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SYNOPSIS

Ones Born of Deadly Destiny fuses biblical mythology with epic prophecy.

The Ones Born of Deadly Destiny are three virgin triplets, chosen before birth to defend humanity from General Meneyokas, Satan’s most formidable general. Once a defiant servant of Heaven, he and his brothers—the Mmeneyyokers—descended to live among mankind in the days of Noah, sowing chaos and disobedience.

They abandoned their positions as guardians of Heaven’s gate, where they once watched the affairs of men. Drawn by the beauty of the daughters of mankind, they descended to Earth and took wives for themselves. They ruled with cruelty and brutality, and humanity followed them blindly into debauchery—until all were swept beneath the earth by Noah’s Flood.

To defeat Meneyokas and his legion, the triplets must uncover the Missing Words: a sacred revelation lost from the story of the Flood, never written in the Bible, yet essential to saving the world from eternal darkness.

Now General Meneyokas, his Idol—a stone sculpture containing something darker than even he can comprehend—and the Mmeneyyokers Brothers have returned. Once creatures of Heaven, their plural names now reflect the thousands of demons Satan poured into them, replacing the Spirit of God that once dwelled within.

Meneyokas does not return to take the daughters of men—for that would be kindness.

He does not return to rule over mankind—for that would be mercy.

He returns for world dominion.

He returns to remake humanity in his own image and likeness.

The earth convulsed in bleeding violence. A single bolt of supernatural lightning tore through the ground, forcing the planet to vomit what had been entrusted to it by divine will. Cities collapsed. Cars and planes disintegrated. Ships and machines vanished. Civilization was wiped clean, and the world was reborn as a wild, untamed garden.

Only a handful survived.

To defeat Meneyokas, his creatures of nightmare, and the living-dead legions of corrupted mankind, the triplets must once again seek the Missing Words—the lost revelation of the Flood, hidden from scripture, yet vital to the fate of the world.
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Two thousand and ten years have passed...

Mankind has reached the zenith of sin. Greed, lust, and violence are king. Men harvest where they did not sow, shedding the blood of the innocent for wealth and power. Love has been replaced with deceit, and hatred pulses through veins disguised beneath smiles. The faithful are overshadowed by the unbelievers, and the earth itself has grown dark.

Even those who claim to worship the same God — Christians and Muslims alike — have turned into bitter enemies, divided by doctrine, blinded by pride.

Now Meneyokas, with the help of his Idol, resolved to bring eternal darkness into the world of man by ending humanity. With his eleven brothers and countless resurrected souls at his command — from the time of Noah to the present — mankind is powerless before him. Only the blood of one innocent soul holds him at bay, and even that barrier begins to fade.

This battle is no longer God’s alone. He has already given His greatest sacrifice: His son, crucified to secure humanity’s salvation and protect them from darkness. But mankind rejected the Son of God, leaving them fragile, like eggs, against the forces of Meneyokas.

Should he succeed, darkness will rule, Satan will claim the earth, and God’s purpose for creation will seem undone. Yet God, who never fails, intervenes once more — not through sacrifice, but through strength, holiness, skill, and divine weaponry.

Chosen from blameless parents, three virgin triplets are empowered from birth by divine will. These daughters of destiny will harness courage, wisdom, and celestial power to confront a general of Satan and reclaim humanity’s rightful place.

Standing by their side, in ways both visible and hidden, are their mother, Agnes, and two mortal allies: a broken detective, haunted by his past, and his prodigious young protege, Lewis, who lives on the streets.
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In the Dream of  ones born of deadly destiny

It was midnight on Friday the 13th of August, 2010. The city of London lay quiet, but three seventeen-year-old girls—Alexandra, Chitose, and Colette—were far from the city’s streets. They were adrift in one of their recurring dreams, standing aboard Noah’s Ark as a furious storm tore across the sky. Rain fell in sheets, lightning flashed, and thunder shattered the air. Yet, strangely, the rain never touched them, as if some invisible shield protected their fragile bodies.

The floodwaters below roared, carrying everything in their path. Bodies floated past—men, women, children, and animals alike—twisting in the waves, some screaming for help, others silent in death. Trees were ripped from the earth, buildings disintegrated like sandcastles, and ships were torn apart as the wrath of the Flood consumed all.

