
Triumvirate 

The tone is serious, propulsive and elevated. Triumvirate treats its supernatural elements with conviction rather than 

camp. It is a political thriller first in structure — officials, intelligence services, police, blackmail, diplomatic manoeuvring, 

military movement — but its engine is spiritual and apocalyptic. Think Michael Mann-scale global thriller tension 

infused with Biblical cosmology. The action is grounded, sudden and physical; Hamidi’s power is not flashy wish-

fulfilment but something sacred, costly and mysterious. Tensh, by contrast, is seductive, cold and elegant, moving 

through elite spaces as if he owns them because, in a sense, he already owns the appetites within them.  

The visual world should underline the collision between modern systems and ancient forces: heat and dust in Ethiopia; 

sleek corporate stages and ships in the Pacific; polished halls of power in Beijing, Moscow and Washington; Catholic 

quiet in New York; fluorescent bureaucracy in police stations and intelligence facilities; and finally a frozen U.N. plaza 

transformed into a battleground between revelation and deception. Every location should feel politically real, yet 

haunted by something just beneath the surface.  

 

Treatment 

On an Ethiopian plain, under punishing heat, Hamidi Abdullahi and his younger companion Yóu Dà walk toward the 

village where Hamidi was born and where his father died in a struggle against a force Hamidi names Cerberus. Hamidi is 

calm, self-contained and clearly burdened by knowledge Yóu Dà only partly understands. In the village, a little girl, Meti 

Gebre, awaits him as if his return has been foretold. Hamidi walks out into open grassland, listens to a voice beyond the 

visible world, and receives a warning: trouble is coming, and a woman will determine his fate. Returning to the village, 

he senses catastrophe moving toward them. Rain finally falls on parched crops at his silent command, but the miracle 

brings no triumph. It is only a prelude. Hamidi knows he must go to America.  

At the same time, in the Pacific, an Iblis-X research vessel discovers a colossal offshore oil reservoir near Sanguma Motu. 

The find is twice the size of Venezuela’s and instantly carries world-altering implications. The discovery is announced by 

Gerrat Tensh, owner of Iblis-X, from a polished corporate stage where he promises abundant global energy and a new 

future. Tensh’s public image is that of a visionary industrial titan, but the film quickly reveals that his gifts are corruptive. 

He is less an entrepreneur than a tempter, moving effortlessly among the powerful and feeding whatever weakness they 

already harbour. The oil discovery becomes his lever. It will inflame dormant territorial ambitions in China and Russia, 

pressure the United States into intervention, and destabilise Sanguma Motu, the small island nation caught in the 

middle.  

In Beijing, another thread begins with grubby intimacy. Three young men — Chen Xingshi, privileged son of China’s 

General Secretary; Xiaobo Lin; and dealer Fu Zhào — take cocaine and posture in Fu’s apartment. Their casual 

decadence turns deadly when a petty argument ends with Chen impulsively shooting Fu dead. The cover-up is 

immediate. MSS operative Peng Wang arrives, secures the scene, removes the body and shields Chen, whose father 

Yang Xingshi is one of the most powerful men in the world. But someone sees more than he should: young reporter 

Dong Lin, slipping away from a lover’s apartment, records MSS agents loading a stained rug into a car. At once, a grubby 

domestic murder becomes another pressure point in a larger system of corruption. Yang, meanwhile, receives news of 

the Sanguma Motu discovery and orders Chinese naval movement toward the island, seeing in the oil not merely 

opportunity but destiny.  

In Washington, the American President Bill Hayman is introduced through the polished optics of public life: an 

anniversary interview with his wife Avril, performed warmth, old political ease. Yet within hours he is at a private party 

hosted by fixer Frank Bartholomew, drinking and allowing himself to be drawn into an affair with actor Vittoria Sartori. 

What he believes is an indiscretion is in fact entrapment. Vittoria records evidence intended to blackmail the President. 

The sexual compromise is not just scandal; it is a strategic opening. Hayman, already weary and compromised, is another 

leader Tensh can destabilise at will.  

Russia supplies the third axis of the title. Opposition politician Luka Sidorov is campaigning openly against autocratic 

President Opasni Bychkov, defying fear and calling for democratic change. He travels under the eye of his bodyguard 

Miroslav Novák, but his popularity makes him dangerous to the regime. Simultaneously, in the Kremlin, a caterer named 

Tatiana Balandin secretly plants microphones in a meeting room, only to be nearly caught by the sharp-eyed General 

Vladimir Kozlov. Bychkov and his inner circle discuss Sanguma Motu and the Chinese naval approach, while the FSB chief 



Boris Vasiliev assures him Luka will not be allowed to become a problem. Russia, like America and China, is being 

manoeuvred toward crisis on multiple fronts.  

Hamidi lands at JFK carrying almost nothing. Customs barely touches him; rules seem to bend around him in quiet, 

uncanny ways. He takes a taxi to St. Patrick’s Cathedral, only to realise even the cab driver may be one of Tensh’s 

demonic emissaries. At the church he finds Vittoria, rattled, fingering rosary beads and trying to steady her conscience. 

