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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, often executed by non-attributable agents and proxies, signaled a shift toward 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 Defense Pact — a secret alliance forged 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 Defense 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 the Sahel. Each operative is selected for elite proficiency in psychological warfare, cyber-infiltration, linguistics, and deep-cover espionage. Beyond skill, they are chosen for ideological resilience and operational discretion.

In a disturbing escalation, Russian intelligence services — including the GRU and FSB — began systematically eliminating their own high-level operatives who had defected or were suspected of collaborating with Western agencies. These assassinations, often carried out on European soil, signaled a brutal internal purge and a zero-tolerance policy toward betrayal. The killings served both as retaliation and psychological warfare, sending a clear message to Russian assets abroad: loyalty is absolute, and defection is death.

Simultaneously, Western intelligence has linked a wave of mysterious and unexplained incidents across Europe to Russian sabotage operations. These include explosions at munitions factories, fires at gas pipelines and oil refineries, industrial accidents at weapons manufacturing sites, and targeted disruptions within multinational corporations. While officially classified as accidents or technical failures, forensic analysis and intercepted communications suggest coordinated sabotage by embedded Russian operatives. The goal: destabilize Western supply chains, erode public trust, and create strategic confusion — all without attribution.

Behind many of these operations lies a darker, more elusive adversary: a cabal of ultra-wealthy Russian oligarchs who have quietly distanced themselves from the Kremlin and the circles surrounding Vladimir Putin. Disillusioned with Moscow’s unpredictability and driven by their own ambitions, these oligarchs have begun secretly financing Victor Orlov, a former GRU strategist turned rogue power broker. Orlov now leads the Eclipse Consortium — a transnational network of mercenaries, cybercriminals, and disinformation specialists whose sole objective is to destabilize Western influence and seize global leverage. For the oligarchs, it is not about ideology — it is about power and money. By hiding behind Orlov’s operations, they maintain plausible deniability while orchestrating a silent war against both the West and the Kremlin itself.

Operating from a concealed command center equipped with cutting-edge technology — including stealth aircraft, morphing vehicles, and AI-driven tactical systems — Alpha 7 functions as a modern-day fusion of Thunderbirds-style mobility and James Bond-level precision. Each mission is episodic, high-stakes, and executed with cinematic flair. The core team consists of both male and female operatives, each with a distinct codename, personality, and signature gadget. Their loyalty is unwavering, their methods unorthodox, and their presence untraceable.

The existence of Alpha 7 remains unacknowledged. Officially, the task force does not exist.

DOSSIER: CLASSIFIED INTELLIGENCE

Alpha 7 Protagonists 

Damian Carter: A brilliant MI6 agent with exceptional expertise in classical languages, archaeology, and international relations. Born into an aristocratic family, he received an elite education at the University of Cambridge and the University of Oxford. Carter has undertaken numerous complex missions for MI6, where his academic and diplomatic skills proved invaluable. To conceal his true identity, Damian frequently assumes the alias of the director of Griffin Arts Group, a worldwide import-export firm specialising in antiquities.

Emmy Carter: An art historian with extensive experience in prestigious institutions. She has a background with The Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York and Christie's Paris. Her profound knowledge of art history has contributed to successful investigations in the art world.

Eleanor Blake: A specialist in cryptography and codes, whose skills are indispensable in deciphering complex messages. She worked for many years in a key position at MI6, supporting covert operations with her expertise in cryptography, vital for Alpha 7's security and communication.

Victoria "Vicky" Langley: A renowned investigative journalist with extensive connections within the highest circles of politics and business. With a background in political science, the Financial Times, and MI5, she brings invaluable research and networking skills to Alpha 7.

Julien Moreau: The supervisor of Alpha 7, with an impressive background at the École Polytechnique and experience as a spy for DGSE. He excels in secret operations, cybersecurity, and geopolitical analysis, providing strategic guidance to the team.

Oliver Grant: A charismatic undercoveragent with exceptional talent for disguises. His experience at Scotland Yard has equipped him with the necessary skills to operate in the most challenging scenarios.

