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    "For Valhall!"



    



    A thunderous roar echoed through the air.



    



    "Glory to the great Asgard!"



    



    Hundreds of thousands of armored warriors raised their weapons high. But they weren’t alone. Beside them,



    



    —Kiiiaaaaah!



    



    The undead crawled out from the depths of hell, shambling forward.



    



    『Kwoooooo!』



    



    The giants marched forward. In the fading twilight of the setting sun, a lone figure stood, observing the advancing army. Clad in pitch-black armor and draped in a fur-lined cape fluttering in the wind, the figure wielded a golden spear. A helmet crafted from a goat's skull adorned their head, and their eyes burned with a menacing red glow.



    



    “It’s been years since I arrived in this world.”



    



    He had endured countless experiences. After awakening alone on a remote island, he found himself transformed into the final boss monster of a game. Time and again, knights and mages, driven by their conflicting ambitions, had risen against him.



    



    But look at them now! Their bodies lay buried in the earth, and their so-called bravery had been exposed as nothing more than foolish arrogance. Yet, despite their failures, more continued to assemble, determined to challenge his overwhelming power.



    



    He gazed forward. From across the vast expanse of land, light radiated toward him. The army of light stood there, those who had dared invade his domain to subjugate him.



    



    “Fools!”



    



    No kingdom, no empire could withstand his forces. Anyone who dared to block his path would face nothing but annihilation!



    



    "Brave warriors—"



    



    As he drove his spear into the ground, his armor writhed, and black mist began to rise.



    



    "Let them witness the twilight of the gods—"



    



    The black mist roared, taking the forms of serpents and wolves.



    



    "Show them!"



    



    The warriors, the undead, and the giants all looked up at their supreme being.



    



    "My name is Loki!"



    



    As if answering his call, they raised their weapons and let out deafening cheers.



    



    
      "I am the Constellation of the Apocalypse who will bring about Ragnarok!"
    

  
    Huff… Huff…!



    



    A young girl gasped for air as she sprinted desperately toward somewhere. She belonged to the Nord tribe.



    



    The Nord tribe primarily survived through raiding, and the Ragna clan was no exception. The young girl, belonging to the Ragna clan, fled through the forest, wondering how things had come to this.



    



    Her village burned, and its people were slaughtered by armored raiders. The cries of sorrow from the weak and the triumphant laughter of the strong echoed through the air.



    



    What was supposed to be her coming-of-age festival at fifteen had turned into a living hell. Now, she had no choice but to run toward "that place," which she had tried so hard to avoid.



    



    —"A demon lives there!"



    



    It was a tale passed down among the Nord tribe.



    



    —"He is the moon, the darkness, the ruler of death and sin, a Constellation!"



    



    The girl, Kankun, felt as though her heart would burst as she sprinted.



    



    —"Offer your soul to him, and he will grant any wish!"



    



    The words of the shaman on her fifteenth birthday flashed through her mind as she ran. How long had she been running? Before her eyes appeared an elderly man who seemed to be in his seventies, one of the influential elders of the village.



    



    "K-Kankun!"



    



    The elder's eyes widened in shock when he saw her.



    



    "There you are! Kudan has brought outsiders!"



    



    Kankun froze and stared at the elder, her face stiff.



    



    "M-my uncle?"



    



    A man with a bear-like physique but a gentle heart, someone who had always smiled at her and treated her like his own daughter. Kudan Ragna, her uncle. But now—



    



    "Rebellion!"



    



    "…!"



    



    "Kudan, that bastard, has started a rebellion! He brought mercenaries from outside and attacked the village!"



    



    "W-what are you saying? Why would Uncle hire mercenaries…?"



    



    "Your father is dead, too! We’re all going to die now!"



    



    "That… that can’t be… Why would Uncle…!"



    



    "It’s because of you!"



    



    Kankun’s face hardened. The elder grabbed her by both shoulders.



    



    “Ugh!”



    



    The grip was so tight it felt as though her shoulders might tear apart.



    



    "You… You didn’t become a living sacrifice as the shaman’s oracle demanded, and that’s why this calamity has befallen the village!"



    



    "…"



    



    "You brought disaster upon us!"



    



    Kankun remained silent, recalling the words of the shaman at her coming-of-age ceremony.



    



    —"A child who will bring disaster!"



    



    —"Kankun, you will become a priestess who serves him. Therefore, you must offer yourself as a sacrifice to honor him!"



    



    The elder pulled a dagger from his robes.



    



    "The shaman was right!"



    



    "W-wait a moment…"



    



    Kankun tried to back away, but the elder's right hand gripped her shoulder tightly, preventing her escape. Her face turned pale.



    



    "You… you must die for this calamity to end!"



    



    At that moment—



    



    Thunk!



    



    A large arrow pierced through the elder's chest and stopped just in front of Kankun’s face.



    



    "Guh… kuh!"



    



    The elder coughed up blood and turned around, his eyes wide in shock.



    



    "K-Kudan…!"



    



    With that single word, he collapsed where he stood. Kankun stared at the man who stood tall beyond the fallen elder.



    



    "…!"



    



    A bear-like physique with muscles as hard as steel. A thick beard and a massive axe strapped to his back.



    



    In his hand was the longbow that had just killed the elder. Kankun immediately recognized him.



