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​ACT I : Conspiracies Of The Rasmus Household 
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The murmuring villagers led a distraught, broken Hammond Rasmus into the stone council hall, each of them pouring inside to watch the grim spectacle unfold. A few muscular men stepped forward from the crowd, carefully placing the heavily shrouded, beheaded body of Mason Rasmus onto the cold floorboards.

Hammond was still completely drowning in a sea of toxic regret and sorrow, his face entirely ashen from his late-night rendezvous with death. Mason had always been physically weak since birth; Hammond had only ever been harsh on him because the boy desperately needed the discipline to survive. 

The boy wouldn't have lasted a single day without his guidance. That terrifying thought had constantly unsettled Hammond's late wife during her final hours. Even if his entire extended family hadn't been brutally executed back in the capital, Hammond would have left that corrupt world of royal officials sooner or later—but the imperial silver had simply gotten too good. 

The heavy ingots had begun coming in more frequently than ever, the covert tasks growing far more dangerous than before, but he had stayed the course anyway. Now, he was paying the ultimate price for his greed.Suddenly, a looming shadow walked right past his collapsed frame, leaving behind the distinct, sharp scent of raw  power and pungent camphor oil. 

Hammond's eyes turned instantly bloodshot. He scrambled wildly off the ground, lunging desperately for the moving figure. His shock-addled mind had been violently snapped back into function the exact millisecond that shadow had fallen over his vision. 

If he could successfully pin the murder on someone else right now—even if it meant falsely defending his son's actual killer—he could shake off the village's treasonous suspicions regarding his own actions for a little while longer. 

He was absolutely certain Magnus had somehow pried the information out of Mason before the end.He swung his fragile body forward with so much frantic momentum that he actually managed to catch the figure's heavy thigh, clinging to it as he started to wail in agony.“You killed my son!” he shrieked hysterically, tears and thick snot blanketing his face under the deeply skeptical, mocking gazes of the surrounding crowd.

He looked up to press his accusation, and instantly froze dead.Looking straight down at his trembling frame with pure, unadulterated bloodlust was the unspoken ruler of Whitestone, Zelda Hojlund.

Hammond felt his blood run completely cold. 

His hand unconsciously drifted upward, moving slowly as his hidden, terrifying inner thoughts began manifesting at the worst possible time. 

Zelda's sharp eyes narrowed into slits. Her disgust for the man was entirely palpable.A crisp, bone-shattering cracking sound echoed violently across the stone hall, immediately accompanied by the flying body of Hammond Rasmus crashing through the air. The matriarch's temple veins were bulging with unbridled wrath. 

The surrounding crowd gasped out loud, and several veterans started muttering rapidly in approval; it was always a spectacular, terrifying sight to behold whenever Lady Hojlund personally took physical action. She snorted in pure derision as the scholar scrambled back onto his bloody knees, bowing low to hide his broken, hanging jaw. She would graciously allow the village healer to patch it up—but only after the council had concluded.Chieftain Hogomus finally emerged from the private room of the elders, having heard the violent commotion only to find his wife's dark, oppressive expression standing over the mess. 

The chieftain wisely decided not to ask for details. His veteran eyes roamed the vast hall instead, people visibly shrinking back and lowering their heads under his heavy, calculating gaze. It looked exactly like he was trying to pinpoint a specific enemy in the crowd, and absolutely no one wanted that target to be them.In all truth, Hogomus had only been scanning the room looking out for the safety of his son. Right after their brief private meeting inside the homestead, they had received formal word from the scouts regarding the horrific events that had transpired out by the thicket. 

As the sovereign leaders of the village, they were legally required to hear everyone out in a public forum—even if that person was low-born scum like Hammond Rasmus.Hammond wasted absolutely no time. The moment he saw the great Chieftain Hogomus enter the frame, his bloodshot eyes flashed with a raw, unconcealed hatred that burned past his fear. His volatile temper flared up to a terminal point. 

He stood stark straight in front of the entire village in that large hall, raised his finger, and loudly accused the chief's son of murdering his only remaining heir in cold blood.

