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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: OCCITANIA.

Nothing announced its beginning. It had no date that could be agreed upon. No record that could be trusted. Only a line that had been drawn long before anyone now living would have recognised it as such. The document was placed on the table without ceremony. No title. No mark of authority. Only a seal that was not meant to be recognised outside those who already understood its presence. The hand that placed it there did not hesitate. It had done so before.

The room held its silence. Stone. Wood. Light that did not fully enter. Across the table, another hand did not reach for the document immediately.
That was the first rule. Nothing was taken until its place had been understood. “Is it complete?” a voice asked. Not in doubt. In confirmation. The answer came without delay. “It is intact.” That was sufficient. The document was opened. Not from the first page. Never from the first page. The third. Then the fourth. The interval between them. A single strand of hair was placed carefully across the binding. Not decoration. Not ritual. Control. The page was turned. Names. Not formatted. Not structured. Written as if they had always existed before they had been recorded. One of them was not meant to be there. It remained anyway. “Will it continue?” the voice asked. The answer did not come immediately. The hand moved again, closing the document without marking what had been seen. “It never stopped.” The room did not react to the statement. It did not need to. Outside, whatever world existed beyond those walls continued in its own belief that it understood itself. Inside, nothing required belief. Only continuity. The document was returned to its place. Not hidden. Not displayed. Positioned. Where it would remain. Where it would be found. Not by chance. Never by chance. The light shifted once, briefly, against the surface of the table. Then settled.
Nothing else moved. Not then. Not ever again in a way that could be recorded. And yet, from that moment forward, everything that followed had already been decided. 
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04:00 Vernet-les-Bains, fog and cold. Mr Brun had seen that group of hikers earlier, large muscular men, not from here, moving with the wrong kind of purpose. Now he was certain. He took the Salle path along the overgrown rock face, securing the cable every few metres until he reached the small concrete hut near the ridge. He removed the key from his inner pocket, opened the steel door and stepped inside. The air was warmer but stale, carrying the smell of old wiring and damp stone. He closed the door behind him, set his torch on the metal table and switched on the overhead lamp. The light flickered once, then held. He removed his gloves, flexed his fingers and crossed to the ageing terminal mounted against the wall. The equipment hummed faintly, a tired sound he knew well. He replayed the short segment he had logged earlier. The deviation was still there. Brief. Out of place. Enough to make him climb in this weather. He entered the timestamp, checked the coordinates and opened the line to Barcelona. The carrier stabilised after a moment of static. He sent the message. One line. Nothing more. The indicator blinked twice. Transmission confirmed. He exhaled, switched off the lamp and opened the door again. The fog had thickened, swallowing the lower half of the valley. He locked the hut, clipped the key to his belt and moved back towards the descent. The cable hung beside the rock face, wet with condensation. He tested it with a firm pull. It held. He began the slow walk down, boots scraping against the narrow path. The fog shifted again, heavier now, and the ground felt slick beneath him. He reached for the cable to steady himself. The bracket moved. Not much. Just enough. The metal, weakened by years of weather, gave way under his weight. The cable slipped. His balance went with it. Mr Brun fell. No cry. No struggle. Only the brief sound of stone dislodging before the valley took everything else. Above him, the cable swung once, then stilled. The message he had sent continued towards Barcelona. 

Vernet-les-Bains, 04:10. 

Further along the trail, one of the hikers stopped, crouched, and slipped a small hydraulic cutter back into his rucksack. He closed the zip without a word. The others waited, silent, watching the fog move between the rocks. When he stood, the group continued up the path as if nothing had happened, their pace steady, their formation unchanged, their faces unreadable in the half light. 

Marriailes refuge, 04:12. The old relay cabin stood half buried in snow, a concrete box from another era. Inside, the operator wiped condensation from the analogue panel and leaned over the controls, listening to the faint distortion he had been tracking for the past ten minutes. It wasn’t weather. It wasn’t interference. It was the same deviation he had seen twice this winter, but stronger now, sharper, wrong enough to trigger the Cold War fallback. He reached for the manual switch, hesitated for a second, then pushed it down. The burst fired, a short, compressed code pulse carrying a single message: LOPEZ G. It vanished into the mountains. He exhaled, stepped back and reached for his shotgun, propped against the wall near the door. He meant only to move it aside. The stock slipped on the wet floor. The weapon fell, struck the concrete, and discharged once. The sound was swallowed by the snow outside. What he did not know was that the small gas heater in the corner had been tampered with hours earlier. The valve had been closed. The ventilation slit had been wedged open. The temperature inside the cabin was dropping faster than the storm outside. He felt it only as a shiver at first. Then a tightening in his jaw. Then a strange heaviness in his limbs. He sat down for a moment. Just to steady himself. Just to breathe. The cold did the rest. By the time the burst he had sent continued along the chain, slow and uneven through ageing infrastructure, heading south towards Barcelona, the operator was already unconscious, slumped against the wall, frost forming on his collar. Outside, the snow erased everything. 