    



    "U-Uncle…?"



    

    
      ❃
    

    



    Kudan Ragna.



    



    The man who had staged a rebellion killed Kankun’s father and massacred the village elders—her uncle. Behind him stood the mercenaries who had slain her tribespeople.



    



    As she looked at them, her face grew paler. She took a step back, then turned and began to run.



    



    "Kankun!"



    



    Her uncle’s angry voice thundered behind her. It wasn’t the gentle, kind voice she once knew. It was a voice brimming with rage and excitement.



    



    "Catch her!"



    



    At his command, his men started chasing after her. Kankun ran desperately through the forest, lifting her head as she sprinted. She was heading toward—



    



    —"Become a living sacrifice and appease the demon’s wrath!"



    



    The shrine.



    



    The place where her coming-of-age ceremony had been held. The place where the one called the "Constellation of Sin" or the "Demon" resided.



    



    Kankun entered the shrine. She passed through the open gates and ran down a long corridor lined with red carpets. At the end of the corridor stood an old man in tattered black robes—the shaman.



    



    Kankun pleaded with him, begging him to turn back the disaster. But the shaman only cackled and gave no proper answer.



    



    "She’s hiding here!"



    



    "Find her!"



    



    The raiders’ voices echoed from behind. In the end, Kankun headed toward the room where the demon was said to dwell.



    



    The grand throne hall. There stood a massive throne made of bones, crowned with the spiraled skull of a ram.



    



    And seated upon it was the demon, clad in pitch-black armor, a sword embedded in its chest. Kankun looked at the demon and cried out.



    



    "Please… O Constellation of Sin! Take my soul if you must, but please, save my people!"



    



    She begged, offering her soul in exchange for stopping her uncle and ending the slaughter.



    



    Bang!



    



    The doors were thrown open violently, and her uncle’s subordinates stormed into the throne hall.



    



    "There you are!"



    



    "Lord Kudan commands it. Capture that girl!"



    



    They advanced toward Kankun. As they drew closer, she instinctively backed away toward the "Cursed Throne" where the sealed demon lay.



    



    The shaman, who had followed her, simply stepped aside without interfering. Terrified, Kankun screamed at the demon.



    



    "Please, I beg you… Save us!"



    



    But the demon didn’t respond. Even as she clung to its legs, pleading, it remained motionless—like a lifeless corpse.



    



    She realized the truth. What stood before her was nothing more than a "statue."



    



    "Enough, Kankun."



    



    At that moment, the orchestrator of this nightmare entered the shrine. Her uncle, Kudan Ragna, strode confidently into the throne hall. He called out to his men.



    



    "What are you waiting for? Drag her out! We’re leaving with her!"



    



    "…!"



    



    Kankun’s face turned deathly pale. A weapon—a weapon was what she needed!



    



    She desperately tried to pull the sword embedded in the demon's chest.



    



    "Do you intend to awaken the demon? Hah! Give it up. It’s just a superstition!"



    



    Kudan’s subordinates mocked her, laughing. Kankun ignored them.



    



    She no longer believed in gods or demons. If she had to be dragged away by her uncle and endure disgrace, she would rather fight back and die with honor!



    



    But the sword refused to budge. The raiders quickly caught up to her, seizing and binding her without mercy. Overpowered by the men, her body was restrained, leaving her utterly helpless. Despair consumed her whole.



    



    "Shaman, forgive the disturbance. We mean no disrespect to the sacred shrine. Please grant us your mercy."



    



    Kudan Ragna, the rebel, addressed the shaman respectfully. Even a rebel would not dare provoke the wrath of the shaman of the Nord tribe.



    



    "Do as you wish. As long as you do not defile the shrine, I shall not interfere."



    



    With the shaman's approval, the raiders began to drag Kankun away. She had failed to avenge her father and save her people.



    



    "No…!"



    



    The Nord warriors grabbed her and started to pull her away from the throne. Kankun resisted with all her might, refusing to let go of the sword hilt. Despair and hopelessness gnawed at her soul.



    



    "Please…"



    



    She pleaded.



    



    ‘Anyone, anything… save me!’



    



    Tears streamed down her face.



    



    ‘Help me!’



    



    Then, the sword moved.



    



    "…!"



    



    The Nord warriors froze in shock.



    



    "No… it can’t be!"



    



    The shaman clutched his head, screaming.



    



    "The demon… the Constellation of Sin is awakening!"



    



    "…!"



    



    An eerie silence engulfed the cursed shrine as if terror itself had descended. Everyone's eyes turned to the demon on the throne. But nothing seemed to change. The Nord warriors sighed in relief, wiping cold sweat from their brows.



    



    "Hah, hah! You were scared, weren’t you?"



    



    "D-Don’t be ridiculous! Who would fall for such superstitious nonsense…"



    



    The "demon bound by the gods for its sins" was, after all, nothing more than a "legend."



    



    Embarrassed by their momentary fear, the Nord warriors turned their anger on Kankun. They threw her down violently, pinning her arms, legs, and head to the ground.



    



    Help…



    



    Tears rolled down her cheeks as she stared up at the demon through blurry eyes.



    



    "Please… help me!"



    



    Her cry of despair echoed through the hall. From within the depths of the demon’s helmet, a shadow stirred. In the abyss of its void—



    



    A crimson glow began to awaken.