The girls’ wide eyes scanned the chaos, hearts hammering, when a new figure appeared. Standing on a jagged altar beside grotesque idols carved from stone, a man faced them. His throat had been cruelly slit, and blood poured freely, yet his posture was proud, haughty, almost mocking. He pointed a long, accusing finger at them and spoke in a voice that cut through the storm:

"This is not over yet. We shall meet again."

The girls spun around, searching for anyone else on the deck, but they were alone. When they looked back, the man remained, his eyes blazing with an unnatural intensity. And then, behind him, shadows moved. Emerging from the darkness, eleven figures loomed—muscular, elongated, half-human, half-demonic, each with pointed ears, clawed hands, and long whip-like tails. Their faces, similar yet distinct, twisted in malice. The tallest, with a goat-like head crowned with curved horns, stepped forward—the unmistakable leader, Mmeneyyoker himself. The lightning illuminated their sinewy torsos, each movement synchronized, unnervingly deliberate. The flood surged closer to the altar, and as a monstrous wave crashed, the figures vanished, leaving only the man’s voice echoing in the girls’ minds.

The triplets awoke, screaming, “Mum! Dad! Mum! Dad!” Their parents, Gabriel and Agnes, came rushing. Gabriel, attempting calm, asked, “Was it the same dream again?”

“Yes,” Alexandra whispered, trembling. “But this time... the man... he wasn’t pleading. He was superior... mocking. And he pointed at us, saying, ‘This is not over yet. We shall meet again.’”

Gabriel and Agnes exchanged worried glances. “It’s just a dream,” Gabriel said softly. “Try not to dwell on it.” Agnes kissed their hair. “Our minds play tricks when we sleep. Go back to bed, my loves.”

Minutes later, the girls found themselves aboard the ark again. This time, the flood carried more victims, their screams louder, more desperate. The waves bore them toward a frozen boundary—the border between Israel and Egypt—where the waters seemed to pause, thick with terror and impossibility.

Colette wanted to call their parents again, but Alexa stopped her. “Not now. We can’t wake them every time. We have to be strong.”

Chitose rose, restless. “I’m not going back to sleep. I need to read.” Colette and Alexa joined her, and soon, the three were curled with books, seeking distraction.

By morning, the family gathered for breakfast. Alexa and Chitose played Scrabble, while Colette sat with their parents, listening half-heartedly to weekday stories. Boredom won, and Colette joined the game, shouting, “Can I play? Can I play?”

Chitose sighed but let her join, encouraged by Gabriel’s words: “Share! Three or more can play.” The first three games went to Chitose. By the fourth, lunch was ready, but the girls were engrossed in finding the word ALLIED. Only Gabriel’s loud call broke their concentration: “It’s lunchtime!” The triplets leapt up, scattering tiles and laughing as they ran to the kitchen.

But even in this moment of ordinary life, the echoes of the dream lingered:

"This is not over yet. We shall meet again."

Somewhere, in a place beyond comprehension, destiny had already begun to stir. And with it, the shadow of Meneyokas and his Mmeneyyokers brothers loomed, waiting.
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The Death of an Innocent Man

In the heart of London, a fearsome figure stirred behind closed doors: Priest Logan—known among whispers as “Hollow”—a sixty-six-year-old widower with no children. Rumors clung to him like shadows: stories of rape and molestation of both boys and girls. No one had ever accused him openly; the victims’ parents were too fearful, too silenced by the aura of menace he projected. Yet one man in the police force remained unconvinced—Detective Nosa. He suspected Priest Logan, but with no evidence, he chose caution, watching quietly from the shadows, waiting.

Priest Logan was a master of intimidation. One glance into his dark, penetrating eyes and people’s wills seemed to bend, their fears eclipsing reason. Victims continued to attend his sermons, powerless against his manipulations, even as he preyed upon them in secret.

That Saturday evening, at 5:30 PM, Priest Logan lounged in his dimly lit living room. Beer bottles were scattered on the table before him, the flickering screen of an erotic movie casting shadows across his angular face. The sudden chime of the doorbell pierced the quiet, and anger flared. He refused to answer, but the visitor—Priest Addison, a newly appointed assistant eager to learn from him—was relentless. The bell rang again and again.

Logan sighed, suppressing irritation. He stood, switched off the TV, cleared the bottles, sprayed the air with a sharp fragrance, and finally opened the door. “Who is it?” he asked, feigning sleepiness.

“Good evening, Father. It is I, Priest Addison. I could not wait until tomorrow to meet you,” came the eager reply.

