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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: MISSION PELICAN DOWN.

Sunday, 27 October 2025.

Two continents. One day. Two unexplained crashes that will shake the foundations of global security.

South China Sea, 14:45 – 15:15 local time.
A routine patrol turns into chaos. An MH-60R Sea Hawk helicopter and an F/A-18F Super Hornet fighter jet, both launched from the USS Nimitz, plunge into the sea without warning. The skies are clear, the weather calm. No distress calls. No mechanical failures reported. The crews survive, but their accounts raise more questions than answers: “Everything was normal... and then it wasn’t.”

Antarctica, near McMurdo Station.
At almost the same moment, two helicopters supporting a scientific mission vanish under equally mysterious circumstances: a Bell 412 and a prototype Eurocopter AS 550 TENNEC, codename Pelican. Both crash-land in the frozen wilderness. All crew members are rescued, shaken but alive. Cause: unknown.

At Alpha 7 Headquarters, Paris.  

The alert flashes across screens:  

Pelican Down – Antarctica.  Two birds down – USS Nimitz, South China Sea.” 

Coincidence? Or the first tremor of a global threat no one saw coming?
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CHAPTER 1 
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McMurdo Station – Antarctica at 09:12 Local Time.
The wind clawed at the metal siding of the hangar, a constant, hollow roar that seemed to come from the ends of the earth. Antarctica was a place that stripped everything down to its essence: cold, silence, and survival. Inside the hangar, the Pelican gleamed under harsh fluorescent lights, its matte composite skin absorbing the glare like a predator hiding in plain sight. Dr. Elise Marchand stood with her arms folded, watching technicians run final checks on the Eurocopter AS 550 TENNEC prototype (codename: Pelican). To most of the world, this helicopter did not exist. To France and Britain, it was the future-a machine that could vanish from radar, think for itself, and fly where no other rotorcraft could. “AI-systems green,” called a voice from the cockpit. The pilot, Captain Ryan Blake, leaned forward, fingers brushing the glass interface that pulsed with soft blue light. The Pelican’s flight deck looked more like a spacecraft than a helicopter: no analogue dials, no clutter, just a seamless curve of screens and adaptive controls. “Stealth integrity confirmed,” added the co-pilot. “Thermal masking engaged.” Outside, the Bell 412 sat like an old workhorse, its fuselage crusted with ice. Two worlds in one hangar: the past and the future.
Blake glanced at Marchand. “You sure about this route?” She nodded. “We need to push the AI in extreme conditions. If Pelican can handle this, it can handle anything.” The engines spooled up, a low hum that vibrated through the hangar floor. The Pelican lifted, rotors slicing the frozen air with surgical precision. The Bell followed, lumbering into the white void beyond the runway. 

09:27 Local Time - Over the Ross Ice Shelf.
The world was nothing but white and sky. Blake adjusted his visor, eyes flicking across the HUD. Everything was perfect. The AI handled micro-adjustments with inhuman grace, compensating for gusts before he even felt them.
“Altitude stable,” said the co-pilot. “Navigation locked.” Then came the flicker. A pulse across the main display, so fast it could have been a glitch. Blake frowned. “Did you see that?” “Probably a sensor refresh,” replied the co-pilot. “Systems green.” But the hum followed. Low, resonant, crawling through the headset like a whisper from the deep. Blake felt it in his teeth, a vibration that made his jaw ache. “Ryan...” The co-pilot’s voice cracked. “Controls are... heavy.” Blake pulled at the cyclic. Nothing. The Pelican dipped, slow at first, then faster. “AI override engaged,” he barked. The system chirped in response, calm and clinical: Stabilisation protocol active. But the nose kept dropping. “Hydraulics normal,” said the co-pilot, panic rising. “Engines nominal. Ryan, we’re losing it-” The Bell 412 was already spiralling, its rotors carving desperate arcs into the white void. Blake caught a glimpse of it through the canopy before the horizon tilted and the ice rushed up like a blade. The last thing he heard was the hum, swelling into a roar that drowned out everything else. 