    



    …It had awakened.



    



    Someone whispered faintly.



    



    Aaaaargh!



    



    Crack! Creak!



    



    A ghostly wail reverberated through the shrine. The demon, dormant for centuries, began to move with unsettling sounds, like bones being forcibly pieced together.



    



    It raised its head and twisted its stiff body, breaking free from its stillness. But it wasn’t just the demon that stirred. The cursed shrine trembled.



    



    Aaaaargh!



    



    A black miasma filled the chamber, coiling around the demon like snakes and wolves taking shape. Spectral skeletons clawed their way up from the ground as though emerging from hell itself.



    



    "What is this…?!"



    



    "U-Undead!"



    



    "Prepare for battle!"



    



    The Nord warriors shouted in panic, scrambling to ready their weapons and gather together. Kankun lifted her head to look at the demon. It moved its once-frozen limbs with cracking sounds. Its eyes and mouth burned with a fiery red glow, like souls ablaze.



    



    Grrrr…!



    



    The ominous black aura coalesced into the shapes of wolves and serpents, intertwining seamlessly with the demon's armor as if they were a part of it. A low growl rumbled from the demon, its piercing gaze locking onto the intruders who had dared to invade its domain.



    



    Its head previously bowed, rose with deliberate menace, the crimson glow in its eyes intensifying. The demon’s burning gaze swept across everyone in the chamber.



    



    Then, in a voice that froze their very souls, it uttered words that would haunt them forever.



    



    "Who… are you?"



    



    In that moment, Kankun’s despair transformed into hope.



    

    
      ❃❃❃
    

  
    "I asked who you are."



    



    His head was spinning. The voice ringing in his ears felt strangely unfamiliar amidst the blinding headache.



    



    'What... is this...?'



    



    Loki looked ahead. His mind was foggy as if he had just woken from a long sleep.



    



    'What happened to me...? Could this be... a hallucination? Or am I in the afterlife...?'



    



    The last thing he remembered was an accident during an indie game development session with a junior. After that, his vision went black, and nothing came to mind. All he could see now, as his vision slowly cleared, was—



    



    An unfamiliar space, an unfamiliar atmosphere, and unfamiliar figures. The men were dressed in armor like Vikings. With messy beards and sharp weapons in their hands.



    



    Dozens of such men were overwhelming a young girl. It was a strange sight, and the elderly man standing beside them appeared to be in a state of madness, his hands pulling at his hair in fear.



    



    Everyone was staring at Loki, trembling in fear. It was as if they had seen a giant monster, their eyes filled with a deep terror that coiled around their hearts.



    



    "Aren’t you going to speak?"



    



    Even amid the confusion, his voice remained calm. There was a coldness in his tone, yet it carried a weight that seemed to make the air around him feel heavy.



    



    Each word he spoke made the men flinch and step back. Only one person, the girl, gazed at Loki blankly.



    



    "I asked who you are."



    



    At Loki’s words, the girl stuttered and answered.



    



    "I-I'm Ka... Kankun... Kankun Ragna!"



    



    She looked up at Loki, seemingly frightened but also pleading, her eyes filled with a strange mix of fear and hope. Tears formed at the corners of her eyes, sliding down her cheeks. It was as if she were wishing upon a star as she spoke.



    



    "I am a priestess who serves you."



    



    Loki’s gaze narrowed at her words.



    



    "Ah, the demon has been resurrected!"



    



    Loki lifted his head at the voice that echoed through the air. With screams, the men trembled, clutching their weapons, aiming them at Loki. No, it wasn’t just Loki—they aimed at the undead monsters surrounding the temple as well.



    



    Loki gently rested his palm on his cheek. The sound of clanking armor reverberated through his helmet. It was a familiar feeling as if it were second nature.



    



    ‘...Where is this?’



    



    Even in his dazed state, he stared at the familiar scene. The game he had designed, Ragnarok.



    



    If he wasn’t mistaken, this was the ‘Valhalla Palace,’ where the final boss monster had been resting.



    



    ‘A dream?’



    



    It might be. Otherwise, there would be no reason for him to speak or act so unusually in such a space. There was no sense of rejection. The behavior that naturally flowed from him felt like it was a part of his own personality, something he was accustomed to.



    



    "Stop... kidding me!"



    



    At that moment, a man suddenly shouted.



    



    "There’s no such thing as a demon!"



    



    As if denying reality, he clenched his large mace in anger.



    



    "I’ll take care of that demon myself!"



    



    The man shouted and charged forward. With his mace raised, he lunged toward Loki. At that moment, their gazes met.



    



    "......!"



    



    The man’s face froze, and Loki naturally extended his hand and flicked his fingers.



    



    Crack-!



    



    The weapon the man was holding, his swinging arm, his astonished face, and his rigid body—all of it 'burst' and disintegrated.



    



    Thud.



    



    The man’s body, now only his lower half, collapsed to the ground.



    



    "One... strike?"



    



    "My God!"



    



    The fear of those in the temple escalated even further.



    



    "Ah, demon—! Please, calm your wrath!"



    



    An elderly man in a unique black robe cried out as he fell to the ground, clutching his head. Loki turned his gaze toward the fallen man's body.



    



    '...This isn’t a dream, this is real.'



    



    His once-dazed mind began to clear. And with that, he could sense the strange feeling emanating from his body.



