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    To my "twin" brother, Michael.
And happy birthday!
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Author’s Note & Acknowledgements
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I’VE ALWAYS LOVED TELLING stories, but I take special enjoyment in filling in the gaps, twisting tales, and subverting expectations. So it’s been an absolute treat to get to do this with The Prophecies of Ragnarok series, especially in these short stories where we feature characters inspired by lesser known mythological figures. 

While this is a work of fiction and many creative liberties have been taken in its creation, I do hope something in the story will resonate with you.

There’s nothing graphic about this book, but it contains violence, death, and LGBTQ+ themes. There’s talk of family dysfunction, sibling rivalry, homophobia, war, destruction, vengeance, divinity, religion in some form, death and the afterlife, the apocalypse — as befitting a series that centers on Ragnarok, which in Norse mythology is the prophesied fall of the gods and the end of the worlds.

It is not required for you to have read Hotel Fen and Monster Ridge previously, but you will appreciate this book a lot more if you already have. And if you’re new to Norse mythology, don’t worry. We’ve also prepared a character guide, written as an in-character blog of one of the recurring characters. (If you’re curious about the “actual myths,” you can check out The Prose Edda and The Poetic Edda, which are the primary sources of ancient Norse beliefs.)

That said, it’s time to thank the rest of the team behind this book!

First and foremost, I would like to thank Meri Benson for building this world and creating these characters with me, and for proofreading this story. Do watch out for her companion short, Polar Knight, releasing sometime in September. (Because twins!)

I would also like to thank 8Letters and its CEO, Cindy Wong, not just for bringing The Prophecies of Ragnarok to the Philippines, but also for hosting the #30DayNovellaChallenge last June, which led to the completion of this book. I never thought I could write consistently for a whole month and actually finish a solo piece, but here we are. Thank you!

Many thanks as well to my betareaders, Simone Skov Petersen and V. Astor Solomon, two authors I absolutely admire, for the invaluable feedback and encouragement.

As always, thank you to my brother, Michael Sinadjan, for the gorgeous cover art, and to my writing buddies, for encouraging my crazy ideas and letting me test drive and workshop my characters with theirs.

Lots of love and thanks to my husband, Manuel, for allowing me to disappear every so often to a world of my own, and for always being there to support and champion me. And a big thank you to my parents (and top fans!) Lina and Danny. They might not have been directly involved in this book, but I wouldn’t be here without them.

And of course, thank you, dear reader, for giving my writing a chance. It really means a lot to me, especially as I have struggled to complete something on my own — and finally, I did! I hope you’ll stick around and keep in touch. You can catch me online at @marienettist, or subscribe to my newsletter for updates.
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Epigraph
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Midnight sun is a natural phenomenon that occurs in the summer months in places north of the Arctic Circle or south of the Antarctic Circle, when the Sun remains visible at the local midnight. When midnight sun is seen in the Arctic, the Sun appears to move from left to right, but in Antarctica the equivalent apparent motion is from right to left. 

***
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The opposite phenomenon, polar night, occurs in winter, when the Sun stays below the horizon throughout the day.
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Part I
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Dawn

––––––––
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THE FIRST TIME BALDR dreamed, he dreamed of death.

But the long-lived did not dream. Dreams were human constructs, avenues for their fragile mortal hopes and longings. Dreams were where humans met their gods, received the answers to their prayers, learned about their futures, and uncovered the secrets of their pasts.

The Aesir, most of all, had no use for dreams. Dreams were only for the gathering of the souls of fallen warriors and heralding them into Asgard’s eternal army. Led by Odin the Allfather, the Aesir were a powerful race of warriors and conquerors, revered and feared across the Nine Realms. With nothing but their weapons and their rage and the blood on their hands, they’d shaped their own futures, created their own legends, and established their own legacies.

But that night Baldr, prince of Asgard and Odin’s true heir, dreamed.

And he dreamed of death.

His death.

* * *
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BLOOD STAINED THE BLADE, and the blood was his. He’d already seen this before, however, so there was no surprise, only a grunt, as he pulled the sword out of his gut. He bled, though he did not bleed for long, the wound closing like it never existed.

It was an entirely different result when he offered the same courtesy to his enemy.

The man crumpled to his knees, and Baldr stalked forward, cutting down his next attacker with a well-practiced strike. Like most of his brothers, the heat of his rage fanned the flames of battle. Such were the ways of the Aesir. They did not feel mercy. They hardly ever gave their enemies an afterthought, except when it was time to recount their battle exploits during feasts and drunken celebrations.

Amid the carnage, Baldr came upon a woman. Her hair shone like the walls of his father’s palace, braided intricately into a crown around her head and the rest snaking down to her hips.

She did not like him. He could tell from the way her expression hardened when their eyes met, and she recognized him. He, however, did not. There was something familiar about her, but he couldn’t put a finger on it.

That pause cost him. She launched herself at him, a dagger in hand. She must’ve had it hidden beneath her bracer, for there had been no visible weapons on her person.

They grappled. To his surprise, he struggled to put her in her place, though she was a head shorter and much smaller than him. Up close, her eyes were bright green, and burns littered half her face.

“Coward,” she snarled, and the accusation struck a nerve.

He yanked her sword arm down and head-butted her, sending her stumbling back. This time, he did not dally. But instead of lifting his sword, he passed it to his left hand. Then he brought his middle and forefinger to the underside of his left arm, tracing a combination of runes tattooed on his skin.

Golden symbols flared into life
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