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        Her dream comes at the price of human souls. 

      

        

      
        Ylva has always wanted to become a Valkyrie, and now she's enrolled in her first year at Afterlife Academy, she's getting her chance. But nothing is simple about bringing souls to Valhalla and she soon finds herself embroiled in ancient rivalries and new friendships. 

      

        

      
        With more human souls in need of collection than ever before, Ylva and her classmates are about to get a crash course in death.

      

        

      
        - 

        Valkyrie 101 is book one of the Afterlife Academy: Valkyrie, an urban fantasy f/f academy series.

      

        

      
        The Afterlife Academy specialises in teaching paranormals how to help human souls pass onto the next phase, whether that's by guiding them gently, preparing them for rebirth, or cutting them loose with a scythe.

      

      

      

      
        
        Part of becoming a Valkyrie includes learning how to:

      

      

      
        	Open the gates of Valhalla

        	Train your pet wolf

        	Harvest a soul

        	Earn wings

        	Die and come back from it
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        Death is effortless, unless you’re an Afterlife Assistant. Predicting death, harvesting souls, and bringing them to their afterlife of choice? Not an easy task for the unskilled.

      

        

      
        Luckily, the Afterlife Academy teaches all there is to know about Afterlife care. We’ll learn who the deceased are, what they believe in, and where they need to go.

      

        

      
        In my case, I’ll be taught to find warriors that died in battle and deserve a special place in Valhalla.

        Afterlife Academy, I’m ready. Teach me how to be a Valkyrie.

      

      

      

      The wind tugged on my sleeves as I approached the tall building where I’d spend the next three years of my life. The Afterlife Academy. The finest institute for those wanting to become an afterlife assistant, like me. With the dark brick and ornate columns, it stood proud on the grass plateau, the school grounds stretching out into a forest.

      I set my luggage down and admired the crest hanging above the front doors. Strong wings held a shielded but elegant A. How I dreamed and planned to come here, and now finally, it was my time to shine and carry the Valkyrie torch.

      With my heartbeat throbbing in my veins, I crossed the lines of the protective circle around the school that only allowed elementals to pass. Half-expecting to be cast back, I breathed a sigh of relief as I set my first foot on campus grounds.

      As if someone turned on the volume of the world, the buzz of chattering students reached my ears. The first day of class hadn’t started, but the school grounds were swarming with other elementals and their respective course markings.

      Elves polishing Reaper scythes, Dragons with signature Shinigami tendrils, and Spirits with winged footwear. An eclectic mix of different types of elementals and their typical Afterlife accessories.

      As they walked by, my attention was drawn to another group. Wind Children with dark wings proudly paraded their wolves across the courtyard, bringing both envy and excitement to my heart. I wanted to be like that. I was going to be like that.

      It was family tradition to become Valkyries as soon as we came of age and I wasn’t about to break the chain and disgrace my family name.

      I rolled my luggage past the group of second -and third-year Valkyries and followed the sign towards the administrative part of the college.

      A woman behind a reception desk greeted me. “Hi. How can I help you?”

      “Hi. I’m just here to get registered for Valkyrie 101.”

      “Certainly. I’ll need to see the course paperwork and your family identification.”

      I rummaged through my old bag, grabbing both my registration documents and my family scroll. “Here you go. My files and my proof of identity.”

      The woman nodded, a little wisp of dark smoke escaping from her nose. That could only mean one thing. She was Shinigami. A Japanese Afterlife caregiver, a job exclusively fulfilled by Dragons.

      Cool. I knew the teachers were all licensed experts, but I hadn’t expected the person tending to the administrative tasks to be one too.

      She flipped through the paperwork and pushed her glasses up to look at me. "Please confirm your name,” she croaked.

      “Ylva Helgudóttir, daughter of Helga of the West Wind.”

      “Excellent. Please mark the paperwork here and here.”

      “Certainly.” I focused on the whisper of wind that was my heart and soul, drawing the relentless power to the surface. I didn’t need much, just a small breath to sign.

