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After a series of impossible 10:10 AM assassinations, an FBI investigator and her secret CIA "ghost" twin must unite with their brainwashed brother to stop a shapeshifting alien who has usurped the Vice Presidency to trigger a planetary harvest.

SYNOPSIS 

At 10:10 AM, the world changes. Three high-ranking officials are assassinated simultaneously via impossible, curving bullets. For ALISTAIR PETROVA, Director of CIA Science & Technology, this fulfills a prophecy: his wife’s vision of three identical flames fighting each other.

​Within Alistair's household, ALISSA PETROVA excels as an FBI tactical investigator, unaware of the "Ghost" in her shadow. Separated at birth by Leo and later found in an orphanage by Alistair, ALYSSA was reconstructed by her father to be Alissa’s mirror. Believing she is the "only" daughter, Alyssa performs Alissa’s lethal fieldwork. Alistair uses her as a sacrificial shield, never realizing he is sending his own lost daughter into the line of fire to protect her sister.

​LEO, a shapeshifting alien wearing the Vice President’s skin, is orchestrating a planetary "Hard Reset." Raised by Leo to believe he is alone in the universe, FELICIAN, the third triplet, is his primary weapon. Conditioned to see the sisters as glitches, Felician unknowingly fights his own blood to power Leo's sequence.

The triplets eventually storm the Blackwood facility, collapsing the portal in a geyser of fire. Safe on a nearby ridge, they begin to celebrate their hard-won victory and the reclamation of their family. Their celebration is cut short when a massive, silent craft touches down in the valley below. From the dust emerges a figure in iridescent armor who removes his helmet to reveal Felician’s perfect face. This is the Fourth Flame, a hidden contingency no one knew existed.

The Triple Strike

​Mrs. Petrova clawed at the silk sheets. The air in the bedroom had turned thick, a suffocating weight that made every breath a struggle. Her eyes darted beneath closed lids, locked in the vision.

​A clock tower slammed out of the mist. No numbers. No hands. Then—crack—the stone groaned as two iron hands snapped into existence. They vibrated with a high-frequency hum that set her teeth on edge. They locked: 10:10 AM.

​The clock vanished. Three eagles crossed the grey void. A White Eagle at the zenith, a Black Eagle diving, and a Brown Eagle battling a headwind. Hiss. Three arrows whispered through the air. Plumes of feathers erupted. The birds plummeted, striking a landscape of nameless graves.

​Mrs. Petrova bolted upright. Sweat chilled her skin. Her heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird.

​"It’s coming," she whispered into the dark. She lunged for her husband’s side of the bed. Her hand hit cold, empty fabric. He hadn't come home from the lab again. "It’s already here."

​The sun glared off the marble balcony of the Palaceward. Thousands of people packed the plaza, a heat-soaked sea of noise and movement.

​At 10:00 AM, President Octavian Fox stepped into the light. He gripped the podium, his knuckles white against the wood.

​"My fellow citizens," Fox’s voice boomed, vibrating through the massive speaker stacks. "Our cooperation has turned the tide!"

​The crowd roared. The sound was a physical wave, vibrating the glass in the surrounding skyscrapers. Fox leaned into the microphone, his eyes scanning the horizon.

​"The cooperation we have built is fragile. We must guard it. We must—"

​10:10 AM.

​A sound like a dry branch snapping echoed off the stone. Fox’s head jerked back. A dark entry point blossomed on his forehead. He stood for a microsecond—a statue of a leader—then his knees buckled.

​"GET HIM DOWN!"

​Secret Service agents swarmed the balcony. They tackled the fallen President, shielding him with their bodies as they dragged his limp weight toward the reinforced elevator. Uniformed police stormed the "Regency" building next door, boots thundering up the stairwells. They kicked in the door to the sniper nest. Empty. Only the faint scent of burnt cordite remained.

​On Highway 12, a motorcade of armored SUVs wove through traffic. Inside the lead vehicle, Vice President Rexford Harrison flipped through his summit notes. Four Elite Guards sat rigid around him, hands on their weapons.

​At 10:10 AM, the reinforced glass shattered. A high-velocity round tore through the Vice President's temple before he could look up. He slumped against the leather. The guards screamed into their radios, weapons raised, but they were aiming at ghosts.

