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Scout

“Are you ready for this?” Hawke asked. I smiled and nodded my head. I’d been ready for this war since I was first created. It had taken much longer than I’d first expected, but I’d always been prepared. I always knew what my role in life would be.

“No one else knows, do they?” he said to me with a frown on his brows.

I shook my head. “No. Other than the gods, you are the only one.”

“I fucking hate this,” he growled.

I chuckled. “I know you do. We have been through a lot in the years. But it is how it has to be for the war to be won finally.”

Hawke scrubbed his hands up over his face and sighed. “Morrigan. There has to be another way?”

I smiled. It had been a long time since he’d used my real name. I slung my arm around my best friend and brother's shoulder. We had been through a lot, not only with the Onyx Rebels but in life, born only two minutes apart to a mother who didn’t know how to raise us, especially not a demon Nephilim born neither male nor female. Hawke and I relied on each other. No one else knew that we were twins. It was the secret we kept between ourselves. It kept us safe. If no one knew, no one could use it to hurt us.

“There isn’t another way, brother. You know that; you’ve known it since Hel first came to us.”

Hawke’s eyes welled with tears, and he nodded his head. “I don’t have to be happy about it.”

I chuckled and rested my head against Hawke’s shoulder. “You’re right. You don’t have to be happy about it. But you do have to accept it.”

Hawke sighed. “I guess so. How much longer have you got?”

“A little while. My chapter isn’t quite done yet.”

Hawke gave me a watery smile. I knew how much it was hurting him. But there was a purpose for my life. I’d lived a long time. I knew that the day would eventually come, and I would ascend to the gods. I needed to make way for the ancestors. It would be in my ascension that they would have room to come. I wasn’t going to die, per se. I wouldn’t be turned back to energy. Instead, I would go to what humans called Valhalla or Heaven. I would ascend to the hall of the gods. I guess calling it a hall wasn’t correct either; Valhalla is the tree of life. It is where gods live once it is time to pass on. It is where Odin’s parents are, where most of the gods, including my father, Urthemiel. 

He was waiting for me. Once I was there, Iver could lead his army and finally bring Ettore to an end. The veils would open between Middle earth, Earthside, and the Underworld. Only then could we travel freely between the three worlds, and the gods would be able to remain among the supernaturals. And for the first time, supernaturals would finally have the chance to be completely free. They would be able to live the life that they were supposed to. 

Supernaturals weren’t meant to remain static in one place. They were created to roam. They were supposed to have free movement between the worlds. But until the war was complete and Ettore died, they had to rely on the gods to move them. Their powers would finally be able to come to full fruition. They would learn new strengths. In a sense, it would separate humans and supernaturals further, but not severely. 

It could open the door to bad supernaturals rising to overpower the human population. But they would be dealt with. Many supernaturals would be able to feel safe enough to come out of hiding, some of whom had been hiding for thousands of years.

“At least Blaise is dead,” Hawke said with a sigh.

I nodded my head. He was. The mission hadn’t gone as well as we had hoped. Herrick had almost lost his life in the process. We never anticipated the demons getting hold of a bomb and attempting to blow up the training center. They managed to damage Herrick’s body to the point that the man was now blinded and living on Middle earth. This was the biggest thing I hated about war. It was the death and pain it created in people. I hated it. I wished that the gods could have just gone in and killed Ettore. But this was a war that needed to happen; without it, the supernaturals would never know the freedom they would receive once it was done. 

“I imagine Ettore will launch an attack soon,” I sighed. Nevada and Kaki had been watching him closely. He’d lost the glamor he’d been wearing for the last year. 

“Yeah, that fucker pretended to be fucking crazy,” Hawke growled.

I chuckled and nodded my head. “He had everyone fooled.”

Hawke sighed. “Well, I guess we will be waiting.”

“We will, brother, we will.”
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“Thank you, everyone, for coming,” Kade said as he stood at the front of the room. This war was taking its toll. Kade, who had always looked very young; he could have been mistaken for a twenty-five-year-old, looked haggard. His eyes had dark bags beneath them. His black hair that he wore tied back was getting flecks of silver through it. I worried about him, but I could do nothing to prevent what was coming. 