    



    The pounding of his heart. The chilling temperature settled in the air.



    



    Everything pointed to the reality of the situation. Yet, even though he felt a sense of bewilderment at the changed reality, there was no fear at the sight of a corpse.



    



    He was indifferent as if looking at an NPC. It felt like he was playing a game.



    



    Loki lifted his head and began to observe the people in the chamber. From most of the men, he could feel hostility.



    



    Fear, dread, but also overt murderous intent. Of course. They probably wanted revenge for their fallen comrade.



    



    However, two people were different. One was the elderly man, still clutching his head and wailing, and the other was the girl holding the legendary item Blutgang that he had designed himself.



    



    '...It’s even like in the game?'



    



    The girl who had called herself a priestess. She seemed like the only one he could converse with in this situation.



    



    Loki pointed at the girl, Kankun. The men who had been pressing her down recoiled in fear at his gesture and stepped back.



    



    "Kankun, was it?"



    



    "Yes? Ah, yes, yes!"



    



    Kankun shrank back in fear.



    



    "Come here."



    



    With a small flick of his finger, Kankun swallowed dryly and tried to rise from her spot.



    



    "Uh, wait... I'm so sorry. Just, just a moment... huh? Huh?"



    



    But her legs gave way, and she collapsed back onto the ground.



    



    "Th-that's right! Priestess! You must be the offering! Demon—ah, no, calm the wrath of the Saint! Only you can save the Nord tribe!"



    



    The elderly priest, Shaman, shouted. Loki couldn’t help but feel confused by his words.



    



    ‘What is he saying? Priestess? Wrath? Saint? What does the salvation of the Nord tribe have to do with this?’



    



    As far as Loki knew, there was no such setting in the game world. Loki turned his head slightly and looked at Shaman.



    



    "Hiiiick!"



    



    But before he could even ask, as soon as their gazes met, the man immediately bowed his head and knelt on the floor. It seemed that conversation wasn’t going to happen.



    



    "How dare you—"



    



    Loki felt a tingling on his skin. It was a thick, murderous intent.



    



    It swept away all fear, replaced by an overwhelming surge of anger and hatred. Loki’s gaze turned to one of the biggest men in the group.



    



    “Offering Kankun—”



    



    A burly man, dressed in chainmail and wielding a massive battle axe, reminiscent of a bear, stood there.



    



    He was the traitor who had beheaded Kankun’s father, the tribe leader and tried to take Kankun away. Kankun’s uncle, Kudan Ragnar.



    



    "Do you think you’ll offer her!?"



    



    His muscles bulged unnaturally, expanding grotesquely. The rug leading to the throne burst with red threads and scattered around.



    



    He charged toward Loki with full force, raising his axe high. The veins crawling over his swollen muscles made it clear that it was a full-powered strike.



    



    ‘...But that man from earlier was weak.’



    



    Loki’s gaze shifted to the man who had died with a flick of his finger. Just applying a little force had caused the upper half of the man’s body to explode.



    



    ‘I’ll need to control my strength...’



    



    "Ooohhhhh—!"



    



    Kudan strikes with all his might—But...



    



    Boom—!!!



    



    "......!"



    



    The strike was effortlessly blocked. Kudan, eyes wide, stared at the demon who had stopped his battle axe with just one hand. The shockwave from Kudan’s blow made Loki’s cloak flap in the wind.



    



    ‘What... power is this?!’



    



    A full-powered strike, blocked with a single hand. Even when Kudan tried to force it with both hands, the battle axe didn’t budge.



    



    Loki’s red pupils narrowed, and he quickly swiped his hand toward Kudan. It was a simple motion, as though swatting at a bug.



    



    Thud!



    



    Clang!



    



    The battle axe shattered like glass, and Kudan was sent flying by the shock, unable to withstand it.



    



    He rolled on the ground several times before crashing into the wall and finally stopped, spitting out blood.



    



    "Ahhh—!"



    



    ‘That was just a light push...’



    



    It seemed to have had quite the effect. Loki glanced at his hand and then shook his fingers. 



    



    And he couldn’t help but be surprised.



    



    ‘A scratch?’



    



    A small scratch had appeared on the gauntlet he was wearing. A tiny wound on the hand of the final boss of the game.



    



    That alone was enough to rattle everyone, and Kudan’s collapse sent everyone into a panic.



    



    The men who had been filled with hostility now gathered around Kudan’s fallen body in fear and quickly started to flee.



    



    "L-Lord Kudan is down!"



    



    "Retreat...! Retreat!"



    



    The men vanished. Loki looked at his hand again.



    



    The small scratch on his gauntlet had already disappeared. The armor had regenerated itself.



    



    Loki turned his gaze to Kankun. Her torn clothes and the deep despair in her eyes. She was trembling, clutching her sword.



    



    "First," Loki spoke, looking at the girl.



    



    "Let’s talk."



    



    It seemed like they could finally converse about this situation.



    



    What was going on, and what had happened to him...?



    



    To find the answers to those questions, Loki began speaking with the girl.



    



    ❃



    



    Not far from the cursed temple. Numerous tents were erected between snow-covered trees in the forest.



    



    Fires were burning between the tents to ward off the cold, and some women were tending to golden armor.