​At the same moment, Speaker Victoria Calder stepped toward her sedan. Her foot touched the floor mat. Zip. A subsonic round whispered through the air. She collapsed into the car. A clean wound behind her ear.

​One minute. Three leaders. A nation decapitated.

​In the subterranean "Crypt" of the NSA, Alissa Petrova stood paralyzed. Her station flickered with twenty monitors of pure chaos.

​Suddenly, three windows overrode her tactical map.

​Screen 1: The President falling.

​Screen 2: The Vice President’s SUV veering into a guardrail.

​Screen 3: The Speaker’s body being pulled from her sedan.

​A blood-red digital clock slammed onto the center screen: 10:10 AM.

​Alissa’s blood drained. She tried to reach for her keyboard, but her fingers were lead. She looked around. Senior analysts sat like stone, staring at dead data. The predictive AI had failed.

​"How?" she whispered.

​By 13:00 PM, military patrols owned the streets.

13:30 PM

​The red "ON AIR" light flickered to life. Charles Williams, President Pro Tempore, stared into the camera lens. He leaned his weight onto the podium, his knuckles white against the wood. His slight frame seemed to shrink under the glare of the studio lights.

​He leaned toward the microphone. The feedback hummed for a split second before he spoke, his voice low and trembling.

​"My fellow citizens..." Williams paused, his throat working as he swallowed. "With a heart heavy with grief, I must confirm the unbelievable. Our President, our Vice President, and the Speaker of the House of Representatives... are gone."

​He gripped the edges of the mahogany stand, his eyes fixed on a point just above the camera. The formal words hung in the air, cold and final. The constitutional succession was no longer a theory; the transition of power had begun.

The National Security Agency. 

​Silence weighed on the briefing room. George Smith, Special Agent in Charge, stood at the head of the table. He gripped the edge of the mahogany surface until his knuckles turned white.

​"Look at this room." Smith’s voice vibrated, low and jagged. "Look at yourselves."

​He slammed his fist into the wood. The crack echoed like a gunshot, jerking the veteran agents upright in their chairs.

​"Three principals. Three headshots. Three simultaneous failures." He paced the length of the carpet, boots thudding. "We are the eyes and ears of this nation. 

"Yet not one of you—not one system—caught a whisper. No reports. A technical masterpiece,. 

We acted like a corpse. Blind. Deaf. Slow." Smith hissed 

​The agents dropped their gazes to the floor. Harris tightened his jaw, his pulse drumming against his collar. He’s right, Harris thought. We look like clowns. But that precision... that's tradecraft we’ve never seen.

​The Unexpected Heir

​George Smith stopped pacing. He pivoted, his eyes scanning the row of faces until they locked on the far end of the table.

​"Alissa."

​Alissa Petrova, The youngest Federal Agent, straightened her spine. Her heart hammered against her ribs, but she kept her hands flat on the table.

​"Agent Petrova, you are the Special Mission Lead on the ‘Triple Strike’ investigation," Smith barked. "Effective immediately. You report only to me."I want names. I want the technical blueprint. As soon as possible."

​A ripple of Sharp intakes of breath filled the room.

​A suicide vest, Alissa thought, her fingers twitching. He’s handing a novice a ghost hunt.

​"He’s lost it," Miller hissed under his breath. "The fate of the Republic to a college grad?"

Sir..." Alissa’s head spun. "I’m not prepared. I haven't even started the data sweep."

​"You start now," Smith snapped. He shoved an encrypted keycard and a black tablet into her hands. "Don't fail. Because if you do, there won't be a nation left to bury you."

​Alissa stood. "I understand the gravity, sir. I accept."

​George spun on his heel, ignoring the growing murmurs. "Time is short. The conspirators are solidifying under Williams. I want killers and I want masters. My office. Now."

​He strode out. The door clicked shut.

​The discipline in the room evaporated. Miller leaned over the table, his face flushed. "One and a half year experience? He bypassed every veteran in the building. That’s a cover-up maneuver."

​"She’ll drown," Finn whispered, eyes darting toward the security cameras. "When she fails, Smith buries the file. He keeps his name clean."

​Miller gripped the back of his chair. "Or he wants a puppet. Someone who won't look at the Agency’s own hands in this. He’s the one who stands to gain."