“As you are all aware, Blaise is now dead. Unfortunately, that wasn’t a quick and easy mission like we’d hoped. As a result, he is in Middle earth with his mate and son to keep them safe. Herrick is still our brother, but we need to care for him. The sadder part was that the incident with Herrick had nothing to do with us going in to kill Blaise. Demons were trying to blow up the training facility after they realized they’d been stripped from their powers. Two demons are dead, but the other two are held at the AJE precinct and will be sent back to the underworld."

"Is the precinct warded enough that Ettore won’t get to them?” Anghus asked.

Kade shrugged his shoulders. “I suspect that if Ettore really wanted to get to them, he would be able to. However, I don’t see that he is interested in them now that they are as powerless as humans.”

They were now just throwaways. Ettore would undoubtedly strip others of their power and use them as slaves. I’d wondered if he would try abducting humans, but he would probably know we would rescue them. It would take him to create a great trap if he wanted to avoid us. However, that was likely to happen as well. I wouldn’t trust Ettore as far as I could throw him.

Ettore and I had grown up together. When Hawke and I were first able to leave the Underworld, we came to earth. Ettore was there with Blaise, Vex, Granger, and Nystrom, his four best friends. They had grown up in the Underworld, with Hawke and I; despite our mothers being human, we were taken back to the Underworld with Hel to learn our powers. At the time, we didn’t realize what it would mean. But when Ettore heard that Hawke and I had arrived earthside, he came to find us. At first, everything was fine. We all got along well. Then he killed his mother. At first, we thought Granger was guilty of the murder. Granger was arrested and sent to a supernatural prison. If it weren’t for Ettore, he wouldn’t have been there, but also, if it weren’t for Ettore, Granger would have been executed. Ettore pleaded with the judge, and either mind fucked him or was able to somehow appeal to his kinder nature. Whatever he did, Granger was committed to prison for life. 

After Granger was in prison, Nystrom was sent to jail, followed by Blaise and Vex. That left Ettore on the outside. To my and Hawke’s eyes, he was becoming power-hungry, and we could see that there was going to be trouble. It wasn’t until he disappeared to the underworld that Hawke and I decided we needed to be careful and think about what we were doing. I’d agreed with Hawke to go back to the Underworld and use the fact that I was a demon Nephilim and a healer to my advantage. I could find out everything Ettore was doing without having to be involved with Ettore.

When I returned to the underworld, I realized my mistake. Ettore had somehow managed to lock the veil between the earthside and the underworld. I was stranded and couldn’t get back to earth or Hawke. It was a hard few hundred years. I tried to do everything I could to get the veil re-open. But without Ettore’s permission, none of us could cross over. 

Ettore had somehow managed to take over the demon council and had them on his side. I spent hours and hours in the library, reading all of the books that had ever been written about demons and the underworld. As it turned out, Hel was a prolific writer, and it made things easier for me. That was when I discovered the prophecy. A war was to come; a Nephilim would rise up and try to eradicate all humans and supernaturals. He would have the aid of a god. He would attempt to wipe everyone out and start again, bar the demons he would use to repopulate the earth. His ultimate plan was to go to middle earth to kill the gods. 

Reading taught me how to use my powers to communicate between the worlds. Of course, the creator was the first one I chose to share with. Odin. I needed to find out if there was a way to protect middle earth from Ettore. Within a few days, I secretly met on middle earth with Odin. Hel was able to explain the prophecy to me. She told me about a boy rising up, a cthulu who would conquer Ettore with his army. 

Now we were living in that time. The minute I got word that Iver had been born, I knew the war was coming. During the meeting with Odin and Hel, I discovered how to communicate with Hawke through the link. He told me that he’d met a family of wild cat shifters and that their plans were to create a rebellion group called the Onyx Rebels. I didn’t know that Ettore had formed a Morpheus group while I was in the underworld. They were abducting supernatural children and then running underground fight clubs, which pitted one child against another to fight to the death. It was barbaric and horrific. 
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