
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Jack Falcon And The Shadow Dirigible

        

        
        
          Martin Swan

        

        
          Published by Martin Swan, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      JACK FALCON AND THE SHADOW DIRIGIBLE

    

    
      First edition. October 22, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Martin Swan.

    

    
    
      Written by Martin Swan.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Jack Falcon and the Shadow Dirigible


[image: ]




Contents


	The Ghost in the Dawn

	Boarding the Impossible

	The Ship That Knew His Name

	The Laboratory of Breath

	Reznik Moves First

	The First Test of Breath

	Sparks Enters the Net

	Descent Toward the Leviathan

	The Leviathan Rises

	Breath Meets Iron

	The First Breath of Dawn

	The Wind That Remembers War

	The Second Blow

	The Irreversible Stage

	A Single Breath Decides the World



CHAPTER ONE — THE GHOST IN THE DAWN

The Baltic did not wake gently.

It shuddered into consciousness under a colourless dawn — a leaden expanse of water stretched to the horizon like metal under frost — the sky above it a cold sheet of diluted silver. No birds. No shipping lanes alive yet. Just a low wet mist, electrified in pale light, crawling in slow trails between waves like the breath of something half-dead, half-watching.

And through that fog came the airship.

No sound at first. Just presence.

It broke the horizon like a ghost surfacing from a forgotten war — enormous, silent, drifting impossibly low and slow over the steel-grey water. Not quite real. Not quite machine. A pale monolith, three hundred metres long at least, all stilled gravity and frozen intent — an artefact of an era that should be buried, unspoken.

Something that should not exist in 1948.

At 05:14 hours, in a decrepit Soviet coast-watching outpost north of Liepāja, a Latvian conscript made the sign of the cross and dropped his telescope.

He would be dead forty minutes later.

At 08:20, Jack Falcon stepped off a fog-slick train into departing sunlight at King’s Cross Station, London — coat collar turned up, hat shadowing his eyes, Blackford briefcase swinging lightly at his right side. He looked like a mathematician. Or an art dealer. Or a poet recently returned from Rome.

Falcon was none of those things.

He moved through the station with the unhurried precision of a man who knew he was not being watched — not yet — scanning faces, footsteps, micro hesitations in the crowd with the unconscious predatory instincts that had become muscle memory since North Africa, since Burma, since Berlin.

The war was over.

Falcon did not believe it.

A boy in a newsboy cap was shouting something in clipped Cockney, thrusting damp newspapers into boarding businessmen.

FALCON TOOK ONE.

UNSINKABLE AIRSHIP SIGHTED OVER BALTIC — SOVIETS DENY INCIDENT

The print blurred under the morning damp.

Falcon did not blink.

Department 7 Headquarters — Unlisted Sub-Level, Treasury Offices, Whitehall

09:03 hours

The room was dim, heavy with papers and tobacco heat, old brass lamps reflecting rain-streaked London daylight through security-masked windows. A backward-ticking clock — the same impossible mechanism Falcon had seen in several theatres of near-apocalypse — clicked wrong against the air like a heartbeat from a mirror universe.

Major Evelyn Marchand stood waiting — cigarette unlit between cold fingers, steel-grey eyes sharp even in stillness.

“Falcon.”

“Major.”

“You’ve seen the paper.”

“Yes.”

Pause.

“That,” she said, “is the least alarming description of what was actually witnessed.”

She slid a grainy wet-developed photograph across the desk.

Falcon studied it.

Mist. Dawn. Baltic waters barely lit — and there, emerging like a dead god from the fog —

— a Zeppelin-class war dirigible. Unmistakable. Not hydrogen-driven civilian nostalgia. This was military lineage. Pre-war Hindenburg silhouette — but wrong. Subtly expanded. Modified. Bulked with unregistered structural architecture.

And — this was the detail that arrested him —

Winged ventral gondolas. Experimental. Unrecorded.

“Where did this come from?”

“Latvian coastwatch. Soviet possession now. The man who took it — dead. The outpost burned.”

Falcon’s jaw tightened.

Marchand’s voice settled, low.

“Officially, the LZ-113 STURMWALZER was lost in 1940 over the North Sea.”

Falcon glanced up. “Officially.”

She nodded once.

“In reality — final sighting was classified Nachtatem project. Experimental nerve-agent dispersal architecture. Strategic city-kill in under four minutes. Germany never completed it before collapse.”

“And now it’s flying again.”

Marchand took a breath.

“Over Baltic waters, unmarked, no transponder, under perfect thermal silhouette suppression. Which means—”

“It didn’t just survive,” Falcon finished quietly.

“It evolved.”

Marchand met his eyes.

“There’s a briefing chamber prepared. You leave tonight. Copenhague first. Then — eastern sea insertion.”

Pause.

Then, softly, reverently, as one issues an execution warrant:

“You are not boarding this airship on the ground, Falcon.”

Falcon simply nodded.

Of course not.

He was going to infiltrate it in the air.

Night.

Copenhagen Central Station was dead quiet at 23:47 — too quiet for a European capital still pretending peacetime. The war was over on paper, but the air carried the tension of a city used to listening before moving. Lights were dimmed by decree. Conversations died when footsteps approached. No one lingered beneath the blue lamps long enough to be remembered.

Jack Falcon moved through it like part of the architecture.

Black coat. Unmarked valise. No hesitation.

His false identity for this phase was already in motion — Lithuanian maritime intelligence attaché. Papers that would withstand any Danish inspection, and collapse under any Soviet one — deliberately. His true clearance lay in the pockets beneath the formal ones.

Track 11. Last outbound night-post train toward Malmö — final non-official transport before the Baltic line ran black.

From Malmö, he would vanish.

Carriage 4.

No lights except moonlight pulsing faintly through frosted glass as the train hissed to life and slid into motion, steel whispering against steel as Copenhagen began to fall behind them.

Falcon sat alone.

No newspaper now.

Just the photograph — the one Marchand had shown him — held inside his coat. He did not look at it.

He replayed instead the briefing she had delivered after that one, quiet, definitive sentence:

You are not boarding this airship on the ground, Falcon.

Department 7 had prepared no plan involving a landing zone. That option was fantasy. The dirigible would never be allowed to land anywhere civilised — not if the Soviets were hunting it, not if its owners wanted it unseen.

No — Falcon would enter it in the sky.

He already knew what that meant.

He had done it once before.

Burma. 1944. A Japanese Ki-57 transport, night-loaded with bioweapons bound for Changsha. Improvised boarding via a C-47 Dakota parachute rigged sideways and cut loose at the perfect second.

The Japanese never knew they had already been boarded before they reached their target.

Falcon still woke sometimes hearing that wind.

The Baltic wind would be worse.

Much worse.

And that was before considering the dirigible’s unknown architecture.

He closed his eyes.

For two full minutes, he did not move.

He slowed his own breathing until the rhythm matched the train itself.

Clarity.

Objective focus.

No fear.

Fear got you imaginative — and imagination got you killed.

Door.

Carriage door — soft metal click.

Falcon’s eyes opened without moving his head.

Footsteps. Slow. Purposeful.

Not a conductor.

Someone pretending not to be what they were.

Falcon angled his reflection in the window. Saw only the faintest movement — long coat — left hand concealed.

Enemy? Danish secret police? Soviet eyes already on him?

The footsteps reached his door.

Paused.

Falcon’s right hand was already on the weapon that wasn’t registered to any nation.

The door slid open.

“Easy, Jack.”

Sparks.

Bandaged right hand. That perpetual half-smile that never quite hid the war behind his eyes.
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