consortium operations. And the name Oleg—he’s their field commander.” Julien Moreau tapped a map of Istanbul, highlighting possible escape routes. “They’ll move the artefact quickly. We need eyes at every airport, every border crossing.” Victoria Langley, already on the phone with her contacts in Turkish intelligence, relayed updates in clipped French. “The local authorities are baffled. No fingerprints, no witnesses. But there’s a rumour—a journalist asking questions. Selim Kaya. He might be useful.” As the sun rose over Paris, Alpha 7 prepared to move. The stakes had risen. The theft in Istanbul was not an isolated incident; it was a piece of a larger puzzle, one that stretched from Berlin to London, from the ruins of Uruk to the corridors of power in Moscow and Paris. Back in Istanbul, Selim Kaya followed his instincts through the city’s waking streets. He spoke to a cleaner who had seen masked men near the archives, to a taxi driver who remembered a nervous passenger with a heavy box. Piece by piece, the story began to take shape—a story of secrets stolen in the night, of power shifting hands, of a city that had once again become the crossroads of history. And so, as the day unfolded, the consequences of that silent raid on the Bosporus began to ripple outward—across borders, across alliances, across the fragile balance of a world on the brink.

NSA-Report-MMXXV-X-II.

Codename: MISSION THE LEGACY OF GILGAMESH.

Classification: TOP SECRET.

Date of Observation: REDACTED.

Location: Istanbul/ Bosporus Strait/ Ottoman Archives.

Summary:

Encrypted transmission intercepted during Istanbul blackout. Commando unit extracted box marked “Iraq 1910.” Message contained reference to “Pandora’s Box” and direct mention of Oleg Kaperski. Artefacts transferred via diplomatic courier toward St Petersburg.

Field Report:

Lieutenant Cem Yilmaz executed blackout protocol with precision. Five masked operatives infiltrated Ottoman Archives. Shaped charge used to breach sealed chamber. Box removed and secured for transport. Local journalist Selim Kaya observed unusual police presence and unmarked van. Submarine disguised under Turkish flag provided covert extraction.

Strategic Assessment:

Operation consistent with Eclipse Consortium modus operandi. High probability of coordination with Russian GRU assets. Artefact may contain Mesopotamian flood narrative linked to Gilgamesh. Blackout demonstrates advanced cyber-sabotage capability. Local journalist represents potential intelligence source or security risk.

Recommendation:

Immediate Alpha 7 deployment to Istanbul. 

Secure secondary intercepts and prevent transfer to St Petersburg. Initiate surveillance on Selim Kaya as potential source. Coordinate with Turkish intelligence for forensic sweep of archives. Prepare Alpha 7 for parallel operations in Berlin and Istanbul.

End of Report.
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CHAPTER 3 
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London, 22:47, Canary Wharf Data Centre.

A crimson alarm pulsed across the encrypted Alpha 7 feed in Paris, its insistent glow reflected in the eyes of Damian Carter as he leaned over the console. The data streaming from London was erratic, punctuated by bursts of static and the abrupt cessation of Keller’s transmission. The critical data centre near Canary Wharf had been struck—sabotage, swift and silent, severing the lifeline that connected Berlin’s final message to the heart of Alpha 7’s operations.

Julien Moreau’s voice cut through the tension in the command room, clipped and urgent. “This is no coincidence. Berlin, Istanbul... and now London. The Eclipse Consortium is hitting us on three fronts.” Carter straightened, his jaw set with resolve. “Then Alpha 7 moves tonight. We cannot wait for NATO or MI6. This is ours.”

The marble reception hall of Alpha 7’s Parisian headquarters was a study in contrasts—classical grandeur masking the nerve centre below. Behind the disguised library door, the command room glowed with screens and encrypted feeds. Carter entered briskly, his coat still damp from the Paris rain. Julien Moreau was already at the central console, flanked by Eleanor Blake and Isabella Lefevre. “Three incidents in less than two hours. Berlin, Istanbul, London. All converging on the same theme: Gilgamesh,” Moreau said, his tone clipped. A holographic map lit up, red markers pulsing across Europe. Keller’s assassination in Berlin, the Pergamon theft, the Istanbul archive raid, and the sabotage in London all appeared in sequence. Eleanor Blake adjusted her glasses, scrolling through Keller’s unfinished cipher. “The fragments he referenced match the Flood narrative. If the Pergamon theft and the Istanbul archive box are connected, then the Consortium is reconstructing a lost variant of Gilgamesh. Embedded in those texts are coordinates, ancient expedition markers, possibly linked to sites in Iraq or Syria.” Isabella Lefevre leaned forward, her voice precise. “Financial chatter shows sudden transfers through Belgrade and Nice. The Red Star casino is laundering funds for this operation. They are paying mercenaries to move artefacts across borders. The London sabotage was designed to cut our access to Keller’s code before we could decrypt it.” Damian Carter’s jaw tightened. “And John Gibbs? He’s in Istanbul tonight. He bought a tablet from Eskicioğlu Antik. If that piece is authentic, he’s holding exactly what Orlov is trying to steal. Gibbs is not one of us, but he’s now a target.” Julien Moreau nodded grimly. “Which means Alpha 7 must move. We cannot leave Gibbs exposed. He flies to London at dawn. If the Consortium intercepts him, the tablet is lost.” Victoria Langley spoke sharply. “Why Gilgamesh? Why now? Orlov doesn’t care about archaeology. He cares about leverage. If these fragments contain coded references to water control, flood narratives, or ancient engineering, they could be weaponised as propaganda—or worse, as blueprints for climate manipulation.”

Seb Turner crossed his arms, his voice low and steady. “Then we treat Gibbs as an asset. Protect
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