He knows about the recording before she says a word. Their encounter turns violent when she draws a gun, and she 

flees into the street, where she is struck and killed by a truck in what feels less like accident than intervention. Hamidi 

retrieves the cassette from her bag and slips away, inadvertently caught on surveillance by FBI agent Cathleen Henshaw. 

Her colleague Jeff Prost initially treats the matter like nothing more than odd collateral around a traffic accident, but 

Cathleen sees immediately that this is something larger. A hidden gun left in the church confirms it.  

Cathleen follows the lead to Hamidi’s hotel room and confronts him. He tries to explain that Vittoria intended to 

blackmail the President and that a much greater force is behind her, but Cathleen thinks him mad — until Jeff arrives and 

reveals his true allegiance. He demands the cassette, then transforms into a demonic creature and attacks. Cathleen is 

forced to witness the impossible. In the ensuing fight she shoots Jeff dead, and Hamidi calmly asks, “Now do you believe 

me?” What follows is the film’s central alignment: Hamidi is no longer alone. Cathleen, a hard-headed FBI agent, 

becomes his first major ally from within the worldly systems he has been moving through. He explains Cerberus, the 

Dark Angel and the spiritual war now spilling into human affairs. She does not like it, but she cannot unsee it.  

Meanwhile, in China, Detective Li Hua Xiè begins with what looks like an ordinary missing person case: Fu Zhào. She is 

clever, dryly self-controlled, and pushing against a culture of caution embodied by her colleague Qian Gāo, who knows 

exactly how dangerous it is to look too closely at the MSS. Li finds the apartment too clean, the rug missing, the smell of 

blood faint beneath bleach. Dong Lin gives her the video of MSS agents and Chen Xingshi being escorted away. For Li, the 

case becomes an unbearable moral test. If she pursues it, she risks her career or life; if she lets it go, the truth is buried 

by power. Her thread grounds the film’s supernatural framework in procedural reality and personal conscience.  

Hamidi and Cathleen travel to Moscow. By now, the geopolitical crisis around Sanguma Motu is escalating fast. Chinese 

and Russian warships move toward the island. The United States prepares its own response. Tensh advises Hayman 

while simultaneously whispering temptation to Yang Xingshi and Bychkov. He offers each man what he most desires: 

dominion, strategic advantage, permanence. He uses a red gem, one of several infernal objects in the film, to show 

visions of possible futures and lure leaders further into his grasp. Yang sees a flourishing Chinese dominion at Sanguma 

Motu dissolve into fire and demons. The vision warns him, yet also binds him deeper, because Tensh always frames 

doom as the result of insufficient obedience rather than his own malice.  

In Moscow, Luka Sidorov survives an attempted poisoning and is hospitalised, but the danger does not stop there. 

Hamidi, sensing another demonic strike, reaches the hospital just in time to prevent FSB agent Aleksandr Nikolaev — 

really another infernal servant — from finishing the job with a syringe. Hamidi kills the demon and secretly heals Luka, 

ensuring the Russian opposition leader survives to challenge Bychkov publicly. This sequence crystallises Hamidi’s role in 

the film: he is not simply fighting monsters, but preserving the fragile human beings whose choices still matter. He 

cannot save the world abstractly. He has to keep alive the people whose courage can alter the course of nations.  

Hamidi is badly wounded in the process. Cathleen hides him in a Moscow hotel and nurses him using a restorative 

mixture from his satchel, beginning to bridge the emotional distance between them. In his fever, Hamidi sees a terrifying 

vision: an Ethiopian village consumed by a nuclear aftershock. It is not merely nightmare, but prophecy. Tensh’s 

endgame is no longer subtle influence. He is moving toward open devastation. Hamidi recovers enough to keep moving, 

but he tries to send Cathleen away for her own safety. She refuses until he finally arranges safe passage for her through 

his network, promising they will meet again. Their bond remains restrained, but it gives the film a human counterpoint 

to Tensh’s appetite and Hayman’s corruption.  

Russia now shifts dramatically. Luka emerges from hospital alive, publicly accusing Bychkov’s regime of an assassination 

attempt and rallying mass support. Kozlov turns against the President. Hidden recordings surface. Bychkov’s red gem 

crumbles to dust, and the state apparatus around him begins to collapse. In China, Hamidi reaches out directly to Li Hua 

Xiè, offering her a path to truth. He asks her to deliver an envelope and promises evidence. She reluctantly agrees. He 

reunites with Yóu Dà at a Beijing hotel, giving him a second envelope to deliver, but here the film pays off an earlier 

warning: one of Hamidi’s own will be tempted. Yóu Dà betrays him for money, and Hamidi discovers a suitcase full of 



cash instead of mission accomplished. Yet even in this betrayal, the moral structure of the film is clear — everyone is 

offered a choice. Tensh only needs people to pick the easier one.  