BARCELONA, CENTRO NACIONAL DE INTELIGENCIA (CNI), 04:27. 

Director General Henres Carbal sat alone in the operations room, sipping his strong coffee and tearing small pieces from a chocolate croissant, the only breakfast he tolerated at this hour. The building was silent, the kind of institutional silence that belonged to a city still half asleep. He scrolled through the night logs with one hand, not expecting anything of value. Then he heard it. A short, dry alert tone from the analogue channel no one used anymore. He stopped mid movement, the cup hovering just above the desk. That channel never sounded. Not in months. Not in years. He set the cup down, wiped the crumbs from his fingers and leaned forward. The screen displayed a single incoming line. No header. No metadata. Just the message. “Pattern break. Haute Ariège. No civilian movement.” Carbal replayed it, checked the timestamp, then checked it again. The origin was Vernet-les-Bains. A relay station he had assumed was effectively dead. Then he heard it. A sharp, metallic tone from the analogue console on the far wall. Not a message. Not a line of text. A Cold War burst, the kind only triggered manually and only when something on the ground had gone wrong. He crossed the room. The indicator light was steady, not blinking. That meant the pattern had been sent deliberately. He pressed the playback key. A short, compressed code pulse filled the speaker. One word. LOPEZ G. He straightened. Someone in the Vernet-les-Bains sector had activated a legacy emergency trigger. No follow up. No confirmation. No voice. Just the code. Carbal stayed still, listening to the silence settle back over the room. One burst could be anything. A misfire. Weather. Old equipment waking up in the cold. He replayed it once more, slower this time, and forced himself not to react. He had learned long ago that the first signal was never the one that mattered. It was the second. Always the second. At 04:31 the console emitted a second burst, sharper than the first, but this time the origin code was different. Not Vernet-les-Bains. A station kilometres back along the chain, deeper in the mountains, and timestamped earlier. A warning that had travelled slowly through failing infrastructure until it finally reached Barcelona. Another code pulse. The same word. LOPEZ G. Carbal straightened. Two stations. Two bursts. Two points on the same line. This was no malfunction. Someone out there had triggered a Cold War emergency chain. And now he had no choice but to act. 

04:37. The console emitted a third burst. 

Clearer. Stronger. Perfectly formed. The supervisor at Neulos — the newly modernised 2026 relay station — had seen the other two activations and understood the chain. He had stabilised the carrier, corrected the modulation and sent the full, uncorrupted code. Carbal listened to the playback, the single word cutting through the static like a blade. LOPEZ G. He closed his hand around the secure line, lifted the receiver and keyed in the emergency extension. Three stations. Three bursts. One name that should never have resurfaced. Lopez G was awake.
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Barcelona, CNI Headquarters, 04:41. 

The building was no longer silent. Henres Carbal stood in the centre of the operations room, the three analogue bursts still echoing in his mind, each one sharper than the last. The fluorescent lights hummed overhead, a thin mechanical sound that suddenly felt intrusive. He replayed the final burst again, slower, isolating the modulation. No distortion. No drift. No atmospheric interference. The Neulos supervisor had stabilised the carrier with expert precision. That alone told him everything. This was not a malfunction. Not a weather anomaly. Not a relic of Cold War infrastructure waking up in the cold. Someone on the ground had triggered a chain that should never have been touched. He placed both hands on the console, leaning in, his breath steady but shallow. LOPEZ G. A name buried in sealed archives. A protocol locked behind layers of classification older than half the officers in the building. A contingency designed for one scenario only: hostile infiltration on French soil with cross-border implications. He checked the timestamps again. Vernet-les-Bains. Mariailles. Neulos. Three points forming a line across Haute Ariège, each one escalating the urgency. The first signal had been a warning. The second had been confirmation. The third was the verdict. He straightened, the decision forming before he allowed himself to acknowledge it. He crossed the room to the secure line, lifted the receiver and keyed in the internal emergency extension. The encrypted relay clicked open. “Wake the duty team,” he said. His voice was calm
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