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Nova (Aged fifteen)

“Don’t you fucking touch me,” I screamed at the man that was meant to be my foster father. I’d been stuck in this home since I was eight years old. The man supposed to care for me because my biological parents couldn’t sway drunkenly in front of me with that look I loathed. This man, though, was anything but caring. Or maybe, in reality, he was too caring. He liked little girls too much. He didn’t even give me the first day to acclimate to being in a foster home. My biological parents weren’t good people; the law finally caught up with them, but this man was pure evil.

“Come on, Nova, show Daddy some love,” Duane drunkenly slurred as he came towards me. 

“Fuck you. You are not my father; my father never touched me like that,” I screamed. I’d had enough. I couldn’t take it anymore. Every night since I was eight years old, Duane would come into the bedroom that was supposed to be mine and touch me. First, it started as touching, then extended to him, raping me. I’d had enough. Now I was pregnant with his child, and I couldn’t stand the thought of it. I was scared. I was lost, and it didn’t matter how many social workers I tried to tell; they didn’t listen. I was just a dirty supernatural to them. 

“Nova, you do not want to be punished, do you?” he snarled, making me shudder. His punishment usually involved my ass being taken in ways that no one should be taken. I had to do something. I had to make a difference. I realized today when I was at school and told the school nurse that I was pregnant to my foster father, and she said to me that I should’ve used protection if I didn’t want to get pregnant. I stood there in astonishment. Did she miss the bit entirely where I said I was pregnant to my foster father? 

Duane started to encroach on me. If I thought my foster mother had the guts to go to the cops, I might have run to her, but she just told me to shut up and take it. If I gave him what he wanted, he would leave me alone. And that was what I felt, alone. No one had my back. No one cared what I was going through. I couldn’t contact my biological parents, as I was banned from seeing or speaking to them. Despite them being criminals, they cared about me. I never doubted their love. My father never once touched me like this. In fact, he hated pedophiles. 

I backed further against my wall as Duane continued to walk towards me. I had a knife in the back pocket of my jeans. I knew what I was about to do would get me in a fuck ton of trouble. I knew that my life path was about to be destined by the decision I was about to make, but I was desperate. I needed this to stop. I couldn’t do it anymore.

I waited, watching Duane drunkenly stumble towards me. As he reached out and grabbed my hip, I made my move. Slipping the knife from my back pocket, I lifted my hand with lightning speed and stabbed; I plunged the knife into his chest with all my might. It took a moment for Duane to comprehend what had just happened to him. My eyes were wide as I stared at where the knife was stuck into his chest, up to the handle. He stared down at his chest before turning his eyes back to me.

“You stabbed me,” he whispered.

I didn’t say anything as I used all my might to shove him away from me. I fled the room. I could hear my foster mother calling my name as I raced from the house. I didn’t even take the time to strip from my clothes as I shifted and felt my owl take over. Shaking off the top I’d been wearing from my body, I took off high into the sky. 

I hadn’t thought about what I was going to do. Did I dob myself in? Did I flee? I didn’t know what to do, but I knew I had to escape Duane. If he didn’t die, he would come after me. He would kill me. He wouldn’t be satisfied with just fucking me. I continued to fly aimlessly until my owl was exhausted. Flying down into the branches of the highest tree, I breathed out. My owl cooed to me. She let me know that I wasn’t alone. My only friend. I’d wished so often that I had the powers of a witch or a warlock. I would have been able to prevent Duane from touching me. But I was a shifter. I loved my owl and the freedom to take to the skies, but I wish I’d had powers that could protect me.

My owl tried to comfort me, but I was broken. He’d hurt me. I remember being a little girl and how much love I felt from my parents. Unfortunately, they’d chosen the wrong path. Papa worked for a bank, and he started embezzling money. We never asked for anything, but I never realized that was because Papa was stealing money. Mama knew what he was doing, so she was jailed too. The worst thing you can do is steal, it seemed. Papa got fifteen years in jail, and Mama got ten. I was eight years old.

I’d been terrified. I was right to be scared. People looked at me like I had been the criminal for some reason. Everyone turned their back on me. I was literally tossed away, and Duane was happy to catch me. I breathed in deeply and ruffled the feathers on my body. I was going to have to plan. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know where to go. I wasn’t even sure how I could hide if I could. If I shifted back to human, I would be naked. 

“Nova,” I heard my voice call through the link. I gasped and turned, looking for the person calling me. They had to be a shifter to be able to speak to me through my link. Panic gripped me. 

Suddenly a raven flew up into the canopy of the trees and landed beside me. A hawk followed quickly behind the raven. 

“Who are you?” I asked with fear threaded through my voice.

“My name is Scout, and this is Hawke; we are with the Onyx Rebels.”

“Are you police? Are you here to arrest me?”

“No, Nova. Your Mama and Papa sent us to find you.”