​Finn leaned in close. "The SAC is either playing chess or he’s compromised. This building is a battleground. We watch the man giving the orders."

​Alissa emerged from the office in a daze. She ignored the whispers of the investigators in the hall. She drove home through a silent city.

​Inside her apartment, she sat on the edge of the sofa. She paced. She sat back down. Her mind raced through ballistic trajectories and the cold eyes of George Smith. She opened the tablet, fingers hovering over the glass.

​Where do I start?

​She felt like an ant mapping a mountain. Exhaustion finally won. She collapsed onto the sofa and fell into a deep, heavy sleep.

Thirty Years Ago: The Night of the Shroud

​The hospital floor vibrated. Outside, the sky screamed.

​Mrs. Petrova gripped the bedrails, her knuckles white. This wasn't labor; it was an extraction. Her mind buckled, plunging into a luminous void. Three stars fell through a bruised nebula. Three heartbeats thudded in perfect synchronization.

​In the dream, she reached for them—two girls, one boy. A shadow rose from the ward floor. It wasn't human. It didn't belong to the earth. Invisible tethers snapped taut, plucking the boy and one girl from her grasp.

​“No!”

​She lunged upward in the waking world. Darkness swallowed her.

​When she surfaced, the room smelled of ozone and bleach. Alistair Petrova stood over her, his face a grey mask. He pressed a swaddled bundle into her arms.

​“Our daughter,” he whispered. “Alissa.”

​She stared at the single child. Her heart sank like lead. “The others, Alistair? The boy? The sister?”

​Alistair didn’t blink. “There were no others. Only a fever dream.”

​The Foundling of the Light

​Six years later, Alistair stood at the iron gates of Saint Jude’s. Rain slicked his coat. He wasn't there for an inspection; he was hunting a ghost.

​In the corner of the courtyard, a girl sat alone. The air around her hummed with a strange, spiritual static.

​“What is your name?” Alistair asked.

​“Alyssa,” she said.

​Recognition crawled up his spine. He didn't need a lab. He felt the pull of the "Three Stars." He took her—not as a ward, but as a project. He locked her in a hidden estate. He fed her tactical data and survival training. She saw patterns in chaos that Alissa couldn't comprehend.

​But at home, Alistair played the father. He cheered for Alissa at the Academy. He hugged her. He loved her. And he realized the truth: Alissa was a lamb. Alyssa was the wolf.

​The Scalpel of Love

​Tuesday morning. Three years before the Strike.

​Mrs. Petrova burst into the study. She hadn't slept; her eyes were rimmed with red.

​“It’s coming,” she gasped, clutching Alistair’s arm. “10:10 AM. A minute of silence to swallow the nation.”

​Alistair went cold. “A dream, nothing more.”

​“I saw Alissa!” she screamed. “She stood in the fire. The Agency put the world on her shoulders, and she broke. She’s going to be consumed!”

​That night, Alistair sat in the dark. His wife’s dreams never failed. If Alissa stayed on the front lines, she died. He had to swap the players.

The Burden of the Oracle

​Across the city, the Petrova dining room glowed in amber. Mrs. Petrova sat across from her husband. Her soup sat cold. She stared at a point behind Alistair’s shoulder.

​Mrs. Petrova (whispering): "Alistair, I can't breathe. The dream... it's the one from years ago. The fire. I see our daughter. She steps into the center of it. This assignment is a trap. The Agency will consume her."

​Alistair reached across the table. He pinned her hand under his.

​Alistair: "Darling, look at me. Our daughter is not the girl she was a year ago. She is smart. She is brilliant. She navigates labyrinths we can't see."

​Mrs. Petrova: "But the Strike, Alistair... the 10:10. It’s too big for one person."

​Alistair: "She is more than enough."

​A fierce pride flickered in his eyes. He squeezed her hand.

​Alistair: "Believe in her. She was born for this. Nothing happens to her. Forces you can't imagine watch over her."

​The Phantom Recognition

​Later, Alistair stood in his study. His wife lay in a fitful, medicated sleep down the hall. He poured scotch. The liquid caught the moonlight.

​His mind snapped to the girl in the "Special Project."

​Alistair (whispering): "Alyssa."

​He closed his eyes. His skin prickled. He paced the room, mimicking her economical, silent stride
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