      The fresh scent of flowers danced in the palm of my hand as I conjured just the smallest gust of silver wind.

      I pressed my thumb into the paper and let my elemental magic slash into it, signing it with the signature pattern of my specific wind. A mark nobody else could copy or repeat.

      The old Dragon studied the form and nodded. “Thank you. Welcome to the Afterlife Academy. Here is your brochure with a map, your class roster, and the keys to your shared dorm. Make sure to check in before sundown tomorrow.”

      The silver keys felt cool in my hand and I curled my fingers tight around them. My own room, which I had to share with just one other person!

      Crazy times. This was going to be fun.

      The excited chatter and murmurs around me were a clear indicator that I wasn't the only one looking forward to my first day of college. A happy clique of Elves with green hair and a couple of cheery looking Dragons were grouped in the main hall, all bouncing with various degrees of excitement.

      Leaving the others behind me, I used my map to navigate towards the dormitories. According to the descriptions, it looked like they were all located in different areas. Probably to avoid orgies and hook-ups? Not that I cared. What people did in their free time was their business.

      The main building ended with a set of heavy doors that lead to a straight path outside. With neatly-kept grass on the sides and the odd tree off in the distance, it was a nice walk towards the robust building ahead. A simplistic logo with a wolf’s head above the entrance confirmed this was indeed the Valkyrie wing and nothing else.

      Good. Every course attracted a specific type of elemental. Elves became Reapers, Spirits became Guardians. Fae turned up for their Banshee course and Dragons studied to become Shinigami. Only Fairies were accepted for the Angel course, and nobody besides Wind Children chose to become Valkyries. That was just the way it was and had been for as long as elementals were in charge of human afterlife care. The noblest of tasks.

      I checked the number on my keys and followed the doors down to room number four. My new home.

      As I walked through the long corridor, I caught a glance of someone familiar further in the hall and glared at her.

      "Astrid.”

      My nemesis threw her hair over her shoulder and clacked her tongue. "Ylva. I see you're here too."

      "Where else would I be?" I countered. Almost every Wind Child signed up for Valkyrie 101 as soon as they could.

      "I was hoping somewhere in the gutter. Or the College of Beyond.”

      I rolled my eyes. "Think again."

      "Oh well. You'll drop out soon enough. You don't have it in you."

      "We'll see about that." Without a second glance, I turned away from her. The lock on my door rattled slightly, but the air greeting me was clean. That was good.

      I pushed my shoes off onto the doormat, pleasantly surprised with the wooden floor. This empty room would be my home for the next semester. Two beds, two wooden desks, and a matching set of creaky closets. Not particularly fancy, but it would do.

      From the settled dust, it was clear that I got here before my roommate. Nice. That gave me the perfect opportunity to nose around and choose one of the sides.

      I rolled my luggage to one of the beds and threw my sweater on it. There. Claimed my bed.

      Before I unpacked, I checked the attached bathroom. The smell of chlorine hung in the small ensuite and it seemed like the toilet, shower, and sink were clean. Nice. It was quite a relief that I didn't have to share stalls with the rest of the hall. I wouldn’t have enjoyed that.

      I tested the spray of the shower, pleasantly surprised with the pressure behind it. Lovely.

      "Mmm," I hummed to myself as I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror. My white hair was growing out and it was almost long enough to push behind my ears. My pale complexion almost camouflaged me against the white walls, which was quite comical.

      Satisfied with the bathroom, I lunged onto the bed. Class only started tomorrow morning, so I had plenty of time to kill.

      After waiting around for a little while, my stomach grumbled and I swung my feet back on the floor. If I could find the dining hall, I'd grab a bite to eat and chat with some of the other Wind Children from our village. There were bound to be more people here that I knew. A perk and a downfall.

      If I went down in flames, I'd be the talk of the town. The disappointment of the century and the failure of my family.

