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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: AURORA BOREALIS.

Bear Island did not announce what it had taken. The sea absorbed the event before language reached it. No public signal followed. No emergency transmission entered open channels. No visible chain of consequence rose above the surface. What happened there remained below the threshold at which loss becomes official. Two French submarines had entered the northern water under parameters few men were permitted to know in full. Both were linked to Aurora Borealis, a classified stealth-defence program whose value exceeded ordinary military accounting. The system was not yet doctrine. It was not yet history. It remained what such projects always remained until tested by reality. Promise. Investment. Strategic temptation. Then reality arrived first. The contact was abrupt, close and final enough to destroy sequence before sequence could be understood. One boat disappeared into failing structure and broken depth without returning to any recoverable pattern. The other survived only by remaining intact longer than the event itself had any right to permit. By the time it turned south again, damaged and carrying knowledge no official channel could afford to receive, the water around Bear Island had already resumed its preferred condition. Silence. The first notices did not travel through naval language. They travelled through restricted compartments in Paris where the question was not what had happened, but what the state could survive being known. Two submarines tied to a very secret program. One lost with all hands. One returned damaged enough to become a category of risk in its own right. No attribution. No public explanation. Too much money. Too much strategy. Too much prestige already committed to a project that could not endure exposure at the moment of failure. So the first decisions did not concern rescue. They concerned containment. Files narrowed before they settled. Access tightened before requests matured. Timelines were reduced. Names moved inward. One of those names had already started to trouble the structure. Another was already becoming useful in a different way. By the time Aurora Borealis acquired formal shape inside the system, it no longer existed only as innovation. It existed as danger. Above Bear Island, the sea remained cold, grey and empty in the ordinary northern way. Below it, one submarine lay lost beyond recall. Another carried damage south into secrecy. And in Paris, long before anyone outside the compartment was permitted to understand what had begun, the work of denial was already in motion. 
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CHAPTER 1
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Paris, Alpha 7 HQ. 

The hidden door slides open without a sound, concealed within a panel on the uppermost floor of Alpha 7 Headquarters, and as it yields, the atmosphere shifts entirely. Damian Carter’s library study is not a command centre, but a private world of its own. Floor-to-ceiling shelves hold leather-bound volumes and carefully kept memories, while the fireplace burns steadily, casting a warm amber glow across the room. The terrace doors stand open, the cool Parisian evening air slipping inside as the city transitions from daylight to shadow. Nearby, Emmy Carter sits bathed in firelight. Dressed in an elegant red gown, she plays with quiet precision, the deep, resonant tones of her cello filling the space with something both intimate and enduring. Across the room, Damian paces slowly, thoughtfully. A fine glass of cognac rests untouched on the table beside him. His gaze moves across the gallery of images lining the walls, fragments of past operations, lives intersected and altered, moments only he fully understands. He pauses at one image, lingering, then exhales softly and turns away. The music draws him, as it always does. His steps soften as he crosses the room, unwilling to disturb the fragile calm she creates. When he reaches her, he lets his hand rest briefly against her shoulder, grounding himself in her presence. He leans in, placing a gentle kiss at her neck, and in a low voice, close and sincere, he whispers, “I love you.” The final note lingers in the room, fading slowly into the quiet that follows. Damian had been looking forward to the long weekend ahead, a rare stretch of time untouched by operations or interruptions. Tonight was meant for stillness, for the quiet comfort of home, and tomorrow evening he had reserved a table at Tour d’Argent, a deliberate choice, something timeless, refined, and far removed from the shadows of Alpha 7. Damian moves slowly along the row of old photographs, his fingers occasionally brushing the frames as if tracing fragments of a life long past and carefully remembered. The firelight flickers softly across the glass, illuminating faces frozen in another era. He pauses at one image in particular. It shows his father, younger, composed, standing among a group of newly graduated students at the École Polytechnique. Pride is visible even in the stillness of the photograph, a quiet certainty of future purpose. Damian’s gaze narrows slightly as he studies the familiar figure, then shifts to the others standing beside him. Names, histories, alliances, all layered beneath what appears at first glance to be a simple commemorative moment. One face holds his attention. Even then, there is something unmistakable in the posture, the discipline, the sharpness behind the eyes. Étienne de Poitiers. Now a general. Now a man whose path, like his father’s, had led into the hidden architecture of power and secrecy. Damian lingers, the connection settling quietly into place, though not yet fully understood. Behind him, Emmy’s music continues to fill the room, warm and alive. Outside, Paris