Sebastian “Seb” Turner: A former SAS-commando and secret agent with extensive expertise in hazardous missions. He specialises in explosives and has served in conflict zones such as the Middle East and Eastern Europe.

Isabella Lefevre: An expert in cybersecurity and financial systems, with a background at Goldman Sachs, DGSI, and Euronext Paris. Her technical knowledge and analytical skills make her a valuable asset to the team.

Etienne Dubois: A freelance spy for Alpha 7, specialising in surveillance and eavesdropping on individuals, vehicles, and buildings. He has a background with the BRB, a unit for combating violent crime in Paris and Lille.

Claire Fontaine: An art expert of Alpha 7, specialising in medieval and Renaissance paintings from Italy and France. She studied art history at the University of Florence and worked as a curator at the Louvre.

Lucien Martin: The scientist of Alpha 7, with a career spanning both military and academic fields. He played a key role in the development of French nuclear weapons, conducted groundbreaking research at CERN, and remains closely involved in technological innovations for European defence.

Clovis: has dedicated his career to the shadowy world of intelligence and strategic operations. As the director of the Direction Générale de la Sécurité Extérieure (DGSE), he stands at the heart of France’s covert activities, possessing a sharp understanding of geopolitical threats and clandestine networks. His background in military strategy and cyber intelligence makes him both a tactical mastermind and a relentless guardian of national security. Beneath his composed exterior lies a man who knows the darker sides of power—and is willing to wield them when necessary.

Alpha 7 Headquarters, Paris: Located in the bustling heart of Paris, concealed behind the historic façade of a townhouse in the 8th arrondissement. To outsiders, the building appears as an elegant piece of Parisian architecture, but behind its imposing wooden doors lies a state-of-the-art nerve centre.

The reception hall exudes classical grandeur with marble floors and chandeliers, intentionally masking the organisation's true nature. A hidden door in the library, disguised behind a row of books on geopolitics, leads to the command centre equipped with advanced technologies. The ground floor houses an art gallery and an import-export firm specialising in antiquities, serving as a cover for Alpha 7's operations.

The headquarters is fortified with cutting-edge security, including biometric scanners, encrypted communication systems, and an AI-monitored perimeter. A network of underground tunnels ensures swift evacuations and discreet mobility. 

Communication is secured with quantum encryption to prevent enemy interception. The headquarters not only serves as an operational hub but also as the symbolic heart of Alpha 7, strategically located in the centre of Western influence.

Eclipse Consortium Antagonists:  

Victor Orlov: The founder and mastermind behind the Eclipse Consortium. Born into an elite family in Moscow with political connections, Orlov studied economics and geopolitics at the Russian State University. He began his career within Russian intelligence, conducting economic sabotage and cyber-attacks that destabilised governments and expanded his network. A brilliant strategist without conscience, Orlov is driven by power and control, using chaos as a tool and manipulation as an art form.

Oleg Kaperski: The right-hand man of Victor Orlov. A former Spetsnaz officer and secret agent for the KGB and FSB, Kaperski is an expert in tactical coordination, arms dealing, sabotage, extortion, and assassination. His skills are pivotal to the operations of the Eclipse Consortium.

Professor Wolf Schneider: born in 1985 in East Germany, Wolf Schneider grew up in a country ruled by secrecy and surveillance. His father, a brilliant physicist, had connections within the Stasi—the feared state security agency that controlled every aspect of life in the DDR. When Schneider was a teenager, his father’s work caught the attention of Soviet intelligence, marking their family for special treatment.

Under a false identity arranged by the Stasi, Schneider was smuggled out of East Germany before the fall of the Berlin Wall and taken to Russia. There, he was absorbed into the Soviet military-industrial complex, working in a secret missile facility deep in the Siberian wastelands. Over the years, he became one of Russia’s foremost scientists in weapons development, operating in the shadows of classified projects.