    



    They were all armed, and they appeared rough and unkempt. The brass armor they wore, the face-covering makeup, and their entire culture were adorned in gold.



    



    This was a tribe called the Partas, which had begun to gain a reputation among the Nord people.



    



    The great chieftain of the tribe, Histon. He was holding his golden helmet in his hand and stroking his beard with his right hand.



    



    “Lackluster! Still so much is lacking! Gold, warriors!”



    



    In front of him were reports on the warriors of his tribe. Seeing Histon frown, the slave who had written the reports, Hans, let out a deep sigh.



    



    ‘He doesn’t even know how to read, and he’s still acting like he knows what’s in the report...’



    



    Hans clicked his tongue internally but didn’t show it outwardly. Given Histon’s temperament, speaking that way could cost him his life.



    



    “W-What should we do...?” Hans asked, forcing a smile.



    



    Histon shook his head.



    



    “Hans! I plan to create a massive tribe! A great tribe that will unite all the Nord clans! No, I will create a nation of gold! So I’ll increase the number of slaves and grow my power!”



    



    “S-So what should we do...?” Hans asked cautiously.



    



    Thwack-!



    



    Hans’s head turned sideways, and his body was sent flying. His nose broke with a crunch, and his teeth flew out of his mouth. Histon, who had struck him with his fist, stepped on Hans’s back.



    



    “That's something you should figure out. I’ve been hinting at it since earlier, yet you couldn’t say it!!”



    



    “I-I’m sorry! I’ll think about it! P-Please... don’t hit me!” Hans pleaded, crawling and grabbing Histon’s pant leg. Satisfied with his submissiveness, Histon lifted his foot.



    



    “Hmph, don’t touch my temper again!”



    



    “I-I’m sorry.”



    



    “Hmmm... Is there any tribe around here that has a lot of gold or slaves? A tribe that we could potentially assimilate?”



    



    Hans, carefully reading Histon’s expression, continued.



    



    “Well, there is one nearby. Their influence doesn’t seem that big, though.”



    



    “Where?”



    



    Hans glanced at Histon’s face before speaking.



    



    “It’s the Ragna tribe!”



    



    It was the tribe where Kankun belonged.



    



    
      ❃❃❃
    

  
    Loki was able to hear a lot from the girl named Kankun. This was a small island in the North. A frozen land.



    



    It was inhabited by people called the Nord tribe, who lived in cold regions year-round and survived by raiding for a living. However, he couldn’t gather many details about his own situation.



    



    “Then what am I?”



    



    “…What?”



    



    “This isn’t the game world I created and set up. Is this another world?”



    



    “…Game? Another world?”



    



    
      “……”
      
        


      
    

    



    



    



    A fruitless conversation. In the end, he couldn’t figure out what was happening. Loki looked at Kankun and rested his chin on his hand. It was a strange world, but a truly cruel one.



    



    ‘She must have a tragic fate, born into this life.’



    



    A rebellion had occurred in Kankun’s tribe, the Ragna tribe. Her uncle had killed her father, and she had fled to this temple as her last hope.



    



    As Loki remained silent, Kankun, who had been observing him, cautiously stepped forward and spoke.



    



    “Um…”



    



    “……?”



    



    “What should we do now?”



    



    ‘We?’ It wasn’t ‘I,’ but "we."



    



    She was probably asking on behalf of her village. But what should he do with that?



    



    Loki had the answer on the tip of his tongue but chose to remain silent. There were too many things he needed to think about.



    



    He tried to organize the situation in his mind. Five minutes… ten minutes passed. But even then, Loki couldn’t find an answer.



    



    What bothered him the most was the look in Kankun’s eyes, full of fear and anticipation, as she kept glancing at him.



    



    ‘…Why is this girl still here?’



    



    “How long do you plan to stay here?”



    



    “…What?”



    



    “Are you not going back home?”



    



    “Well… should I just go back…?”



    



    “……?”



    



    Loki tilted his head in confusion.



    



    “……?”



    



    At his confusion, Kankun tilted her head in the same direction.



    



    “…What do you want?”



    



    Loki’s question left Kankun with an awkward expression. What should she want, if not from the demon in front of her?



    



    She had made a wish, and as expected, he had awakened. Logically, he should be taking her soul, but instead, he was trying to send her back.



    



    “Should I just go?”



    



    “Do you think I want something from you?”



    



    “…Huh?”



    



    “What can you give me?”



    



    “Uh… my soul…?”



    



    Kankun spoke hesitantly, with a questioning expression. Loki shook his head.



    



    “I don’t need it.”



    



    Kankun’s face showed signs of shock.



    



    “Then leave. I have much to think about.”



    



    Kankun became upset. She had expected something, but it felt as though she was being shooed away like a bug, which left her feeling frustrated.



    



    Loki glanced at the sword Kankun was holding and spoke once more.



    



    “Later.”



    



    Kankun looked back.



    



    “I’ll call for you when I need you.”



    



    “…Yes!”



    



    Kankun turned to leave the chamber, casting one last glance at the massive temple.



    



    ‘Did I survive…?’



    



    Loki watched Kankun with a faint smile. She seemed so full of curiosity and hesitation, yet there was a unique spark in her eyes—an energy Loki couldn’t help but find amusing.



    



    The words spoken were strange, yet the situations were becoming clearer now, even though there were still more mysteries than answers. He needed to act.