“What?” I gasped. That didn’t make sense; were these people criminals too? 

“No, we aren’t criminals, Nova,” Scout said, reading my mind and causing me to gasp. “Neither is your Mama and Papa. Your Mama and Papa are no longer in prison.”

“What? But why didn’t they come and get me? Why did they leave me there?” I cried. 

“I’m sorry, Nova, we didn’t know where you were; we only found you yesterday; when we saw you flee the house, we knew that you were in trouble and decided to make contact.”

I sighed. “I want my Mama and Papa.”

“I know, sweetheart,” Hawke said. “We will take you to them.”

“I stabbed him.”

“Who?” Scout asked.

“Duane. My foster father. I’m pregnant with his baby. He’s been raping me since I was eight.”

The silence was deafening as they took in what I’d just said. “Okay, we can work it out. You are safe now.”

The raven turned to the hawk and nodded its head. The hawk returned the nod and took off into the sky.

“Come on, Nova, let's get you to safety,” Scout said. I lifted into the sky and followed Scout. I didn’t know what was about to happen. I didn’t even know if they were lying. But I was prepared to find out. Could they really be worse than Duane?
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Chapter One
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Nova (Twenty-Eight years old)

Scout and Hawke didn’t lie that day all those years ago. I was safe. Scout took me to my parents, who were at the Onyx Rebels headquarters in Melbourne. They explained that they were members of the Onyx Rebels and that the embezzlement was a ruse. They never embezzled money but went to prison to get information for the Onyx Rebels.

I’d been so angry when I found out. I’d been sent to live with that rapist at eight years old, all because my parents wanted to work with some rebellion group. It didn’t matter what they said; I couldn’t see why they rejected me. Scout had tried hard to explain that I was never supposed to be placed with Duane, but something happened in the communication. 

It took me another three years until I finally forgave my parents and allowed them into my life. By that time, I’d given birth to a son, Gumma. What I hadn’t known was that Duane was a demon. He’d managed to hide his scent with scent blockers. We didn’t have complete answers, but there was a thought that it was Ettore who had been able to step in and have me put with Duane and his mate. 

Mama and Papa had been working against Ettore and finding information about him and Nystrom. Papa was placed in the cell beside Nystrom and was supposed to befriend him. It was a grave mistake on the Onyx Rebel's part. Not only did I get placed with a demon who raped me from age eight and impregnated me, but Ettore sent Nystrom in to kill my Papa and Mama only a few years later. 

In a way, it was fortunate timing, they didn’t die with any animosity between us, but at the same time, I had so many years to make up for. When I gave birth to Gumma, they tried to see me, but I refused. They didn’t meet my son until he was three years old. By then, he was coming into his own personality and learning about his powers. Gumma was an irfit. A cross between a demon and a bird shifter. Gumma could shift into any bird, but he could also summon hellfire. He was also mute; if he was human, I imagine he would be diagnosed with Autism. It was terrifying, but now that we were facing a war, I could see how my son was about to play an integral part.

My parents had remained in Melbourne at the Onyx Rebel’s headquarters while I’d gone with Scout and Hawke to Lalbert. They only met Gumma once, that trip when they returned to the Melbourne Headquarters; Nystrom was waiting for them and assassinated them before they could even get out of the car.  I made a life for myself in Lalbert. I went to university and studied to become a psychologist. I learned more about myself and the powers that I held. As it turned out, I wasn’t just an owl shifter. But I came from demon blood. My grandmother was a demon, and I had many of her powers. I spent the rest of my life dedicated to avenging my parents’ death and helping those who were unfortunately not given freedom like me. 

The wound I’d caused on Duane wasn’t fatal as it happened. It was a pity, really. Now that I was a lot older, I knew I would have done it again, but I would have aimed for that fucker’s neck. I would have peeled his skin from his body. I would have delighted in his screams. Some days it scared me just how sick and twisted my brain could be. If I was to diagnose someone with my brain, I would say they were a sociopath. But I wasn’t. I still felt. I still had empathy and shared emotions. But I could quickly kill those that hurt the innocent. 

Gumma and I grew up together, learning to get closer. When he discovered that he was the result of rape when he was eleven, it hurt him a lot, and he wanted to go and hunt Duane down. I promised him that a time would come when Duane would be judged. I think Gumma wished he could be the judge and jury.

For me, I felt like I never really grew up past fifteen. I guess in the kink world, I was considered a middle. I belonged to club KINK, the same club that Hawke belonged to, and I went there regularly. But it wasn’t sexual for me. Sure, many men fetishized it, but that wasn’t who I was. For me, it was the moment that I developed my freedom. At fifteen, I became my own person; it was a time I liked to celebrate. 

I loved the innocence of wearing a school uniform and my hair in pig tails. I loved watching those we were fighting against look at me with shock when they realized the little girl they thought I was, in fact, was a seasoned killer who would cut their throats with a smile on her lips.

