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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: ORION BLACK OUT.

Occitanie Morning mist lay heavy in the valley, as if the Pyrenees themselves had decided that nothing would be revealed today. The car was left at the edge of the gravel track, engine still ticking softly as it cooled. The sound felt intrusive. It was shut off and silence returned at once, complete and absolute. Ahead stood the monitoring station, officially a decommissioned Météo-France installation, unofficially a place where serious work had survived only by slipping out of sight. The steel door was locked, exactly as it should have been. No damage. No forced entry. Yet something was wrong. The phone on the passenger seat showed no signal, which was expected. What was not expected was the absence of the encrypted research channel. No error message. No warning. It was simply gone, as if it had never existed. Boots crunched on frost-hard gravel while the treeline above gave way to bare rock. Just below the ridge stood the old sensor array, three steel masts and curved collectors designed to register deviations most systems dismissed as noise. Work that had never been published. Work that had quietly crossed a boundary. The key still turned. Inside, the air smelled of dust and cold stone. The monitors were powered down. The desk was empty. Too empty. No notebooks. No storage drives. No analogue logs. Even the redundant paper records were gone. This was not theft. It was removal. There was no panic, only a cold professional certainty. This was a correction. The pattern had been visible for years, if one knew how to look. Questions asked off the record. Funding withdrawn without explanation. Colleagues who took polite exits and were never heard from again. And always the same advice, delivered with reassuring calm: let the UFO-story run, it keeps everyone distracted. At the window, the valley stretched out in silence. In the distance, France bled quietly into Spain, an unmarked transition, easy to cross and easier to forget. The phone vibrated once. A single message appeared, without sender and without traceable origin. “You have reached the boundary.” It did not require rereading. This had never been about lights in the sky. It was about what had been measured here, what had been briefly understood, and what someone else had decided must disappear. Outside, the mist began to lift. Sunlight touched the ridge and spilled across the sensor masts. For a fraction of a second, there was a deviation, a subtle shift, as if the landscape itself adjusted. Then it was gone. The door behind stood open. Somewhere far to the north, a line would later be drawn through this location and marked as the first confirmed point in a long, deliberate blackout. Here, in Occitanie, there was only silence. And the unspoken certainty that this silence had been constructed over many years.
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Early autumn, Pyrenees, Occitanie. 

My name is Aurélie Armand. On my last working day they tried to make it ordinary. Someone had brought pastries in two neat boxes and set them down as if sugar could soften procedure. We drank coffee from paper cups because nothing ceramic was allowed past the inner door, not on that floor, not in that programme. Claire signed a card with everyone else, too many names, too much warmth for a unit that trained people to speak in euphemisms. Nobody said where I was going. Nobody said what I did. They only said, “Three weeks, then,” as if the number itself was safer than the word holiday. “See you in three weeks,” I replied, because that was the correct phrase, the one that did not invite follow-up. I returned my visitor lanyard, wiped the desk the way you did when you left anything behind, and handed in the spare secure handset to the duty officer with the quiet relief of someone setting down a weight she had forgotten she was carrying. I had promised myself to do nothing. No schedules. No alerts. No briefings folding back into the day under another name. The air smelled of wet stone and pine resin when I stepped out of the car, thinner and colder than I was used to, clean enough to make breathing feel deliberate. I checked the forecast once, more out of habit than concern, and put the phone away again. Clear later. Light westerly wind. Within limits. The car park was half full, the ordinary mix of local plates and passing vehicles, a camper van idling further up as its owner fussed with a door that refused to latch. It felt good to be anonymous. I locked the car, slid the keys into the side pocket of my rucksack and shouldered the weight, surprised again by how light everything felt when I had not packed for work. Water, a folded jacket, the phone. No map. The path was clearly marked. I had checked. From the trees above the gravel track, a man raised binoculars and steadied them against his brow. He adjusted his stance once, compensating for the slope, and followed the small figure moving away from the car park until it merged with the line of the trail. The lower path was easy, gravel giving way under my boots with a familiar sound, scrub brushing against my calves where the trail narrowed. The Pyrenees opened out below me, layered and pale in the changing light. I stopped once to breathe, hands on my knees, listening to the wind moving through dry grass and exposed limestone. It felt indulgent to pause without a reason. Higher up, the rock changed. Sharper. Less forgiving. The path narrowed but remained clear, cut cleanly into the slope. Other walkers passed in ones and twos, nodding, polite, incurious. I liked that no one asked where I was from or how long I would be staying. That question usually required too much editing. Below the ridge, a car slowed on the road and pulled in without fully stopping. The engine stayed running. One or two photographs were taken through an open window. The car drove on. Another vehicle pulled out moments later and followed at a distance, keeping just enough space to blend into the steady afternoon traffic. I slowed near a bend to adjust the straps of my rucksack. A man stood a few metres off the trail doing the same, neutral clothes, nothing distinctive about him except the way he did not look at me at all. I passed him and continued without turning back. Footsteps resumed behind me after a short pause, matching my pace without gaining. I noticed it and dismissed it, forcing my attention onto the rhythm of my breathing and the pull of the path as it climbed. This was supposed to be time off. I reminded myself of that as I walked. I had taken the full two weeks, signed off months ago, the request approved with a single click and no comment attached. It had felt like a small victory then. Now it felt simply quiet. For the first time in months, I was not counting hours or watching the edge of reception for an encrypted ping that was not meant to exist outside a locked building. The light flattened near the ridge, stone darkening where moisture clung. The trail thinned and seemed to continue along the line of least resistance. I hesitated long enough to register the shape of the ground, then stepped where I believed the path carried on. The surface shifted under my foot only after my weight had committed. There was a dull sound of rock breaking loose, loud enough to surprise me. As evening settled in the valley, a folded newspaper lay untouched on a small café table beside a cooling cup of coffee. A man who had been reading nearby stood and left, taking the paper with him. I had been looking forward to this. That was the part I did not say out loud, not even to myself, because it felt indulgent to admit. The anticipation had sat quietly under everything else for weeks. The promise of mornings that did not begin with secure phones and evenings that did not dissolve into secondary agendas had felt almost illicit. When I recognised Hugo on the trail, that promise shifted but did not break. It stretched instead, accommodating something familiar. We had crossed paths by accident before, though never here. I told myself that coincidence was still allowed in places like this. We fell into step easily, not close enough to touch, not far enough to lose each other in the curve of the path. It felt strangely comforting to walk without having to explain myself, to say nothing that mattered. Hugo asked how long I was staying. I said two weeks and immediately felt the need to justify it, though he had not questioned it. Approved months ago. Plenty of notice. He nodded, as if the administrative detail mattered more than the time itself. We spoke about the trail conditions, the weather, how different the light looked compared to last year. None of it was true conversation. It was noise to fill space. A man stood further down the slope, adjusting his boot, waiting longer than necessary. When we passed, he merged into motion and disappeared behind us without haste. I noticed the absence rather than the movement and dismissed it. I had promised myself not to do this. To stop cataloguing. To allow things to simply be what they appeared to be. Hugo mentioned he had seen someone from another programme the evening before. Pure chance, he said, smiling in a way that suggested he did not quite believe that either. I felt a brief, sharp weariness then, the kind that comes from recognising patterns where none should exist. A car moved slowly along the road below, stopping just long enough to register us against the pale rock before continuing. We did not comment on it. We never did. We separated without ceremony at a bend where the trail divided, wishing each other good walks as if this were how normal people behaved. I watched him go, feeling the echo of something unfinished, then turned my attention back to the climb. My legs were starting to tire. The rhythm returned, step, breath, stone. I focused on that, on the simple mechanics of moving forward. I
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