breathes, unaware. Damian’s gaze lingers on the photograph, the firelight shifting softly across the glass. For a moment, the room fades, replaced by a fragment of memory, distant yet precise. He can still hear his father’s voice, calm and deliberate, spoken years ago but never forgotten. Not a casual remark. Not advice given lightly. Something measured. Something intentional. His father had looked at him differently then, with a weight that only made sense much later. “If there ever comes a time when something truly serious happens,” he had said quietly, “and I am no longer there... you will contact General de Poitiers. He is a member of the same Order as I am. Do you understand?” The word had stayed with him, not fully explained, never repeated. The Order. Damian had nodded at the time, though he had not yet understood what it meant, or why it mattered. Now, standing in the warm stillness of his study, with Emmy’s music drifting gently behind him and the night air moving through the open doors, the memory resurfaces with unexpected clarity. His eyes settle once more on the face in the photograph. Étienne de Poitiers. Not just a name. Not just a distant connection. Something deeper. Something his father had trusted beyond explanation. The park is thinning out as the last of the evening light fades between the trees, casting long, quiet shadows across the gravel paths. General Lejeune walks alone, his bearing unmistakable even in civilian dress, a man accustomed to command, secrecy and the burden of carrying things that should never pass through ordinary hands. One gloved hand remains inside the pocket of his coat, his fingers resting lightly against the small metal cylinder hidden there. Its weight is negligible. Its importance is not. He dislikes this kind of transfer. It is too exposed, too dependent on timing, too reliant on the illusion that Paris at dusk can still offer anonymity to men like him. Yet the instruction had been exact. A brief encounter. No deviation. No unnecessary words. Ahead of him, near a bench half concealed beneath low branches, a woman stands as though she has paused for no more than a moment to check the time. Dark coat. Unremarkable handbag. A stillness so complete it almost disappears into the evening around her. Anna. Lejeune slows only slightly as he approaches. Their eyes meet for no more than an instant. No greeting passes between them that would draw notice. She steps closer as though making room for someone crossing behind her. The movement is small, perfectly judged. “You’re late,” she says quietly. “By less than a minute.” “Long enough.” A couple passes behind them on the path, speaking too softly to be remembered. Lejeune keeps his gaze ahead. Anna does not look at him directly now. Her hand rises briefly, as though adjusting the fall of her scarf. For the smallest fraction of a second, her wrist touches his sleeve. That is all. No flourish. No visible exchange. No clumsy concealment. Only a moment of contact so slight it would not survive memory in any ordinary witness. Lejeune feels nothing unusual. He registers only that the cylinder still rests where it should inside his pocket. He does not know that it is no longer the one he arrived with. Anna steps back first. “Go home,” she says. “And wait.” “For what?” “You’ll know.” He does not like the answer, but this was never meant to be a conversation. He inclines his head once, turns and walks away without looking back. By the time he reaches the park gate, Anna has already disappeared into the deepening grey between the trees. Across the city, General Étienne de Poitiers walks alone towards the edge of a quiet avenue, his thoughts moving faster than his steps. He has spent too many hours in recent days inside restricted files, asking the wrong questions in the wrong places from the point of view of men who prefer silence to correction. He no longer believes in coincidence. Not in access patterns. Not in missing pages. Not in Lejeune. He reaches the zebra crossing and pauses as the light changes. The car appears too quickly. There is no horn, no braking, no human hesitation in the line it takes towards him. The impact is immediate and brutal, throwing him sideways into the spill of streetlight before the vehicle vanishes into the evening traffic as though it had been nothing more than another car on another road. For several seconds no one understands what they have seen. Then voices rise. Footsteps rush in. People kneel beside him, startled, urgent, helpless. De Poitiers is still alive when they reach him, but only just. His lips move. The effort costs too much. Whatever he had understood dies with him there beneath the city lights before it can become accusation. Far below the streets, a metro train glides into the station beneath a wash of fluorescent light. General Lejeune stands among the crowd with one hand on the pole, his face unreadable, his thoughts already turning inward. The transfer is complete, he tells himself. One more careful movement inside a system built on careful movements. As the doors open, the crowd folds forward in a single compressed motion. Someone brushes past him awkwardly, an umbrella catching against his leg. A muttered apology. A minor irritation already dissolving into the noise. Lejeune steps onto the platform and continues without slowing. By the time he reaches home, the city has settled into its late-hour rhythm. He removes his coat, moves through familiar routines and only then feels it; not pain, not at first, but a faint and creeping wrongness, as though his body has shifted half a degree out of alignment. He pauses, presses a hand briefly against his leg and frowns. Nothing. He tells himself it is fatigue. The week. The pressure. Too little sleep, too much strain. He sits down. Minutes
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