South China Sea - 15:08 Local Time.
The waves were calm, almost mocking the chaos above. Two SAR helicopters skimmed the surface, their rotors whipping spray into the air as rescue divers plunged into the blue. The Sea Hawk lay half-submerged, its tail jutting like a broken limb. Fifty metres away, the Super Hornet was little more than twisted metal, its fuselage torn open by impact. “Crew located!” The voice crackled over the comms. “Both alive. Repeat, both alive.” On the deck of USS Nimitz, relief was muted. No one cheered. Two aircraft lost in clear weather, without warning, was not an accident. The CIC was a hive of controlled panic, officers hunched over screens, replaying telemetry that made no sense. “Electromagnetic spike twelve seconds before loss of control,” muttered the chief analyst. “No radar locks. No missile signatures. No mechanical faults.” The commanding officer stared at the data, jaw tight. “Then what the hell brought them down?” No one answered.
Antarctica - 09:54 Local Time.
The ice shelf stretched to infinity, a white desert under a sky of steel. Two rescue teams battled the wind, their snowcats crawling across the frozen expanse. The Bell 412 was a mangled carcass, its rotor blades twisted like broken wings. The Pelican lay half-buried in snow, eerily intact, its stealth skin absorbing the pale light like a phantom. Captain Ryan Blake was pulled from the cockpit, his visor cracked, breath fogging in the bitter air. He was conscious, but his eyes were wide, unfocused. “What happened?” shouted a medic over the wind. Blake’s lips moved, barely audible. “It... felt like gravity... shifted.” The medic frowned. “Say again?” But Blake was already slipping into silence, the hum still echoing in his skull. Inside the Pelican, the AI core was still active, its interface pulsing faintly. A single line of text glowed on the main display: 
Stabilisation Protocol Failed. External Force Detected.

McMurdo Station - 11:12 Local Time.
The hangar was silent except for the hiss of heaters and the distant howl of wind. Technicians circled the Pelican like surgeons around a patient, scanning its systems for faults that did not exist. “No structural damage,” said one. “Hydraulics intact. Engines clean.” “Then why did it fall?” asked Dr. Marchand, voice sharp. 
The technician hesitated. “Because something made it fall.” 

USS Nimitz - Combat Information Centre -15:32 Local Time.
The CIC was a furnace of tension. Screens glowed with telemetry that refused to make sense, officers hunched over consoles like surgeons over a dying patient. “Both aircraft recovered,” reported the SAR coordinator. “Crews stable. No injuries.” The commanding officer barely nodded. His eyes were locked on the data feed scrolling across the main display. “Replay the last ninety seconds,” he ordered. The analyst tapped a sequence. The Sea Hawk’s flight path appeared, a clean line until it buckled downward like a snapped spine. Beside it, the Super Hornet’s trajectory mirrored the same fatal curve. “No warnings,” said the analyst. “No mechanical faults. But look-” He zoomed in on a graph. A spike in electromagnetic readings, sharp and unnatural, twelve seconds before control loss.
The CO’s jaw tightened. “Source?” “Unknown. Could be environmental, but...” The analyst hesitated. “The pattern looks... engineered.”

The word hung in the air like a blade. Engineered. 

McMurdo Station - 11:48 Local Time.
The hangar was a theatre of controlled chaos. Technicians swarmed the Pelican, their breath fogging in the icy air as heaters blasted against the cold. The helicopter lay like a fallen predator, its stealth skin flawless, its AI core pulsing faintly. Dr. Elise Marchand paced the perimeter, phone pressed to her ear. “Yes, Minister, I understand the implications,” she said in clipped French. “But listen to me-the Pelican did not fail. Something interfered.” She ended the call and turned to the lead engineer. “What have you got?” The man looked pale. “No structural damage. Hydraulics intact. Engines clean. But the AI-logs...” He swallowed. “They show an override attempt. External force detected.” Marchand froze. “External force? From where?”
Before he could answer, a comms officer burst in, snow clinging to his parka. “Ma’am, you need to see this.” He held out a tablet. On the screen, a sonar map flickered with static. At the edge of the Ross Sea, a shadow moved-long, sleek, and silent. “Submarine?” Marchand asked.

The officer shook his head. “Not one of ours. And not Chinese, either. Signature doesn’t match anything in the database.” Marchand stared at the ghostly silhouette sliding beneath the ice. A chill ran deeper than the Antarctic
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