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The journey of Anya, the last Valkyrie, began not with a heroic tale but with a profound silence. She was a woman without memory, a ghost in a world she didn't belong to. Her quest for answers, a search for the truth of a forgotten war, led her down a path far more perilous and personal than she could have ever imagined. This saga, woven from the threads of ancient Norse mythology and modern urban fantasy, is not just a story of gods and mortals, but a testament to the power of memory, the weight of destiny, and the unyielding strength of a promise made to a fallen world. This is a story about finding one's purpose, not in a grand, cosmic war, but in the quiet, human moments that define us.

Nithit Saentaweesuk.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Copyright

[image: ]




Copyright © 2024 by Nithit Saentaweesuk

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

For permission requests, contact the author at the email address below.

Author: Nithit Saentaweesuk 

Contact: ryotaai@gmail.com



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Part 1: The Awakening of the Valkyrie


Chapter 1: The Detective of the Mortal Realm
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Anya lived in the grey spaces of the city. Not in the gleaming skyscrapers of the financial district or the grimy alleyways of the industrial zone, but in the forgotten pockets where the past and present bled together. Her office, a cramped, one-room operation above a perpetually humming laundromat, was her sanctuary. The rhythmic churn of the washing machines was a constant, dull thrum that drowned out the louder questions in her head. She was a cynical, street-smart private detective, a ghost in her own life, haunted by a feeling of loss that no amount of solved cases could ever fill. She had no family, no roots, and no memory of a life before the one she had constructed for herself. All she had was a strange, powerful intuition—a sixth sense that hummed in her bones, guiding her through impossible cases and whispering truths she couldn't explain.

Her latest case felt different, though. It was a file laid out on her cluttered desk, slick and glossy, and it was about a girl who had simply ceased to be. Elara Vance. A tech prodigy, a wunderkind whose inventions were described in hushed, reverent tones by her distraught parents. They were wealthy, frantic, and oddly specific in their request: "Find her. She's not like the others." They didn't elaborate, but their nervous glances and whispered warnings were enough. Anya's intuition vibrated, a low, persistent alarm bell. This wasn't a typical runaway. This wasn't about a broken heart or a stolen inheritance. This was something else.

Anya began her investigation at Elara's apartment, a minimalist cube of glass and steel perched high above the city. The space was pristine, sterile, and cold. Detectives had already scoured it for clues, leaving nothing but the faint scent of disinfectant. But Anya didn't look for fingerprints or signs of forced entry. She closed her eyes, letting her intuition take over. A strange, cold wind seemed to whisper through the perfectly still air, carrying a scent she couldn't place—a mix of ozone and something ancient, like scorched earth and lightning. Her eyes snapped open, and for a fleeting second, she saw it: a faint, glowing symbol pulsing on the floor near the bookshelf. A stylized, bird-like design, etched in light that no one else could see. It vanished as quickly as it appeared, but Anya knew it was the real clue.

The symbol was a map, a silent guide to a hidden world. Her intuition, the compass of her soul, pulled her to the city's underbelly, not the criminal one, but the arcane one. It led her through rain-slicked streets, past bustling cafes and lonely bookstores, and finally to a forgotten corner of the city. Tucked between a derelict cinema and a boarded-up pawn shop was a small, dusty antique shop. A bell with a flat, hollow chime announced her arrival. The air inside was thick with the scent of old wood, moth-eaten velvet, and that same sweet, sickly aroma from Elara's apartment.

The shop was a labyrinth of forgotten things: ancient globes, tarnished armor, and furniture that had seen centuries pass. The elderly shopkeeper, a man with a tired face and eyes that held secrets, watched her from behind the counter. Anya didn't speak to him. She didn't have to. Her intuition was screaming now, a deafening alarm. It pulled her towards a small, unassuming cabinet in the corner, its glass cloudy with age.

Inside, nestled on a bed of faded crimson velvet, was a silver amulet. It was no larger than her palm, shaped like a stylized feathered wing, and it pulsed with a faint, internal light that seemed to breathe. It was not just an object; it was a beacon, a siren call to a part of her she had unknowingly starved for a lifetime.