Anastasia Petrova: Head of infiltration and psychological operations within the Eclipse Consortium. Raised in St Petersburg, she worked as an intelligence officer at Russian embassies worldwide and has extensive experience with the GRU, KGB, and FSB. Petrova is a master of deception, interrogation techniques, and infiltration. Using charm, intellect, and psychological pressure, she breaks opponents and extracts classified information. As Victor Orlov’s wife, their marriage is both a strategic alliance and a position of power, forming a deadly duo focused on control and manipulation.

Eclipse Consortium: A secret organisation with global reach, aimed at political, economic, and technological dominance through infiltration, sabotage, and clandestine operations. Its primary headquarters is hidden beneath a former palace in St Petersburg, equipped with advanced security and serving as a strategic hub for global operations. Secondary headquarters include a command centre in Belgrade, housed in a secret bunker supporting cyber-attacks and arms trading, and "The Red Star" in Nice, a Russian casino doubling as a backup centre for money laundering and covert negotiations.

The organisation employs sophisticated methods, including cyber-attacks, economic manipulation, infiltration, and military actions. Built as a network of elites, ex-military personnel, and corrupt government officials, its tactical divisions are led by key figures like Anastasia Petrova, overseeing infiltration and psychological operations, and Oleg Kaperski, coordinating military actions and sabotage. Additionally, the Consortium invests heavily in technological advancements, such as disruptive weapons and innovations that enhance its power.

Eclipse Consortium has weapons factories in Russia and produces tanks, airplanes, satellites, ballistic missiles, laser weapons, and manages gold mines, diamonds, and rare earth materials.
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Dawn broke over the rugged hills north of Toulon, the mist rolling in from the Mediterranean and settling in the hollows between the pines. The air was heavy with the scent of damp earth and jet fuel, a reminder of the secrets hidden behind razor wire and camouflaged hangars. The fenix prototype waited at the end of the runway, its titanium skin glinting in the pale light, surrounded by a cordon of armed commandos. Only a handful of people in Europe even knew the base existed.

Inside the underground control centre, General Pierre Lemaire watched the monitors, his fingers drumming a silent rhythm on the desk. The room smelled of coffee, ozone, and cold metal. He felt the familiar knot of tension in his stomach, a sensation he had learned to ignore but never quite mastered. “All systems green,” reported the chief engineer. “Pilot ready for take-off.” Lemaire nodded, forcing his voice to remain steady. “Proceed.”

On the tarmac, Captain Alexandra “Valkyrie” Sinclair, ex-RAF, settled into the cockpit. The seat was cold against her back, the air thick with anticipation. She could taste adrenaline—metallic, sharp—at the back of her throat. “Control, this is Valkyrie. Ready for take-off.” “Roger, Valkyrie. You are clear.” Suddenly, a shrill alarm cut through the control tower. “Unidentified aerial contact—low altitude, closing fast!”

Sinclair’s heart hammered in her chest. She glanced at the HUD, fingers tightening on the controls. A small, agile drone burst over the perimeter fence, engines screaming. It banked sharply, targeting the assembled dignitaries and ground crew. There was a flash—a detonation. Shouts and chaos erupted as several men fell, wounded or worse. The drone wheeled, now hurtling straight for the fenix proyotype.

Sinclair’s training took over. “Activating electronic countermeasures—now!” The Fenix ‘s advanced EW-suite sprang to life. Invisible waves jammed the drone’s guidance system; its camera feed flickered, controls scrambled. The drone veered wildly, missing the jet by metres, then spiralled down, crashing harmlessly into the grass. Sinclair exhaled, her breath shaky. “Threat neutralised. Request immediate medical assistance on the tarmac.” In the aftermath, the air was thick with smoke and the acrid tang of burning electronics. The attack had been audacious—deadly, but ultimately thwarted by the very technology the world had come to witness.

General Duval, Chief of the French Air Force, relished his early walks through the Jardin du Luxembourg. The city was only just stirring, the air sharp with the promise of autumn. Fallen leaves crunched underfoot, releasing a sweet, earthy aroma. He inhaled deeply, savouring the fleeting peace before the day’s chaos. As he crossed a quiet path, a man approached—well-dressed, anonymous, carrying a black umbrella. Their shoulders brushed. Duval felt a sharp prick in his calf, like the sting of a nettle. He turned, but the man was already striding away, melting into the morning crowd.