Logan’s lips curled in sarcasm. “You couldn’t wait, could you?” He opened the door fully, inviting Addison in. “You are welcome. My home is yours.”

Addison’s enthusiasm was palpable. “I dreamed of this moment, Father Logan. I cannot believe it is real. How is your health?”

“Never better,” Logan replied smoothly, gesturing toward the tea. “How do you like your tea?”

“Sweet, sir. I add sugar until it tastes just right,” Addison said, standing to help. Logan’s eyes narrowed slightly, unease creeping in. “You must be tired from your journey. Sit. I’ll prepare the tea and then show you your room.”

Logan brewed two cups, giving Addison a tin of sugar to adjust his own. The younger priest chattered eagerly, oblivious to Logan’s silent disinterest, and Logan nodded, attentive only in appearance.

By 7:00 PM, Logan remembered the volunteer cleaners who arrived every Saturday evening to prepare the parish for Sunday service. Hurrying, he led Addison to the parish, introducing him to the workers. Among them was Miss Melly, twenty-two, new to volunteering, independent, and unaccustomed to fear. She had been invited by her landlord’s wife and quickly welcomed the chance to serve.

Logan’s mind worked silently, plotting. He prayed, ostensibly thankful, yet every gesture concealed his sinister intent. He called Addison to observe the parish while he slipped away to his office. There, he prepared his trap.

Behind a seemingly ordinary bookshelf was the entrance to a secret, windowless room—a room known only to Logan. A metal bed sat at its center, bound with straps. His last victim, a fourteen-year-old boy, was tied, spread-eagle, mouth gagged. Logan waited, hidden in shadows, as the final volunteers departed.

When Miss Melly approached, oblivious to the danger, Logan emerged from darkness. “Are you ready?” he asked smoothly. The girl, feeling safe in his presence, nodded. In an instant, he struck her shoulder, knocking her unconscious. He bound her hands and feet to hooks, removing her clothing and securing her to the wall, completely vulnerable.

Meanwhile, Addison returned, unaware of the horrors unfolding. He noticed the open door to Logan’s office and the moved bookshelf revealing the secret room. Curiosity overcame caution. Logan, wielding a thick, heavy stick, concealed himself behind the door, waiting.

Inside, the boy watched in horror as Logan struck him repeatedly. Each blow was deliberate, brutal, until blood and brain matter spilled across the metal bed. The child’s eyes widened in terror, helpless against the maniacal violence, urinating in fear as his life slipped away.

Outside, the city continued unaware, oblivious to the evil that thrived behind closed doors. In this darkness, innocence perished, and the shadow of human depravity stretched long and cruel.
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Chapter Three:
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The Second Dream and the Resurrection of Meneyokas

Later that Saturday, at precisely midnight on the 14th of August, 2010, the triplets—Alexa, Chitose, and Colette—were tucked in their pyjamas, drifting into slumber. As their dreams deepened, they found themselves transported to a desolate, wind-swept expanse straddling the border between Israel and Egypt. The landscape was barren and silent, save for the distant echo of unseen mountains. Their bodies were clad in antiquated Israeli Christian women’s garments, heavy and coarse against their skin, flapping in the sudden gusts of wind.

Within moments, the sky darkened further, and rain began to fall—not the gentle drizzle of summer, but a furious, drenching downpour that soaked them within seconds. Shivering and drenched, they glanced to their right and spotted a lone, weather-beaten tent. They ran toward it, stumbling over jagged stones, and slipped inside. The canvas was thin, the fabric flapping in the wind, and a small zippered opening allowed them a narrow view of the storm outside.

Lightning split the sky on the Israeli side of the border, striking with a deafening roar. The bolt struck just thirty-five yards from the tent, tearing the ground apart in a violent explosion. Rocks of every size erupted skyward, dust and debris spinning in a chaotic vortex, forming a murky cloud above the gaping crater.

As the dust settled, the rain continued its relentless assault, and from the centre of the newly formed crater rose a figure that seemed to command the very elements. General Meneyokas. His presence radiated malevolence. The triplets froze, eyes wide in terror. His nose was impossibly long and sharp, angled sharply upward like the prow of a ship, while his mouth stretched unnaturally wide, nearly reaching his ears, filled with jagged, razor-like teeth. His eyes were terrifying—blood-red orbs with black pupils that seemed to consume light itself. Notably, he had no outer ears, adding to his unnatural, otherworldly visage.

