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​ACT I : The Seven Foot Hojlund 
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It takes a great man to forgive, but it takes a legend to seek vengeance without care for his own self preservation. That was exactly who Magnus “The Cello” was. Innocent-looking, loud, and most importantly, he held a grudge like none other.

Twenty years ago, during the third year of the rule of the Emperor Tati, a quiet village in the north of the domain burned to ash under the violent sieges of neighboring villages. The central empire paid absolutely no attention to the tiny squabbles of insignificant domains. Looting and murder were commonplace occurrences—a stark contrast to what the wealthy aristocrats claimed to be a civilized dynasty.

The men who pioneered the founding of these remote villages were former soldiers who had fought bloodily for the Tati dynasty, losing family and limbs just to have their hard-earned military achievements stolen by spoiled noble sons who had fled before messengers even brought the formal declarations of war. They were profoundly resentful.

Magnus, son of Hogomus, the third chief of the Whitestone village, stood firmly at the village entrance with a heavy club in hand, waiting for someone. Everyone who passed by made a full, cautious circle, avoiding the boy like he was the plague. They knew exactly what he was planning. Every single time someone crossed “The Cello”, they never met a good ending. The lad was strong. Big for his age, the elders always said. They were right. Magnus, son of Hogomus, stood like a towering giant among men, already as tall as his own father at just the age of seventeen.

The villagers who had let curiosity get the better of them stood nearby in clusters, waiting for the inevitable drama to unfold.

Someone finally walked through the stone entrance and instantly froze in his tracks. Magnus stood in place, condescendingly clicking his tongue in deep disappointment. The man at the entrance, Mason, felt his blood run completely cold—partly from raw fear, and partly from sheer humiliation.

“Well, well, well, dear Mason,” said Magnus, his tone turning sickeningly sweet. He almost cringed internally at his own sound.

Mason tried to run—a massive mistake, considering he didn't even know what he had officially done wrong yet. His choice to flee made him seem even guiltier. Magnus casually raised his club, resting it on his shoulder, and internally allowed himself to grant the panicked man a brief head start. He couldn't get far anyway.

Mason ran blindly, aggressively bumping into bystanders, his eyes frantically searching for any possible escape route. A nearby villager stuck out a weathered toe and sent him tumbling face-first down into the dirt. The exact moment Mason felt gravity enforce its laws on him, his eyes teared up in panic. That madman was going to kill him. He stayed flat on the ground, playing dead—or at least, something close to it. He desperately hoped Magnus would give up or become entirely uninterested by such a weakling; anything to save his meager existence.

Unfortunately, he felt two exceptionally strong hands grip the back of his heavy fur coat and yank him up off the ground so fast he screamed. As Mason came full circle in the air, his eyes meeting those of Magnus's from mere inches away, he let out another high-pitched yelp.

The surrounding bystanders started laughing out loud. Mason had an even worse reputation in Whitestone. Magnus was merely a bully to whoever tried to bully him—it was simple, direct payback. Mason, on the other hand, because his father had once been a wealthy scholar for the previous dynasty, looked down on everyone around him with disgust.

No one was going to save him. No one at all.

Magnus dragged a huddled, panicked Mason across the rough ground, past the snickering villagers, heading straight for the dark lake hidden behind the chief's homestead. Mason could hear the villagers laughing at his expense; some openly muttered that he deserved the humiliation, while others simply snickered in the shadows.The tears rolled out naturally down his cheeks as his expensive silk robes tore against the stones, yet that brute Magnus kept dragging him forward without a single care in the world. Mason internally plotted his survival. 

He would simply wait until the village chief returned. Using his father's past political status, he would heavily pressure the chief into taking absolute revenge for him—he figured ordering Magnus a broken leg would suffice. He would personally make sure he trampled Magnus under his own feet.What Mason completely failed to realize was that status meant absolutely nothing out here. Strength did. And the Hojlund heir was strong. He was so physically dominant he could comfortably go toe-to-toe with most of the seasoned warriors from the neighboring villages.