      No, that wasn't going to happen to me. I wanted wings, my own wolf, and the keys to Valhalla. I didn't care what it would take, I would become a Valkyrie.
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      "Everyone sit down and shut up. I'm professor Raul Hagen and this is your first lesson: How To Spot A Dying Human. Welcome to your first lecture on how to become an Afterlife Assistant and let me be the first to tell you: you're not special."

      I sighed, resting my head on my hand. It was day one, I hadn't made any friends yet or even knew the names of my classmates. Well, apart from Astrid. Looked like she was the only other girl from West that made it in. Besides her, everyone else was new. The other girls in the back of the class were definitely Wind Children from the other districts. The Asian-looking ones in the front were most certainly Dragons and the group of dark-skinned pointy ears were Elves.

      Valkyries, Shinigami, and Reapers all in the same class. Such an odd combination.

      Hagen slammed his book on his desk and huffed. "In this course, you'll learn the ins and outs of the human soul. If you can't keep up, you'll fail. I have no time for the bottom line."

      "Geez, he's a ray of sunshine," I muttered to no one in particular, not really impressed with his attitude. He didn't seem like he really cared.

      To my right, a girl with pink hair chuckled softly and a whiff of her aura circled my way.

      Unmistakably mossy. Most definitely a Wood Elf hoping to graduate as a Reaper.

      Why did we have to have joint classes with other elementals anyway? Shinigami were intolerable and Reapers were at the bottom of the Afterlife Assistant chain.

      The professor threw his chalk down, his sweaty forehead glistening in the sun. Without any pretence, he shot us an annoyed look. "Show of hands. Who has ever seen a dying human?"

      A couple of hands were raised with my own, but it looked like most of my peers hadn't seen one. Not that I blamed them. Most probably didn't come from an old family like my own. The requirements for the other Assistants weren't nearly as strict or harsh as those for becoming a Valkyrie.

      "You there, with the white hair. Tell me a symptom of human death," the professor said as he pointed at me.

      "Their muscles become weaker?"

      "Correct." He scribbled some illegible words on the board and pointed at another girl. "You there. Give me another symptom of death."

      "Ummm... I don't know..."

      Hagen scoffed. "Couldn’t be bothered to flip through the text book then. Bloody first-years. You, on the first row with the ponytail. Tell me a symptom of a dying human."

      The girl stood up, her face holding a polite smile. "My name is Hotaru Ryoko, nice to meet you. A way to recognise the approach of human death is by slowed down breathing."

      "Slowed... down... breathing," professor Hagen repeated as he drew some lines on the board. "Two very clear signs that death is near. There are at least ten more ways that death announces itself, as you'll be able to read in chapter one in your textbook. Study it and I will see you all next week."

      Astrid raised her hand. "Umm, excuse me? I thought this class was supposed to be an hour?"

      "Are you the teacher or am I?" he grumbled, shooting fire with his eyes. Figuratively. He coughed and waved her comment away. "Everyone out. I'm in need of silence."

      Boring. Even if I thought she was right for calling out the length of his class, I wasn't about to agree with her.

      I stuffed my book into my bag and hauled it over my shoulder, adding wrinkles to my freshly-ironed shirt. So much for keeping my clean look.

      Unamused, I followed my classmates out of the room and towards the dorms. The unexpected free time wasn't unwelcome, certainly not since I still needed to unpack.

      "Hello!"

      The scent of moss made me pull up my nose and even without looking, I knew it was the pink-haired girl. There was just something very typical about Wood Elves and their smell.

      "Hi."

      "I'm Aellyn."

      I smiled, pretending I couldn't smell her earthy aura. "Ylva."

      "Have you really seen a dying human before?"

      "I have," I replied. "Mamma took me as a birthday present when I turned eighteen."

      "Woow, cool." She followed me through the corridors, bouncing excitedly up and down. Her pink hair was in stark contrast with her skin, but she seemed perfectly happy with it that way. "I've never even seen a human up close."