    



    As Kankun continued to stare at him, Loki slowly broke the silence.



    



    “Are you ready for what comes next?” he asked, his voice steady.



    



    Kankun’s face shifted between surprise and uncertainty.



    



    “Wha... what do you mean by that?”



    



    “Do you not understand the gravity of what you’re about to do?”



    



    Her breath hitched as she struggled to form the right words, but the air felt thick with tension. Loki leaned forward, casting a look at her weapon. The blade glinted faintly in the dim light.



    



    “I know what you’re thinking,” Loki said softly, “But what you have in your hands... might just be your future.”



    



    Kankun’s grip tightened around the sword, and for a moment, she hesitated.



    



    “I... I still don’t understand,” she muttered. 



    



    “Is this all real? Is there no way back?”



    



    Loki didn’t answer right away, letting the weight of her words hang in the air.



    



    “You’ve already crossed a line. Now, you’re part of something much bigger than you ever imagined.” He paused, eyes narrowing, “And there’s no going back from here.”



    



    Kankun’s eyes darted around, processing the depth of his statement. The sense of fear still lingered, but a part of her seemed to accept it.



    



    Loki gave a soft sigh, almost as if he were disappointed in how easily she had succumbed to her fate.



    



    “Do what you must,” Loki muttered. 



    



    “I’ll be here when you need me.”



    



    Kankun didn’t respond, but a flicker of understanding seemed to pass between them. It was a strange sort of truce, an unspoken agreement.



    



    She turned away slowly, her eyes lingering on the distant horizon before she made her way out of the chamber.



    



    “Th-That is...”



    



    “Ahhhhhh!”



    



    A sudden scream echoed through the air. The villagers hiding in the forest began running in panic.



    



    And from behind them, a giant horse emerged from the underbrush, carrying a warrior. A cavalry unit armed with large spears burst out of the woods.



    



    “What’s going on?!”



    



    “It’s an ambush!”



    



    “Is it Kudan again?!”



    



    Screams rang out from every direction. Kankun saw it clearly. A heavy cavalry force clad in golden-scaled armor and mounted on warhorses.



    



     Among the raiding Nord tribes, there was only one tribe known for possessing high-quality equipment.



    



     “Golden Lion... The Partas Tribe?!”



    



     The Nords were raiders. Their typical slave-hunting raids were about to begin.



    



    ❃



    



    The Partas Tribe was ruthless.



    



    “What’s this? Has everything already been looted?!”



    



    “Capture everyone! Kill the old ones if you have to!”



    



    A frenzied laughter echoed through the area. The cavalry swept through, leaving countless corpses behind, as heavily armored infantry in golden armor walked calmly in their wake.



    



    The sight made Kankun’s face go pale.



    



    “Wh-What are you doing?! Run, quickly!”



    



    Kankun shouted to the people of the Ragna tribe, but they stared at her in despair.



    



    “W-Where are we supposed to go?!”



    



    “Kankun, it’s hopeless. There’s nowhere to run!”



    



    The village had already suffered greatly from the rebellion of her uncle, Kudan Ragna. Only a few were capable of fighting, and their numbers were too small to stand against the Partas Tribe.



    



    She felt hopeless. The hope of surviving was fleeting, only for another calamity to strike!



    



    “Ahhhh!”



    



    The men who resisted were pierced by spears, screaming in agony.



    



    “No, no! Not the child...!”



    



    A woman’s hair was pulled as her child was forcibly ripped from her, and she was dragged away somewhere. Seeing this before her eyes, Kankun’s mind went blank, and she unconsciously thought of one person.



    



    “The Temple…”



    



    The demon, the lord of the Cursed Throne, the ruler of the temple. He had harmed only those who showed hostility towards him, sparing both her and the shaman.



    



    Perhaps... he wasn’t such a dangerous being to those who did not show hostility. Kankun shouted desperately to the tribe members.



    



    “Go to the Temple—!!”



    



    The Ragna tribe members looked at Kankun.



    



    “Go to the Temple! It’s safe there!”



    



    “...!”



    



    The tribe members started running in a panic. Was it because her voice was so loud?



    



    The Partas warriors began to stare at Kankun. Kankun broke into a cold sweat and quickly retreated.



    



    “That child, capture her—!”



    



    Kankun turned and began to run. She had to escape. As fast as she could… to the Temple where the Cursed Throne was—!



    



    ❃



    



    Loki gazed at the skeletons in front of him. The skeletons were covered in pitch-black armor from head to toe.



    



    From massive greatswords, shields, spears, bows, daggers, and even military bands holding instruments. There was a full array of military units. These were the monsters he had placed to guard the Valhalla Palace when he was a game designer.



    



    ‘Hmm...’



    



    With a slight motion of his fingers to the right, the skeletons lined up in that direction. With another motion to the left, they aligned in that direction as well. Their movements were perfectly synchronized.



    



    ‘...Interesting. Are they following my orders?’



    



    Loki snapped his fingers. The air split and a glass-like barrier appeared, reflecting Loki’s image.



    



    A horned iron helmet, resembling that of a goat, symbolizes the demon. Fiery, red eyes glowing through the eye slits.



    



    Heavy black iron armor, a fur cloak, and black smoke rising from the seams of the armor, occasionally forming shapes of snakes and wolves.