Without thinking, driven by a force far stronger than her own will, she reached for it.

The moment her fingers brushed the cool metal, the world dissolved. The scent of dust and old books was replaced by the coppery stench of spilled blood. The soft hum of the laundromat became the deafening roar of a battlefield. She was no longer a detective in a modern metropolis but a winged warrior, soaring on a majestic, feathered steed. Her armor, emblazoned with the very same winged symbol she had seen in Elara's apartment, was dented and bloodstained. Below, a world of gods and monsters burned. She watched in horror as her sisters—women in shining silver armor, their faces fierce and brave—fell from the sky like shattered glass. Each one a falling star, a flicker of light against the encroaching darkness. A single, agonizing scream tore through the air, and Anya realized with a jolt of terror that it was her own.

Then, as suddenly as it began, it was over.

Anya stumbled back, gasping, her hand still clutching the amulet. The vision was gone, but the feeling of loss was now a sharp, physical pain in her chest. Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. The amulet felt hot in her hand, pulsing with the life of a world she had never known. She didn't understand what she had seen. A battlefield? Dying goddesses? It was both terrifyingly alien and profoundly, heartbreakingly familiar. It was like a nightmare she had been living her whole life, and the amulet was the first piece of evidence. The case of the missing tech prodigy was no longer just a job. It was a search for her own soul. The amulet was the first thread of a tapestry she didn't know she was a part of, and she knew, with an unshakable certainty, that she had to find the rest. She had to find Elara, not for the money, but for the answer.
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Chapter 2: The Echoes of a Fallen World
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The world, once a place of predictable chaos and mundane routine, now seemed to Anya to be a tapestry unraveling at the seams. It wasn't just the memory of the battlefield, the chilling vision of her sisters falling like burning stars. It was the aftershock. The small, innocuous things were now loud, screaming for her attention. The wind didn't just blow; it whispered in a language she could almost understand, a cadence of forgotten oaths and ancient sorrows. The shadows in the alleyways weren't just shadows; they moved with purpose, stretching and twisting into monstrous shapes just outside the periphery of her vision. Fleeting images, like frames from an old film, flickered in the corner of her eye: a glimpse of a winged warrior in a crowded street, a flash of silver armor in a puddle’s reflection. The Mithril amulet she now kept hidden felt heavy, a constant, glowing weight in her pocket. It had restored a fragment of her dormant power, but instead of clarity, it brought only confusion and a sense of profound, unsettling disorientation. The world was no longer solid, and she felt like a ghost haunting her own life, a life she now knew was a lie.

It was during one of these disoriented moments that he appeared. A man in an old tweed jacket, standing awkwardly in her office doorway. He had a kind face, framed by a greying beard, and his eyes, a startling shade of blue, held a depth that made her instantly wary. "Anya," he said, his voice a calm, steady counterpoint to the turmoil in her mind. "My name is Leon. Leon Alaric. I know what you are. I know what you've found."

Anya’s hand instinctively went to the .38 in her jacket. She had dealt with conspiracy theorists and delusional enthusiasts before. They were always harmless, but this one felt different. There was a sincerity in his gaze that was unnerving. "Get out," she said, her voice flat, devoid of emotion. "I don't know you, and you don't know me."

Leon didn't flinch. "I am a scholar of Norse mythology," he continued, as if she hadn't spoken. "But not just the stories. The truths behind them. You're a Valkyrie, Anya. One of the last. The amulet you found... it’s a piece of the shattered Staff of Valhalla. It’s what keeps your memories and powers at bay. But now, it’s also a beacon. They're coming for you."

His words hit her like a physical blow. The old man was speaking a language she only dimly understood, a language that spoke to the whispers and shadows that now plagued her. Before she could react, a piercing shriek echoed from the street below. A woman screamed, and the sound was cut short by a wet, sickening crunch. Anya looked out the window. Down below, a group of figures in dark, flowing cloaks moved with unnatural speed, their forms blurring and twisting as they passed. They left a trail of destruction in their wake: overturned cars, shattered windows, and a silence where there should have been the shouts of a crowd. They were not human. They were Ragnar, and they were hunting her.
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