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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: VODKA-SOJU.

The Spartak Moscov left St Petersburg under a low, colourless sky, its departure unnoticed among the routine traffic sliding out of the Gulf of Finland. The ship carried no urgency, no ceremony, no reason for anyone to remember it. Two enormous submarine reactors lay exposed on the open deck, wrapped in steel bracing and tarpaulin, their mass impossible to hide and their purpose never declared. The vessel travelled like something that trusted the world not to look too closely. It moved northwest, following the cold line of the Baltic before entering the Norwegian Sea. The air sharpened. The water darkened. The ship dimmed its lights and allowed its AIS signal to flicker, then vanish. Nothing about its movement suggested a civilian route. Nothing suggested danger either. It simply slipped into a pattern of silence that only certain vessels ever used.

Near Tromso, coastal sensors detected the first anomalies. Two warm, heavy signatures moved beneath water that should have been close to freezing. The operators hesitated, unsure whether they were seeing a malfunction or something passing through the deep. The signatures rose for a moment, sharpened, then faded. The sea erased the moment. No report was filed. No alert was raised. No one connected the readings to the ship that had just passed through the region. The Spartak Moscov continued southwest, leaving the Norwegian Sea behind and entering the open Atlantic. It kept its speed low, its lights dimmed, its presence reduced to a shadow on water that swallowed everything. The reactors on the deck caught the faintest glint of starlight, two silent shapes that did not belong on any declared manifest. By the time the ship reached the latitude of Cadiz, it was holding position in black water, still north of the Pillars of Hercules. The city’s glow was a faint smear on the horizon. No patrols approached. No pilots were alerted. The ship waited as if the sea itself had instructed it to remain still. A smaller vessel approached from the west, running without lights. No radio calls. No signals. No acknowledgement. The two hulls touched once, softly, as if the moment needed to be forgotten. A single crate was brought up from the Spartak Moscov’s lower deck. No markings. No manifest. No declared destination. The men who handled it did not speak. They moved it across the gap with the indifference of people who understood only the weight, not the meaning. The crate disappeared into the smaller vessel’s interior. Argonaut. A name never painted, never registered, but known in the margins of files that never reached daylight. Jason was gone within seconds. No trace. No witness. No record. Argonaut peeled away and vanished into the dark, turning onto a vector that would never intersect the Strait.