    



    ‘As expected... this is my character.’



    



    He was the leader of the armies of death, the one who led the giants to bring about the world’s end, Ragnarok. Loki, he had become the very character he designed and conceptualized for a game.



    



    ‘But...’



    



    According to Kankun, this world wasn’t just the world of the game. It was a completely different world.



    



    ‘But since the settings are established, they must be following my orders.’



    



    Loki looked at the skeletons before him. And behind them, more powerful figures emanated a stronger energy, beings made of black bones, exuding "death" itself.



    



    Death Knights and Liches, 50 of them, forming an undead legion.



    



    ‘It seems they are following me too.’



    



    Loki lowered his gaze. Below the Valhalla Palace. Beings are still under development.



    



    ‘What about the King of the Giants?’



    



    He had been constructing their settings up until just before coming here, so he wasn’t sure how they would respond. As Loki narrowed his eyes...



    



    “D-Demon... no, Lord of the Cursed Throne!”



    



    Loki raised his head. Shaman, the priest of the Nord tribe, stood before him, sweating profusely as he spoke.



    



    “Uninvited guests have arrived.”



    



    “Uninvited guests?”



    



    “They are the people from the Ragna Tribe. Should we drive them away?”



    



    The Ragna Tribe?



    



    “I... I am Kankun Ragna... the priestess who serves you.”



    



    Loki remembered the girl he had just sent away. She had the surname Ragna. Could these people be related to her?



    



    “Why have they come?”



    



    “…It seems the tribe was attacked.”



    



    Loki remembered the first time he met the girl. She had been attacked by unknown men back then as well.



    



    ‘That girl.’



    



    She had been holding the divine sword, Brütgang. Loki drew a finger through the air.



    



    As a result, the space split, and a magical mirror was summoned. The mirror began showing an image.



    



    A map around the Valhalla Palace.



    



    There, he could see the girl holding Brütgang, fleeing, while golden-armored men chased after her.



    



    “…She’s not using the sword?”



    



    ‘Or maybe she doesn’t know how to use it?’



    



    Loki tapped the armrest with his fingers.



    



    ‘Brutgang recognizes its wielder as its master from the moment it’s held.’



    



    A mythical item blessed by the gods. If someone other than the god or its rightful owner wields it, they will burn to death in a burst of intense light.



    



    ‘However, if the master dies, the story will change.’



    



    If that girl dies, those chasing her will become the owners of the mythical item. Loki stood up.



    



    He would find Brutgang. And he had many questions for them about this world. Loki began to walk, and the skeletons who had been kneeling and bowing before him followed.



    



    ❃❃❃



    



     

  
    The members of the Ragna tribe were running through the forest, with Kankun among them. Behind them, the Partas cavalry and warriors clad in golden armor were in pursuit.



    



    “This direction… Could they be heading to where the priest is?!”



    



    “They’re heading to the cursed temple!”



    



    “Get ahead of them! We can't let them reach the temple! Don’t anger the Shaman!”



    



    Kankun felt a deep certainty in the panicked voices of the Partas tribe. Even her uncle, who had started the rebellion, had asked the Shaman for permission when he came to the cursed temple.



    



    The Shaman’s influence extended across the entire Nord tribe— it wasn’t an exaggeration to say that. Even though the demon wasn't helping her, with the Shaman there, they wouldn't act recklessly! But—



    



    Whoosh—



    



    “Ahhh!”



    



    The cursed temple that had been so close now felt impossibly far away. Even though the forest was dense with trees and underbrush, outrunning the cavalry was no easy feat.



    



    The cavalry quickly charged, stabbing their lances into the backs of the Ragna tribe members and killing them.



    



    ‘Just a little further!’



    



    Kankun clenched her eyes shut as screams echoed in her ears. Another attack—she began to doubt if she was the one who had brought this disaster upon them.



    



    Could it be that the demon had let her go, and this calamity returned because of that? Everything was chaotic when it happened.



    



    Thud-thud-thud!



    



    The sound of heavy horse hooves rang out from behind. The rough, heavy stomps of the horses grew louder.



    



    She could even hear the rough breaths of the cavalry. Then came the sharp sound of lances cutting through the air. Instinctively, Kankun turned and raised the sword she was holding to protect herself.



    



    Clang!



    



    Sparks flew as Kankun staggered back from the impact. The cavalryman who had thrust his lance looked surprised.



    



    “You blocked it? Not bad for a kid.”



    



    The cavalryman tightened his reins and looked at Kankun, then sneered. Before long, the cavalrymen had passed the Ragna tribe members and surrounded them.



    



    The Partas warriors whistled and licked their lips. Kankun’s face went pale when she saw them.



    



    The Ragna tribe members hadn’t escaped yet. Now that they were surrounded, it was inevitable that they would be killed or taken as slaves.



    



    “But that sword…”



    



    One of the Partas warriors pointed at the sword Kankun had wrapped in her arms. All the Partas warriors showed greed in their eyes.



    



    “Is that really made of gold?”



    



    Kankun flinched and curled her body around it as if to protect it, hiding it with her body.



    



    “…I’m just holding it for a while! This sword has an owner! It’s not something you, or anyone like you, can touch!”



    



    “An owner, you say?”



    



    “Yes! Someone very fearsome and noble!”