The air seemed to bend around him as he surveyed the landscape, a low rumble of fury building in his chest before it erupted into a roar that shook the ground beneath them. Then, his voice cut through the rain in a chilling, intelligible command:

"I AM MENEYOKAS, SATAN’S GENERAL, THE RULER OF DARKNESS! YOUR SOULS ARE MINE!"

The triplets screamed, terror ripping through their lungs. And then, abruptly, they awoke—screaming, shaking violently, their bodies slick with sweat that mingled with the dampness of the dream, their garments still soaked as if the rain had followed them into the waking world.

Down the hall, their parents were roused by the piercing screams. Gabriel—whose name meant “God is my might”—carried the weight of a secret so profound that it had remained buried for a lifetime, a truth he was destined to reveal only in his final hours. Gabriel was no ordinary man; his essence was beyond this world, a celestial being cloaked in human form. His wife, Agnes—whose name meant “purity”—was forty-nine yet possessed the lithe, unlined body of a thirty-year-old. Chosen by God, she was a direct descendant of Noah, entrusted to represent humanity and join forces with heavenly beings to bring forth the Chosen Ones.

Hearing the cries, Gabriel and Agnes hurried to the girls’ bedroom, the light cutting through the shadows as they entered.

“Are you girls okay?” Agnes asked, her voice a mix of concern and authority. The triplets shivered violently, sweat dripping from their faces, their fear raw and palpable. Gabriel, sensing the gravity of the moment, nodded solemnly and said, “Agnes... help me take them to my study. The time has come.”

Outside, the storm continued unabated, but within the walls of the house, destiny had begun its inexorable course.

Gabriel’s words hung in the air, heavy and solemn. “The time has come,” he said again, this time slower, drawing out the syllables as if summoning forces beyond comprehension. “The time has come for you to understand... for you to know who you truly are.”

Outside, London’s streets stretched into the night, a world still pulsing with life, though muted in the late hours. Rain slicked the pavements, turning the amber glow of street-lights into golden pools of liquid fire. Neon signs buzzed faintly above shuttered shops, and the distant wail of a siren echoed between damp brick walls. Empty taxis rolled slowly along deserted avenues, their tires hissing over puddles, while the occasional late-night pedestrian hurried beneath umbrellas, unaware of the darkness that was awakening in the hearts of three girls tucked in a quiet suburban home.

The city was alive, yet subdued, as if holding its breath. Its normalcy contrasted sharply with the barren, storm-lashed wasteland of the girls’ dream, where lightning tore the ground and Meneyokas had risen from the earth itself. The reality of London, with its hum of electricity and faint smell of wet asphalt, was comforting, yet it carried an undercurrent of foreboding. Something terrible had crossed the border of dreams into the waking world, and it was only beginning.

Gabriel took a deep breath, placing a hand on each of the girls’ shoulders. “You cannot remain children in this moment. What is coming... what you will face... will demand courage, understanding, and a heart unbroken by fear.”

Agnes nodded, her gaze steady, her own unease tempered by her resolve. “We cannot hide it any longer,” she said. “It is time to reveal what has been kept from you, the truth of your blood, your purpose... and the darkness that seeks you.”

The triplets looked up at their parents, eyes wide, their minds still reeling from the dream, from Meneyokas’ terrifying proclamation. Yet even in their fear, a flicker of curiosity and resolve stirred.

The rain outside continued its relentless rhythm, a mirror of the storm in their dreams, connecting the unreal and the real, binding the destiny of three girls with the night city that slept oblivious to the awakening darkness.
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Gabriel Reveals Himself to His Family

The girls clung to one another as their parents led them swiftly through the dim corridor. The house was quiet, save for the low hum of London’s late-night rain pressing against the windows. Street-lights from outside cast long, trembling bars of gold across the hallway floor as they passed.

Agnes opened the door to the master bedroom first—warm, familiar, safe. But Gabriel did not stop there.

“Come,” he whispered. “There is a room you must see... a room I never thought you would enter until this night.”

At the far end of the master bedroom, partially concealed behind a full-length curtain of deep blue velvet, stood a second door—one the girls had seen all their lives but never questioned. Gabriel reached out, pressing his palm against the ancient-looking wood. The surface shimmered faintly beneath his touch, as though something beneath the grain awakened at his presence.

The lock clicked on its own.