There was something powerful in people underestimating me. Once again, I guess we could go back to that whole being a sociopath thing. Now I live full-time in the Onyx Rebels headquarters in Lalbert with Gumma. He was itching to join in with the fight. His hatred for Ettore grew with every act the Nephilim did. The final straw for Gumma was when Ettore kidnapped Wrennyn, Jabari, and Hawke’s child.

That was too much for us, and we were getting this war underway. The gods were coming out of hiding, and we were all training. It was time. We’d planned for so long, but it was time for action. I couldn’t wait. I wanted to be the one that placed Ettore’s head on a spike. It would sit in the ground of the underworld, right beside Duane’s.
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Chapter Two
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Kerwin

We were gathered in the meeting hall in Middle Earth. The gods and goddesses surrounded us while Hel took center stage. 

“It’s time. I would have liked to hold back a little longer. Ettore is getting worse, and he is only going to increase in both power and insanity,” Hel announced. “We have been planning this for centuries and knew it would come to this.”

“Is the cthulu ready to fight, though?” Artemis asked where she stood against one wall; beside her was a fawn. She held great magic and could kill a person with one look. Artemis was the goddess of centaurs and may have appeared to be someone loving and gentle. But I’ve seen her fight, she shows no mercy, and her animals are deadly, even ones as docile as a fawn.

Hel sighed and scrubbed her hands over her face. Around me, the valkyrie sat listening to the gods go over the plans. We’d learned about Ettore many years ago and knew this war was coming. We’d watched from our position in Middle Earth as Iver, the cthulu, grew into his powers. At sixteen, he was no longer a little boy but a man. 

“I’m not happy to be going in early, I would have liked to wait for him to grow a bit more, but I don’t think we are going to have time,” Hel explained. 

“Lucifer is coming out of hiding?” Neptune, the god of mermaids and merman, asked.

Hel nodded her head. “He and Lilith have revealed their presence in the underworld.”

Neptune chuckled. “How did the demons respond to that?”

Hel smirked. “With fear. They are scared and aren’t sure what to do. Ettore is trying his hardest to hold onto the Demon Council’s support. Still, the support is waning now that Lucifer is back, and Ettore knows it.”

There was a slight rumble through the crowd as everyone made sounds of affirmation. 

“What are you thinking, Hel? Do we go in and start the battle, let Ettore know that the cthulu has the power of the gods backing him?” Kali, the goddess of the basilisk, asked. She was one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen. All the gods and goddesses were gorgeous, but Kali stood out from the rest. Her dark skin and eyes of green drew everyone’s attention. It was in those green eyes, though, that she could kill. Her eyes were deadly. One look and a person would drop dead within seconds.

Some may ask why the gods and goddesses hadn’t just gone earthside and destroyed Ettore when he first started. They had promised millennia ago that they wouldn’t interfere with human and supernatural problems until the Nephilim rose and attempted to destroy earthside. 

“No, I don’t think that’s what we should do. That would risk many supernaturals, especially those still in breeding facilities. And I don’t think we should all go just yet.”

“Who are you suggesting?” Hades, the god of demons and Hel’s mate, asked. 

“I think you and I go along with Anansi and Selene for now.” Anansi was the African goddess of spider shifters, and Selene was the goddess of wolf shifters. “I would also like to take all the valkyrie with me. I want to make sure that the powers of the children are ready. I’d also like to help shut down the last of Ettore’s facilities before we begin. Lucifer and Lilith were going to shut the underworld training center and found new homes for the alphas that Ettore was training, but I’d like to get the rest of them done. The less army he has, the better.”

“I’d like to go, too,” Jezebeth requested. Hel turned to face the young girl and nodded her head. 

“I think it would be good for you to join the rest of your brothers and sisters,” Hel answered.

“Why don’t you want the rest of us to go?” Baron Samedi, the god of warlocks, asked.

“I want as little attention as possible, Baron. I appreciate your work for us, and I know there will be more. But right now, I think just a small group of us leave Middle Earth and go earthside.”

Baron nodded his head. He had been earthside for several years. He’d hidden as a warlock named Jeff. He gathered much information about the humans and what Ettore was doing. Now that Ettore wasn’t hiding, we didn’t need someone to secretly collect information.

“Hel is right,” Odin, the creator, spoke. Everyone gasped as we turned to face him, walking through the crowd. Odin rarely came to these meetings. He was busy. He was the creator; of course, he was in charge of all humans, supernaturals, and gods. Perched on his shoulders were two ravens; an eye patch was held firmly over one eye as he took his position at the front of the room. “We need to end him swiftly, but we need to be smart for the prophecy to be fulfilled. If Ettore realizes the gods will be fighting with the army and lending our power, he will likely step up his attempt to kill the children. This plan for the gods to enter earthside needs to be done quietly.”
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