An enforcer scout came sprinting toward the stone hall, visibly shaken to his very core. Magnus’s giant husky stood at attention near the entrance; its sharp ears perked up instantly, not recognizing this new scout messenger. The mere sight of the massive hound made the scout freeze in his tracks, raw fear showing across his face.

But this was absolutely no time for cowardice. He possessed something incredibly urgent to deliver to the chief; if the tactical message didn't reach the inner sanctum in time, Whitestone village would find itself trapped at a deadly stalemate against one of its most formidable foes. He fell straight to his knees in the dirt and desperately begged the dog to grant him an entrance.

He wasn't entirely sure if the beast would understand his plea, but he had heard endless rumors during late-night tavern stories about the supernatural intelligence of the hound and the unparalleled genius of its master, the young Lord Magnus.The dog let out a sharp, commanding bark, then calmly sat down at the side of the threshold.From the corner of his downcast eyes, the scout spotted a looming, massive figure approaching. There was absolutely no doubt it was a Hojlund, though from this angle, he wasn't entirely sure which one. He didn't dare raise his head, instead bowing lower and calling out a formal military salute. 

Magnus effortlessly pulled the trembling scout up by his furs and firmly inquired about what the perimeter had to report.The scout gave a sharp, melodic whistle, and the rest of his hidden enforcer unit immediately emerged from the deep woods nearby. 

Hiding their numbers wasn't a show of disrespect; Lady Zelda had strictly trained them to be professional, elite enforcers. They held an absolute duty toward protecting every resident in the village, meaning sticking to tactical camouflage laws was a must.
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​ACT II : The Traitor's Scroll 

​
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The lead scout handed Magnus a tightly sealed scroll. The young lord opened it slowly, keeping his cold, calculating eyes fixed heavily on the messenger, causing the newcomer to instantly break out into a freezing sweat. The young lord's aura is far too oppressive, the scout thought in panic as he stood with his head deeply bowed.

Magnus unrolled the parchment, scanned the first two lines of text, and let out a long, low whistle. The council hall was about to face an absolute uproar.

Hammond continued on his desperate tirade, throwing vicious, undisguised insults directly at Chieftain Hogomus's parenting and leadership. In his hot passion to shake the treasonous scent off himself, the old scholar had unknowingly dug his own deep grave. He totally failed to notice the completely unchanging, stoic expression on Hogomus's face, his own frantic attention given directly to swaying the surrounding villagers and the council of elders sitting near the head table. He was entirely sure public opinion would at least side with him today. 

Everyone in Whitestone knew exactly what kind of violent person Magnus could be.What Hammond hadn't counted on, however, was the simple variable that the villagers had never actually suffered at the hands of Magnus. Even as a hot-blooded lad, the giant's violent actions had rarely ever been directed at a fellow villager. On the rare occasions they were, the targeted villager had undoubtedly committed a grave, unforgivable sin against tribal law. 

Besides, no matter how physically imposing the boy was, he was still mentally a seventeen-year-old youth. There was absolutely no way anyone in this hall would believe Magnus possessed the tactical stealth to silently stab and decapitate Mason Rasmus in the thicket.Sir Hammond was blindly punching at thin air. He saw the complex expression reflecting in the villagers' eyes and completely mistook it for pity. It was pity, just not the kind he was envisioning; they pitied his sheer delusion.

His speech quickly reached a fever pitch, his dramatic antics growing ever more apparent to the court. If he had at least lied while seeking genuine, heartbroken justice for his son, he would have been able to cling to the final sliver of respect the elders still held for his family line. 

Yet, he seemed hell-bent on aggressively accusing Hogomus and Magnus instead of seeking real answers for his late child. The boy's headless corpse hadn't even grown cold on the floorboards yet, and he was already being used as a disposable human shield by his own father.Hammond continued to shout, but as his attention finally turned back toward Lady Zelda, his voice grew fainter and fainter. 

He watched her expression freeze. First, her face was dark, stormy, and heavy with killing intent. Then, the heavy twin entrance doors swung wide open, and he saw a small, chilling smile play at the corners of her lips.Hammond slowly turned his head toward the entrance. Catching immediate sight of the armed enforcer regiment marching in behind the
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