      "Really?" I shot her a look, hoping my surprise wasn't impolite. "Then why did you want to become an Afterlife Assistant?"

      "I thought it would be fun."

      Not sure this job was supposed to be fun, but hey, whatever floated her boat.

      "Right. Good luck with becoming a Reaper,” I said hoping this was the end of the conversation and taking a sharp turn towards the dormitories. The wide hallways and glass-stained windows throughout the whole school were beautiful, and this wing wasn't any different.

      "Nope. I'm training to become a Valkyrie too," Aellyn happily announced, still trotting beside me.

      My eyes widened as I studied the Elf. No wind magic, leafy tendrils curling around her ears, and certainly no history or ties with Odin.

      "Mmmm..." I hummed, a little lost for words. Someone else besides a Wind Child training to be a Valkyrie was highly unlikely. So much so, I doubted whether she was even telling the truth. Why would the Afterlife Academy even accept a Wood Elf for this course?

      Not noticing my apprehension, Aellyn bounced up and down. "I know! So awesome. I'm super excited, even if I know nothing about death or Velhella yet."

      "Valhalla," I corrected her, slightly annoyed that she didn't even know the right name for Odin's hall of souls. It would've been okay if she said Walhalla, or Valhöll, or Valhall... But Velhella? No. Just no.

      "Oh, right. Sorry." She swayed from left to right with a little happy squeal. "I'm so excited to be here!"

      "I can tell," I noted. Disinterested, I flipped through the welcome brochure featuring some of the classes and particularly bizarre places on campus like the Wolf Barn, the Ice Lake, or the Lava Fountain. Weird areas for a human university, completely natural for an elemental academy that dealt with death and souls.

      Aellyn chattered away next to me, but I only listened with half an ear. I wasn't particularly interested in making friends with a Wood Elf and silently begged I wouldn't be sharing my room with her.

      There were a surprising amount of other students in the dormitory, crowding up the entrance and corners. Second-year Valkyries accompanied by their wolf familiar and third-years flaunting their black wings. The familiar rattling of keys and leathery wings was a sound I grew up with and made me feel right at home.

      For centuries, this dorm was the home away from home for Wind Children. And one random Wood Elf.

      If my grandparents heard Aellyn got accept for a Valkyrie course, they'd be blowing up the phone with complaints. I wasn't entirely sure I disagreed. Elves had no business with Odin, Asgard, or Valhalla.

      Almost every student shot the pink Elf a weird look, but nobody approached or bothered her. Not that it surprised me. We were taught to mind our own business and if this Wood Elf thought she could become a Valkyrie, it would be the teacher's job to tell her she couldn't.

      "Oh, this is my room." Aellyn halted and jingled her keys. "Would you like to come in?"

      "No, thank you," I declined politely. With a smile, I left her on her doorstep and followed the declining numbers down until I reached room four.

      The door shrieked open into an empty welcome. I thudded down onto my mattress, embracing the pillow that flattened immediately.

      Damn. I should've brought my own one filled with buckwheat instead of this flouncy thing.

      With a little time to relax, I loosened my black tie and studied the other side of the room. The bed was still untouched, but there was luggage standing on her side.. I didn't recognise the crest on her suitcase, but I could tell she packed light. Only that for the whole semester?

      Bold.

      I hoped that meant she'd do her laundry often. I didn't want to bunk with a smelly Wind Child, or worse, a Wood Elf. Why was she even here? Did not enough Wind Children apply?

      Who knew.

      I hung back against the wall, keeping a close eye on the clock. I certainly didn't want to be late for my first practicum later. There were rumours going around that we'd get to practice on actual humans in our first lesson, but I didn't know if that was true or not. All Valkyries were oddly mysterious and vague about the courses and the rest of their job. Whether that was inherent for Valkyries or just Wind children wasn't clear to me.

      The rattling of a key turning in the lock pulled me out of my thoughts and I sat up, excited to meet my roommate.
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      "You?" I frowned as my new roommate pushed the door open. "This has to be a mistake."