The Spartak Moscov restored its lights, reactivated AIS, and resumed a harmless civilian route. Only now did the ship reveal its true silhouette. The two massive submarine reactors lay exposed on the open deck, too large to hide, too dangerous to declare. The vessel passed the Pillars of Hercules without incident, its engines humming with the calm confidence of a ship that knew no one would stop it. It continued towards Algiers, carrying the reactors openly, as if daring someone to ask a question. No one did. The anomalies near Tromso were never connected to the reactors on the deck. The transfer off Cadiz was never linked to Argonaut. Jason vanished into a vector no agency was watching. And the Spartak Moscov sailed on, unchallenged, unreported, unnoticed. The world slept through the moment. The sea did not. But the sea was not going to tell anyone.
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The port of St Petersburg lay beneath a sheet of pale grey light, the kind that made the Baltic resemble cold forged steel. The air tasted of salt, diesel and winter, sharp enough to sting the throat. Waves slapped against the concrete pilings with a hollow, rhythmic thud, and the wind carried the metallic groan of cranes shifting their weight above the piers. Armed Russian guards lined the restricted quay, rifles across their chests, boots planted wide on the frost-dusted concrete. Their breath rose in faint white clouds as they watched the Spartak Moskov approach. The ship moved slowly through the harbour basin, her hull cutting a dark line through the frigid water. Captain Alexei Mozorin stood on the bridge, hands clasped behind his back, eyes fixed on berth forty-seven. He had made this voyage before, always with cargo that arrived without explanation and left without record. The route to Tartus, Syria, was one he knew by heart, a path he could have traced blindfolded. Two heavy rail wagons waited beneath the towering harbour cranes, each carrying a colossal cylindrical object wrapped in thick blue tarpaulins. Even under the coverings, the sheer mass was unmistakable. The wagons had been pushed into position by a locomotive that still hissed steam into the cold air, its engine labouring from the weight it had hauled across half of Russia. These were not ordinary components. They were too large, too heavy, too carefully escorted. Mozorin felt the familiar tightening in his chest, the instinctive awareness that whatever lay beneath those tarpaulins was not meant for men like him to understand. The loading operation began with the precision of a military drill. The guards shifted position, forming a cordon as the cranes moved into place with a slow mechanical whine. The cables descended, clamped onto the hidden cargo, and strained under the burden as the modules were lifted from the rail wagons. Steel groaned. The cranes shuddered. The pier vibrated under the weight of hundreds of tonnes being transferred to the ship’s reinforced deck. The sea hissed against the hull, cold and indifferent. The modules were lowered onto their mounts, secured by hydraulic clamps that locked into place with a deep metallic snap. Additional lashings were tightened by men with no insignia, their movements efficient and silent. Around them, stacks of shipping containers—nearly one hundred and fifty—were arranged across the deck, with only a handful stowed in the hold. The Spartak Moskov looked less like a merchant vessel and more like a floating fortress of steel and secrecy. Mozorin received no documents. No manifest. No explanation. Only a curt nod from the supervising officer, the same gesture he had seen on every voyage to Syria. It was the only confirmation he would ever get. The Spartak Moskov departed with the first tide. The engines rumbled through the deck plates as the ship eased away from the pier, the cranes shrinking behind her like skeletal sentinels. The escort vessels joined her before she reached open water, two grey silhouettes sliding into formation with the precision of a parade. Mozorin watched them from the bridge, the cold wind cutting across his face. He knew their presence was not for protection. It never was. The Baltic widened around them, the waves dark and restless under a low sky. The ship’s wake spread in a long white line that dissolved into the steel-coloured sea. Mozorin felt the familiar unease settle in his stomach, the quiet knowledge that he was carrying something that demanded silence. The crew sensed it too. Their movements were subdued, their voices low, as if the cargo itself could hear them. By the time the Spartak Moskov reached the open waters of the Norwegian Sea, the air had grown sharper, the swell heavier. The wind carried the scent of deep ocean, cold and ancient. The ship moved steadily through the waves, but Mozorin felt a subtle shift beneath his feet, a faint tremor that did not belong to the engines. He frowned and checked the instruments. Everything appeared normal. Yet the sensation lingered, like a whisper beneath the hull. The chief engineer reported a minor fluctuation in temperature readings, nothing significant, nothing that warranted alarm. Mozorin acknowledged it without comment. He had learned long ago that some things were better left unspoken. The tremor returned an hour later, softer this time, almost like the ship brushing against a current that should not have been there. Mozorin stepped to the bridge window and stared out at the dark water. The sea rolled in slow, heavy swells, the wind carrying the hiss of breaking foam. Nothing moved beneath the surface. Nothing visible. But he felt it. Something was there. Something that did not belong. He stood in silence, listening to the sea, the engines, the distant thrum of the escort ships. The Spartak Moskov pressed on toward the Atlantic, her bow cutting through the waves with steady determination. The cargo remained silent on the deck. The ocean remained indifferent. The fjord lay silent beneath a pale northern sky, the water dark as slate and smooth as polished stone. The mountains rose on either side like frozen ramparts, their peaks dusted with fresh snow that caught the thin morning light. The air smelled of salt, pine and cold iron, sharp enough to sting the lungs. The KNM Hauk slipped out of the sheltered inlet with barely a ripple, her engines humming low as she moved towards the open Norwegian Sea. Lieutenant Erik Solberg stood on the bridge, one hand resting on the console, eyes fixed on the grey horizon. The patrol vessel cut a narrow wake through the still water, the fjord widening behind them as the last traces of shelter fell away. Ahead, the sea opened into a vast expanse of shifting steel. Inside the operations cabin, the radar operator leaned over his screen, the glow reflecting off his face. He had been tracking routine traffic all morning, fishing boats, cargo vessels, the occasional
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