Because Mason's family had been brutally exiled from the civilized core not so long ago, they knew nothing about the savage laws of the dynasty's outskirts. He had entirely forgotten the very first warning the locals had given them when they first arrived in Whitestone: “Stay away from Magnus Hojlund. He isn't a bad kid, but you get on his bad side, he sends you straight to the gods' side.”His father had been just as arrogant as Mason, though with his deep experience dealing with royal officials, the older man managed to successfully mask his snobbery as the elegant air of a high-class gentleman. But everything had changed when those shady traders from the neighboring village tried to aggressively pressure Magnus's father into surrendering his ancestral land. 

They had staged a cheap act, falsely accusing Chief Hogomus of slaughtering their travel horses. Magnus had stepped in and casually cracked their skulls open right in front of Mason and his father.

They both still vividly remembered what the old veteran standing next to them in the crowd had whispered during that savage beatdown: “They call him the Cello... because when he strikes you with that club, your bones ring out with a low, hollow thud that sounds like a dying chord.”At least his father had the survival instinct to listen.

Mason felt Magnus suddenly stop, and his internal panic briefly settled. For a split second, he naively thought Magnus had run face-first into some righteous villager who wouldn't stand for such brutal behavior. He was dead wrong.He slowly poked his head out of his protective huddle and peeked at his surroundings. He found Magnus's smug face grinning down at him and realized in a flash that he had merely been tricked into a false vision of safety. 

His eyes widened in sheer horror as a massive hand clamped down violently over his throat. Before he could even assess what was transpiring, he felt his bare back slam into the freezing, icy water of the lake.Magnus knew perfectly well that Mason couldn't swim. He didn't care. Mason had been warned multiple times, even by Chief Hogomus himself, to keep his mouth shut whenever Magnus was in the vicinity.

It wasn't because Magnus possessed a naturally short temper, but because Mason’s arrogant words could drive even a docile, peaceful sheep into a sudden killing frenzy. The kid's mouth worked tragic magic when it came to attracting pure hatred.

The freezing water soon filled Mason's lungs as he frantically tried to kick and claw at the surface, desperately swallowing mouthfuls of the lake. The moment his drowning movements finally slowed down to a halt, Magnus would casually reach in, pull him out by his collar, and start wading back toward the shore. Mason almost cried tears of joy, thinking the nightmare was over.He was wrong again. Magnus paused right near the shallow mud and brutally dunked Mason's head back under the surface, torturing the young scholar's son into absolute submission.

Magnus had recently heard dark rumors through the grapevine of Mason plotting to install his exiled father into the position of Whitestone's village chief. Out here, a chief never simply stepped down or got replaced by a vote. It was basic tribal law: you either grew too ancient to rule, or you died. Chief Hogomus wasn't old by any means, which meant a terrifying question hung in the air—what exactly were the scholar father and son duo planning? Were they plotting to actively knock off his old man?Magnus wasn't exactly worried about the threat of a physical assassination attempt from them. They didn't know any better, and they lacked the raw muscle to back up their treason. 

The real, terrifying threat in this homestead wasn't his father, and to some extent, it wasn't even him. It was the absolute lady of the chief's house. His mother.Magnus sneered and threw a soaking, shivering Mason out onto the mud. He was getting tired, and frankly, he wasn't planning on murdering the idiot today.
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The self-proclaimed scholar's son looked like nothing more than a wet, drowned rat, squirming pathetically on the ground like the scrawny weakling he was.

Magnus shifted his heavy leather hide belt back into place, hoping the animal skin would dry completely before he stepped inside his house; otherwise, he wouldn't escape a severe beating from the lady of the house.He looked down at Mason, whose bloodshot eyes were now entirely filled with a paralyzing terror, and he couldn't help but smile a smug, confident grin.His mother would be incredibly proud .

Magnus turned on his heel and casually left Mason lying in the dirt, not caring a single inch about the other side's pathetic state. After all, he had been the one to inflict the torture. Mason looked up at his massive, retreating back—that huge wooden club carelessly slung over his towering shoulder—and shuddered violently. The memory of the black water was still entirely fresh in his lungs.

He lay there unmoving until the sun sat directly at its zenith in the sky. He felt deeply humiliated, and for the very first time in his life, he felt genuine, paralyzing fear. He fully realized he could have died right then and there had Magnus wished it, and his scholarly father would have easily followed him straight to the underworld had the old man tried to seek vengeance. 

They were just that weak—both of them.But Mason still desperately clung to a deep, toxic delusion. His father
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