      Instead of another Wind Child, an Asian-looking girl stepped into my room. I recognised her from in Hagen's class, but I could be mistaken. They all kind of looked the same.

      "Hi. I'm Hotaru Ryoko, I'm your new roommate. Nice to meet you." With a polite bow, Hotaru placed her bag down next to the other bed and sat down.

      "I don't think so. This is the Valkyrie wing." I pointed at myself. "Wind Children only."

      The girl held up her keys. "This is what the administrative office told me."

      "Then the administrative office was mistaken," I snapped. I grabbed her by the arm, ignoring how hot her skin felt, and dragged her out of my room. If they thought I was going to bunk with a Dragon, they were sorely mistaken.

      The muttering and murmurs in the hall ceased as I pulled the girl along. The second -and third-years whispered in hushed tones as they stared at the spectacle I was causing.

      They could look all they wanted, I wasn’t going to let this slide.

      I stomped across the courtyard and into the long hall with the beautiful coloured lights on the floor, determined to sort out this mistake at once.

      The Shinigami at the desk looked up as I slammed my hand down.

      "Yes?" she croaked.

      "There's been a mistake. You've placed a Dragon in the Valkyrie hall. Unless..." I turned to the girl. Horuta? Hutora? I couldn't remember. "Don't tell me you're also taking Valkyrie 101."

      "No, I'm here to become a Shinigami," she said.

      "Thank fuck for that." I turned back to the secretary. "So yeah, she definitely has keys to the wrong room."

      "What room number are we talking about?"

      "Valkyrie wing, first floor, number four." I ground my teeth, trying to keep the anger down.

      "Ah, I see. Ylva Helgudóttir and Hotaru Ryoko. No, there was no mistake made."

      I pushed Hotaru towards the secretary. "No mistake? Can't you see she's not a Wind Child? She's not even studying to be a Valkyrie."

      The old lady shrugged. "Unfortunately, the Shinigami dorm is unusually full this year. Compromises had to be made."

      I groaned. "Which means I have a Dragon as a roommate?"

      "Yes, certainly for the first semester. When a room frees up in the Shinigami wing, Miss Hotaru is free to move."

      "Great. Just my luck," I muttered as I shuffled away. Judging from the steel gaze of the old Dragon, the conversation was over anyway.

      The girl behind me bowed again, her ponytail falling down her face. "I'm sorry to have caused this inconvenience. Please forgive me."

      "Ugh, it's fine." I waved her apology away, a little weirded out by it.

      "I'm pleased to make your acquaintance, Ylva."

      I rolled my eyes. "Yeah, yeah, likewise, Hotaru."

      "Actually, my first name is Ryoko. Hotaru is my family name."

      "Really?" My voice echoed weirdly in the hall. "Then why do you keep introducing yourself with Hotaru first?"

      "It's custom where I'm from."

      "Aha... It's a little confusing."

      Ryoko stayed silent for a moment before she nodded. "I'll make a note of it."

      It was weird walking back through the Valkyrie wing with Hota— Ryoko next to me. All eyes were on me, most of them filled with curiosity. They wanted to know what the Dragon was doing in our dorm and I didn't blame them.

      I wished I could've kicked up more fuss, but the old lady was strangely scary. Even so, how bad could it be? As long as she kept to her side of the room and didn't bother me too much, it would be fine.

      The whispers and gossiping started before I pulled the door shut. I'd certainly be the talk of the dormitory by the time it was lunch.

      Oh well. Not the worst way to make a name for myself.

      I sat down on my bed and watched my new roommate silently unpack her bags. She didn't bring much and her closet was quickly filled with white shirts and dark ties. Apart from a her clothes, she brought a rice cooker and a set of chopsticks.

      She was that kind of person, huh? Unpacking on day one?

      I looked at my own bags and yawned. My stuff could stay there for a little longer. I'd just find what I needed and make do that way.

      "Would you like some help with that?" Ryoko asked, pointing at my bags.