Odd, Duval thought, rubbing his leg. But he dismissed it—a stray pin, perhaps, or a careless passer-by. He continued his walk, the incident already fading from his mind. Later, at Air Force Headquarters, Duval sat at his desk, reviewing classified reports. A dull ache throbbed in his leg, spreading upwards. He rolled up his trouser leg and frowned—a tiny red mark, barely visible. Within the hour, the pain intensified. His vision blurred, his breath grew shallow.

Medical staff rushed to his office. In the emergency room, doctors discovered a minuscule metal pellet embedded in his calf. Laboratory analysis revealed it was slowly releasing a rare neurotoxin—lethal, sophisticated, and unmistakably the work of a professional assassin. Duval’s last clear thought was a bitter one: So this is how it ends. Not on the battlefield, but in a hospital bed, undone by a stranger’s touch.

Deep beneath the elegant façade of a Parisian townhouse, the nerve centre of Alpha 7 hummed with quiet efficiency. The control room was bathed in the blue glow of monitors, each screen tracking a different threat vector across Europe. The air was cool, tinged with the scent of old paper and electronics. Suddenly, the tranquillity was shattered by a piercing alarm. Red lights flashed along the ceiling. A secure terminal on the main console began to blink—a priority transmission, encrypted at the highest level.

Eleanor Blake, Alpha 7’s cryptography specialist, felt her pulse quicken. She slid into her chair, fingers flying across the keyboard. “Director, we’ve got an incoming message—Omega-level encryption. Source: DGSE, routed through a ghost relay.” Julien Moreau, the director, leaned in. “Put it on speaker. Let’s hear it.” A synthetic voice, distorted and cold, filled the room: “The sun sets before the shield can rise. Two shadows strike at dawn—one from the sky, one from the street. The serpent coils within your gates. Trust no signal. Trust no face.”

A heavy silence followed. The team exchanged uneasy glances. Eleanor felt a chill run down her spine. “It’s a warning. And a riddle,” she murmured. Julien nodded grimly. “Alert all operatives. Full lockdown. I want eyes on every channel—Paris, Toulon, everywhere. Alpha 7 is now at war.”

Moments later, Eleanor decrypted a second message: She hurried to Damian Carter, Alpha 7’s field commander. “Damian, urgent. The Fenix has just slain a dragon. Contact Clovis immediately.” Damian read the note, his jaw set. He turned to Eleanor, his voice low but commanding. “Eleanor, call all Alpha 7 members here. Immediately. Full team briefing—no exceptions.” “Understood. I’ll activate the secure comms now.” Across Paris and beyond, Alpha 7 operatives received the summons. Within minutes, the headquarters would be alive with the best agents Europe had to offer—ready to face whatever threat lay ahead.

At Charles de Gaulle Airport, the Alpha 7 team was met by Clovis, the head of the DGSE. The morning air was brisk, filled with the distant roar of jet engines and the scent of aviation fuel. Clovis stood waiting just beyond the security checkpoint, his posture relaxed but his eyes sharp, scanning the crowd for any sign of trouble. As Damian approached, he extended his hand.

“Hello, Clovis,” Damian said, his voice steady. He was greeted warmly by C, who clasped his hand with genuine familiarity.

“Come, let’s head straight to the aircraft,” Clovis replied, gesturing towards the waiting Air Force jet on the tarmac. “We’ll brief you all properly once we’re airborne.”

Without delay, Clovis led the team past customs and security, their passage expedited by discreet nods and coded clearances. The group moved with quiet efficiency, their footsteps echoing on the polished floors as they boarded the military transport. Inside, the cabin was sparse but comfortable, the hum of the engines a constant reminder of the urgency of their mission.