The door drifted open.

The girls stepped into darkness—then light.

Gabriel’s Study-Room

WARM, GOLDEN LUMINANCE filled the space, not from bulbs or lamps, but from something more ethereal. The study-room was unlike any earthly office. It felt ancient—timeless—like a fragment of scripture brought to life.

The walls were lined with towering shelves carved from cedar wood, the same fragrant timber used in Solomon’s temple. Every shelf held scrolls wrapped in faded scarlet ribbon, manuscripts inked in languages older than empires, and books bound in soft, timeworn leather. Some glowed faintly, as though truth itself pulsed beneath their covers.

On one wall hung a massive tapestry embroidered in shimmering gold thread—depicting a great battle between angels and darkness. The figures were not still; their wings seemed to ripple when one stared long enough, as if caught mid-motion.

In the centre of the room stood a stone pedestal, smooth and pale like marble, though veined with lines of soft radiant light. Upon it lay a single open scroll, glowing gently with celestial warmth. Its letters were written in the ancient tongue of Heaven—elegant strokes that appeared to rearrange themselves as if alive.

The air was peaceful but charged, like standing inside a sanctuary where heaven and earth touched.

Agnes inhaled deeply; her face softened.

The study’s glow brushed her features, revealing the serenity she carried, the quiet joy of a woman who had lived her life as though she were protecting a secret she barely understood.

Gabriel’s presence, within his true surroundings, changed subtly. His shoulders squared with an unearthly grace, his eyes reflecting layers of wisdom centuries deep. Yet love—gentle, earthly, human love—radiated from him as he turned toward his family.

The Revelation

“I HAVE A STORY TO TELL,” Gabriel said quietly.

The girls gathered before him, their hearts pounding.

He reached out, taking each of their right hands in his own.

“Fear no more,” he murmured. “For your destinies have come... and mine ends here. These will be the last words I speak as Gabriel your father. But He who sent me—the One who also sent you—your God and my God, shall remain with you always.”

He turned to Alexa, his hand brushing her cheek with reverence.

“Alexa... your name means Defender of Man. It was given to you by Jehovah Himself. That destiny is written into your very breath.”

Next he faced Chitose.

“And you, Chitose. You came one minute after your sister because the world needed you beside her. Your name means Strength of a Thousand. Jehovah said: I have given each of My triplets the strength of a thousand ones.”

Then came the youngest.

“Colette... Colette... Colette.”

He said her name like a holy echo.

“You are Victory of the People. For God has declared: These three will bring victory to the Earth. I have given them strength beyond imagination.”

Colette felt a tremor ripple through her bones—a calling awakening.

Gabriel then turned to Agnes, taking her hands tenderly. Inside this room, surrounded by divine remnants, the love between them glowed like something eternal.

“Agnes—your name means Purity,” he whispered. “It is your daughters’ inheritance. You were born without sight because God wished to shield you from earthly corruption... so your purity would remain untouched.”

A tear formed on Agnes’s lashes.

“Your sight was restored the day you accepted my proposal,” Gabriel continued softly. “For the LORD works through signs... and wonders.”

He stepped back, drawing a breath that seemed to pull heaven closer.

“I am Gabriel,” he said. “The Gabriel. A heavenly being. And this... is the story of how we met.”

The study-room pulsed with light—gentle, holy, expectant—holding the family in the heart of revelation.
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Chapter Five
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Before the Beginning (Agnes Meet Gabriel)

Agnes turned thirty on a Sunday—13 August 1991—a date the heavens had circled long before she ever existed.

That morning she sat quietly inside the small stone church of St Augustine’s, Brookland, tucked into the low, wind-brushed marshland of Kent, where the sky always seemed too wide for human worries. The squat Norman tower stood like a patient old watchman, its weathered stones darkened by centuries of rain and prayer. Outside, the grass bowed in gentle ripples beneath the breeze, and sheep grazed where generations of villagers had once knelt in quiet grief and hope.

Inside, the bells rang a little off-beat, as though remembering older rhythms no one alive could quite hear anymore. The pews smelled of old hymn books, candle wax, and rain-soaked coats, and the walls held a pale, chalky cold that felt older than the village itself. Light slipped through the narrow windows in thin, trembling ribbons, dust drifting through them like forgotten prayers. Agnes sat there, still and small beneath it all, as if the church were not merely sheltering her, but memorising her too.
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