      "No, thanks. I'm good."

      "Okay. I'm going to shower."

      "Oookay..." What a weirdo. Showering in the middle of the day, right after the first class? What a strange idea.

      At least that gave me some time to be alone and sort out my thoughts so far. A Wood Elf as a Valkyrie classmate and a Dragon living in my room. Certainly not how I thought my college years were going to be.

      But it was fine. I didn't have to associate with them, beside the necessary arrangements in class. There were plenty of Wind Children to make friends with and get the weirdos off my radar.

      With my new roommate showering, I grabbed my jacket from the chair and shoved my keys in my pocket. I didn't know much about Dragons, but I heard they were supposedly very ill-tempered. Irrelevant though. I wasn't particularly interested in observing one up close.

      I pulled our door shut as quietly as possible, hoping that she wouldn't notice I left.

      Back out into the hall, conversation froze and the other students stared at me. Great. The gossiping already started then.

      One of them broke free from a group and walked up to me, her wings about as dark and impressive as I'd seen. Whoever she was, she had every reason to flaunt.

      "You. You're new, right?"

      "Yes." My heart thundered in my chest. I hoped they didn't think I was happy with having a Shinigami student in the dorm. That would be the fast way for me to head towards the bottom of the social chain.

      "What's up with Dragon in your room?"

      Everyone stared at me, the tension palpable in the air.

      "No idea." I shrugged, pulling a face. "I tried to get it overturned, but they wouldn't let me. Stupid school, right?"

      The silence weighed heavily on me as I waited for her answer. Judging from the stripes on her uniform, she was a third-year and potentially the head-bitch in charge. If she was, I didn't want to make her my enemy.

      "What's your name?" she asked, studying me from top to toe.

      "Ylva, daughter of Helga."

      "West Wind?"

      "Yes."

      She nodded and the girls behind her quickly followed suit. Definitely the leader of a clique then.

      "I'm Flavia, daughter of Flavia. East," she introduced herself, her name familiar. I heard of her mother. She was from the main family line, which meant this girl was noble and heir to her clan. One day, she'd be the matriarch of all the East districts.

      She held out her hand and even from where I was standing, I could feel and hear her wind magic coursing through her veins. She was powerful, incredibly so. Even if she wasn't born as the heir to her clan, she could've gained that position by sheer force.

      "Nice to meet you," I said, quickly extending my arm to greet her. I pressed my palm against her forearm, slightly intimidated by how wild her magic felt. There was a small tornado raging through her and I wouldn't want to be there when she unleashed it.

      Consciously, I tugged on my own magic, directing it towards where Flavia was touching me. I wouldn't match her, but I didn't want her to think I was meek and powerless.

      She tweaked an eyebrow as my wind reached her and an understanding smile curled around her lips. "I see."

      I repressed the need to reply with a snarky or smart comment and just stayed silent while I exhausted my reservoir of magic to impress her.

      "Ylva, right?"

      "Yes."

      "You have potential. I’ll see you around." She finally released her grip on me and strode back to her group of friends. On her sign, they followed her through the hallway to wherever they had to go. The others shot me a last look but returned to their own business soon enough.

      Nobody else approached me, nobody else talked to me, nobody invited me. It was clear that Flavia had her first pick of who she wanted in her squad and unless she rejected me publically, I was off limits for any other groups. Just typical Wind Children custom when it came to friend groups.

      I checked my watch, surprised by the time. My next lecture would start in not too long and I didn't want to be late. That was just rude.

      But hey, not a bad start for the first day. I got noticed by an established group of Wind Children, which could make my college career. Mamma would be proud.

      I made a mental note to write her about it before grabbing my map of the school and finding my next class. Wolf training.
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      Just like the others wanting to become Valkyries, I arrived ten minutes early at the Barn. Nice and punctual, as it should be. The only person missing was the one girl that shouldn't even be here. The Wood Elf. As expected.