Damian glanced at his team, noting the tension in their faces—the anticipation, the questions left unspoken. He settled into his seat, feeling the weight of responsibility settle on his shoulders. As the aircraft taxied towards the runway, Clovis took his place at the front, ready to deliver the briefing that would set the course for Alpha 7’s next move.

As the Alpha 7 team settled into their seats aboard the military transport, Damian glanced at Clovis and immediately sensed the gravity of the situation. There was a tightness around C’s eyes, a tension in his jaw that spoke volumes. In truth, Alpha 7 was only ever mobilised for the most critical threats—if they were here, things were already dire. 

The hum of the engines filled the cabin, blending with the low murmur of voices and the occasional metallic clatter of equipment being stowed. Outside, the grey morning light filtered through the small windows, casting pale stripes across the faces of the team. Damian felt the growing sense of urgency.

Clovis barely sat still, his phone pressed to his ear as he spoke in rapid, clipped French. Every few minutes, he would end one call only to dial another, his voice alternating between terse commands and urgent questions. The rest of the team watched him in silence, each member acutely aware that the situation was evolving by the minute.

Damian’s thoughts raced. He tried to piece together what little they knew: a drone attack on the Fenix, a nerve agent assault in Paris, and now the full mobilisation of Alpha 7. He caught Eleanor’s eye across the aisle; she offered a small, reassuring nod, but he could see the same questions flickering behind her calm exterior.

As the aircraft taxied towards the runway, the tension in the cabin was palpable. Damian leaned back, closed his eyes for a moment, and tried to steady his breathing. Whatever awaits us in Toulon, he thought, we’ll face it together. But this time, the stakes feel higher than ever.

Once the aircraft was airborne, Damian took the seat beside Clovis. The hum of the engines and the muted conversations of the team faded into the background as C handed him a thick dossier, its cover stamped with bold red letters: MISSION: PHENIX – Status: Ultra Secret.

Clovis’s expression was grave. He leaned in, his voice low. “Read this first, Damian, and then you can ask me any questions you have. All right?”

Damian nodded, accepting the dossier. The paper felt heavy in his hands, the weight of responsibility almost tangible. He glanced once more at the cover, letting the words sink in, then opened it and began to read. The first pages were dense with technical schematics, threat assessments, and intelligence briefings. As he read, the world around him seemed to narrow to the words on the page—the scent of paper and ink, the faint vibration of the aircraft, the distant, clipped voice of Clovis on the phone as he continued to coordinate with Paris.

Damian’s mind raced as he absorbed the details: the sabotage at Toulon, the nerve agent attack in Paris, the possibility of a mole within the highest levels of French defence. He felt the familiar surge of adrenaline, tempered by a cold, analytical focus. This is what we’re here for, he thought. But if even half of this is true, we’re facing something far more dangerous than we’ve ever seen.

He turned another page, his brow furrowing as the implications became clear. The stakes had never been higher—and Alpha 7 was now at the very centre of the storm.

After about ten minutes of focused reading, Damian understood exactly what Mission Phenix entailed. The contents of the dossier bordered on science fiction—cutting-edge technology, international intrigue, and a level of secrecy that surpassed anything he’d encountered before. He felt a surge of pride that Alpha 7 had been entrusted with such a delicate and ultra-secret mission.

Clovis watched Damian closely, noting the shift in his expression as he finished the last page. The tension in the cabin was palpable, the hum of the engines blending with the quiet anticipation of the team.

Clovis leaned in, his voice measured. “And what do you think of Mission: Fhenix?”

Damian closed the dossier, weighing his words. “I would never have imagined something like this was possible. But now I understand why so many parties are interested in the fenix prototype. It’s... extraordinary.”

Clovis nodded, his expression sombre. “Yes, exactly. Today there was a special test with the Fenix at the secret facility near Toulon. Everything seemed to be going according to plan—security was tight, the observers were in place, and the technical teams were ready. Then, out of nowhere, an unidentified suicide drone was detected. It moved fast, bypassing the outer defences and heading straight for the grandstand where the scientists and the official observers from Britain and France were seated.”
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