Hamidi then infiltrates an MSS evidence facility to recover the bagged gun from Fu Zhào’s murder. Inside, the sterile 

bureaucracy of state secrecy gives way to full infernal assault as demons emerge from walls and shadows, attacking him 

in a hallucinatory barrage that merges supernatural horror with espionage thriller tension. Li Hua Xiè arrives at exactly 

the right moment, blasting away grasping demonic manifestations and helping Hamidi escape with the evidence. She has 

crossed the line now: not only challenging the state, but stepping into the supernatural reality underneath it. The result 

of her courage is immediate. News breaks publicly connecting Yang Xingshi, his son Chen and the murder of Fu Zhào. The 

Chinese leadership falls into chaos. Yang’s dreams of expansion collapse with the crumbling of his gem, and Chinese 

naval forces begin to withdraw from Sanguma Motu.  

With China destabilised and Russia turning inward under public uprising, Sanguma Motu becomes the final hinge. Prime 

Minister Penina Taito, a devout and steady leader wearing a crucifix, refuses both American “protection” and Tensh’s 

corporate bargain. She understands more clearly than any world leader that the struggle is not simply for the island but 

for the planet. Tensh tries to sway her with the same gem he used on others, but she rejects him outright, identifying 

him as thief rather than benefactor. Her refusal breaks the geopolitical momentum he has been building. The Americans 

withdraw. The Russians lose their opening. Tensh’s statecraft fails, and so he is driven toward direct confrontation.  

The final act returns to New York, where the personal and the cosmic collide. Hayman, still trying to manage scandal, 

receives the recovered cassette not from the FBI or his own staff, but from Hamidi himself, delivered before Avril at the 

United Nations. Hamidi makes no accusation beyond this: a man is revealed by what he does. The cassette is not just 

evidence of adultery; it is judgment. Hayman’s corruption is exposed not through public impeachment, but through 

intimate revelation to the woman who knows him best. As security swarms the U.N. plaza, police led by Chris Mulvey 

surround Hamidi. Bullets fly — and fall harmlessly at his feet. Time freezes. Tensh appears in his true form as the Dark 

Angel, applauding the theatre of it all.  

What follows is the film’s largest and most mythic sequence. Tensh stops hiding behind suits, stages and summits. He 

reveals himself as revelation, destruction, appetite incarnate, calling demons up from beneath the pavement and 

taunting Hamidi with the moral failures of humanity. Hamidi counters not by denying human weakness, but by naming 

its source: temptation, distortion, whispering corruption. Tensh claims he only reveals what people already are. Hamidi 

insists that light can still open their eyes. The battle is brutal and intimate, fought not with armies but with sacred tools: 

a holy whip from Hamidi’s satchel, holy water carried from the church, and the residue of a wound Tensh had already 

opened in him. Hamidi is nearly overpowered, but in the final moment he hurls the holy water and drives the whip’s tip 

into Tensh’s chest. The Dark Angel disintegrates into ash. The demons vanish with him. Time resumes. The bullets, frozen 

a moment earlier, become meaningless. Hamidi simply walks away unseen.  

The film ends not in triumphal finality, but in hard-earned continuation. Back in Addis Ababa, Hamidi rejoins his friends 

on a football pitch. Cathleen appears, now visibly pregnant, carrying within her the implication of shared future, shared 

burden and perhaps the next phase of the fight. The newspaper headlines suggest Tensh’s immediate work is over, but 

not all darkness with him. Hamidi warns that others may come. The war was never only about one demon or one crisis. 

It is a continuing struggle for human souls and political systems alike. The world has been spared one apocalypse, not 

redeemed forever.  

Themes 

At its core, Triumvirate is about temptation operating through power. Tensh does not invent greed, lust, fear or 

ambition. He amplifies what leaders already possess, weaponising their own weaknesses until private vice becomes 

global catastrophe. The film argues that evil at scale rarely arrives as chaos first; it comes dressed as opportunity.  

The film also explores truth versus secrecy. In every country, ordinary institutions — police, intelligence, the press, 

diplomacy — are shown to be compromised, overmatched or tempted into silence. Hamidi’s mission is not simply to 

defeat demons, but to push truth back into circulation where power has buried it. Li Hua Xiè, Cathleen Henshaw, Luka 

Sidorov and Penina Taito all become embodiments of this principle. Each is forced to decide whether knowing the truth 

imposes a duty to act.  

Finally, Triumvirate is about the spiritual cost of political life. The leaders at its centre are not symbols but moral beings. 

Hayman, Yang and Bychkov are all offered some version of the same seduction: preserve yourself, expand your power, 



ignore the cost. Penina and Luka, by contrast, survive because they refuse those bargains. Hamidi’s battle therefore is 

not outside history but within it. He fights for the conditions under which human beings can still choose rightly.  

Closing Statement 

Triumvirate is a bold, high-concept feature that combines the urgency of a geopolitical thriller with the scale and 

conviction of supernatural epic. It tells a timely story about corruption, global instability and leadership, but reframes 

those crises through an older, more elemental battle between revelation and deception. With Hamidi Abdullahi at its 

centre — a spiritually grounded, physically formidable hero moving through a world of compromised institutions — the 

film offers both spectacle and moral clarity. It is a thriller about the end of the world that understands the world is 

usually lost one compromise at a time. 

 