      I shook my head slightly as I leaned against the wall, making sure I left plenty of distance between me and my classmates. Nobody liked being crowded while waiting.

      Even the teacher was already here, which wasn't a surprise either. From her sharp nose and the elegant markings engraved in the side of her face, she was part of the East Wind tribe. Old too. Most women didn't get markings until they'd been serving as a Valkyrie for at least three hundred years.

      Whoever she was, there was no doubt she was a formidable woman and I was excited to learn from her.

      Two minutes after the hour, Aellyn strolled into sight. "Hiya!"

      She didn't seem to notice that everyone gave her the stink eye, but that wasn't a surprise. She seemed quite dense.

      "Took you long enough," Astrid sneered.

      "Huh?" The Wood Elf checked her watch. "I'm on time, aren't I?"

      "You weren't early, which means you were late," my nemesis spat back, and despite my reluctance, I had to agree with her. Nothing was more annoying than tardy people.

      "Sorry?" She shrugged, clearly not bothered.

      Silly Elf. If she was going to survive a whole semester, let alone a year, with us, she really needed to brush up on what was and wasn't appropriate. Saying things like Velhalla and being late would just make her even more of an outcast than she already was.

      "Silence, pupils." The teacher clapped her hands, quickly drawing attention to herself. "I'm Brynhild and I'll be teaching you everything you need to know about your dusk wolf."

      "Exciting," Aellyn whispered, somehow aiming her observation at me. I didn't know why she thought I wanted to converse, so I just ignored her. I really wasn't going to be caught buddying up with the pink-haired foreigner.

      "Within the Barn, we have seven dusk wolf pups. One for each of you. They're only four weeks old, so their mother is still there. Do not approach a pup without her permission. You will lose a hand."

      Someone raised their hand. "Why do we need to go in so early then?"

      "Dusk wolves are extremely aggressive unless they've imprinted on an elemental at a young age. Failing to complete this process will result in a fractured bond between you and the wolf." Brynhild traced the markings on her face, her eyes narrowing. "If you fail to secure a connection between you and the wolf, you'll never have this opportunity again."

      "But—"

      Brynhild shot a dark look at the mouthy girl. "Never. Again. The Academy already has a hard time breeding enough pups, we won't waste them on someone that isn't worth it."

      I gulped, my silver wind tingling nervously up and down my arm. I grew up with Azur, Mamma's dusk wolf. I rode her like a horse when I was small enough and slept in her paws when I was scared. I'd been looking forward to having my own companion for as long as I could remember.

      The idea of failing was just not acceptable. I would have a dusk wolf, even if it was the last thing I did. A Valkyrie without one was just not complete.

      "After you," the teacher said, introducing the darkness to us.

      The doors to the Barn shrieked open, dust and hay fluttering up from the undisturbed scene. A low, threatening growl accompanied a set of piercing red eyes reminiscent of a blood moon.

      Despite having grown up around a dusk wolf, I didn't feel too comfortable going in.

      "Everyone, be quiet. Get on your knees," Brynhild demanded. "As Valkyries in training, you'll have to learn to trust your instinct."

      "Really?" someone hissed back, earning herself another guttural growl from the mother wolf. That was enough convincing for me.

      Quickly, I sank down onto the floor. The hay was rough against my skin but somehow reassuring. I couldn't really see much in the dark, apart from the red eyes that seemed to follow me wherever I crawled.

      A sudden slam had my heart jumping out of my throat and the small sliver of light disappeared as our teacher shut the door. There went our escape... Did she want to get us killed?

      With ragged breathing, I waited for her further instructions, but she just stayed silent. Waiting, leaving us to stew in our own sweat and worry.

      "What do we do?" someone else asked, shuffling around noisily.

      The red eyes flashed and we all shuffled backwards, trying to get as far away from the protective mother.

      The teacher hadn't given us many instructions, but luckily, I'd been reading up on them ever since I was little. I didn't really think it was fair to share my knowledge, but then again, I also didn't want my classmates to get bitten.
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