    



    Seeing Kankun shout, the Partas tribe members burst into laughter. Of course, she was just a young kid barely reaching adulthood. Who would take her seriously?



    



    She just seemed to be bragging. One of the Partas cavalrymen approached Kankun.



    



    “Hah, what if we just kill the owner too?”



    



    “Oh? You want to kill me?”



    



    “…!”



    



    The Partas cavalryman felt his entire body press down as though his soul were being crushed by the voice that echoed through him. He doubted his own ears.



    



    Just a moment ago, no one was behind him. And yet, a deep voice had suddenly boomed out!?



    



    ‘What is this…?’



    



    Sweat ran down his back, a fear he couldn’t explain gripping him. The Partas cavalryman slowly lowered his gaze and looked at Kankun, who had been shouting just moments before.



    



    “…Ah!”



    



    The fierce girl’s eyes widened. There was no longer any trace of fear in her eyes. Instead, hope and expectation shone through.



    



    And her gaze was fixed not on him, but behind him. It wasn’t just the kid in front of him; his comrades, who had surrounded the Ragna tribe, were now looking terrified.



    



    Yes, something was behind him!



    



    The Partas cavalryman gripped his lance tightly, turned around, and swung it—



    



    Thud!



    



    The lance was effortlessly caught in a huge hand.



    



    “…!”



    



    The Partas cavalryman’s eyes widened. The air itself seemed to split open. In the black void, a figure appeared with only its upper body visible. A being wearing a horned helmet, resembling a goat, and clad in black armor.



    



    ‘…The Cursed Throne!’



    



    The demon lying dormant in the temple. The figure was now gripping the spear with a claw-like hand.



    



    “Wait, let’s have a talk—.”



    



    “AAAHHHH—!”



    



    The cavalryman screamed and struggled to pull his spear free. But the spear, caught in the demon's grip, didn't budge.



    



    “Hey, don’t be scared. I just want to talk—.”



    



    The Partas cavalryman eventually gave up on the spear. He let go of the spear and drew his crossbow from behind his back. He aimed it at the goat-like helmet.



    



    Ping—!



    



    But the bolt bounced off as if he had shot a toy crossbow.



    



    “Talk already—!”



    



    He reloaded and fired again.



    



    “Ha—.”



    



    “AAAHHHH—!”



    



    He reloaded his crossbow once more.



    



    Loki narrowed his eyes, then tossed the spear in his hand toward its previous owner.



    



    Boom—!



    



    Crack—!



    



    With the sound of the air splitting, a massive hole was torn through the Partas cavalryman's chest. He collapsed to the ground.



    



    “Let’s talk. You filthy bastard.”



    



    Loki took a step out of the jet-black space, walking calmly. The Ragna tribe and the Partas tribe, who faced him, froze in fear. They had heard stories since they were young.



    



    The demon sleeping in the temple. The legends of the accursed throne and how it would come to judge them.



    



    For the Nord tribe, who had undergone their coming-of-age rituals with the Shaman and faced the demon statues, instinctive fear gripped them when they saw the figure before them.



    



    When they were children, the demon was a terrifying figure, and as they grew up, they thought it was nothing but superstition. And yet, that figure now stood before them. They all froze. Only Kankun looked up at Loki with a relieved expression.



    



    “You are like NPCs to me.”



    



    When Loki spoke, both the Partas and Ragna tribe members flinched at once.



    



    “And this character, Loki—”



    



    Loki raised his head slightly, speaking in an imposing voice.



    



    “Has no patience. So it would be best to answer my questions.”



    



    They didn’t understand what he meant. But it was a warning. A warning about what would happen if they ignored his words. The Partas and Ragna tribe members, who understood this warning, glanced at each other.



    



    And as the quiet silence stretched on, a growing sense of unease began to shake their sanity. For the Nord tribe, fear was something to be fought. And that indoctrination ultimately led them to—



    



    “AAAHHH—!”



    



    “Raise your spears—!”



    



    The Partas tribe members, trying to resist the unknown terror, gripped their weapons tightly. The Ragna tribe, shaken by the cry, tried to raise their weapons too, but...



    



    “No, everyone down!”



    



    At Kankun's command, the Ragna tribe members lowered their weapons and knelt.



    



    “Except for you—”



    



    Loki turned his gaze to Kankun.



    



    “None of you can talk.”



    



    “Kill him—!”



    



    The Partas tribe charged toward Loki in unison.



    



    ❃



    



    Shouts and screams echoed. Histon, dragging his personal slave Hans, burst into laughter.



    



    "Is it because it's been a while since the last raid? They really have no patience!"



    



    "Still, we shouldn't touch the temple with the Shaman..."



    



    "We're not foolish enough to do that, are we?"



    



    The subordinates following behind joked. Even though they had only muscle for brains, they could at least make that judgment.



    



    But if they got too excited and lost their rationality, they would have to face the consequences with the Shaman.



    



    ‘The elders always told us not to mess with the Shaman.’



    



    There were many stories. The Shaman, as the intermediary of the Nord tribe, was a powerful wizard.



    



    It was said that if one touched him carelessly, an entire tribe would be destroyed. The elders had experienced it firsthand, but Histon didn’t believe it. Half of it was probably an exaggeration.



    



    ‘But if half of it is true, then maybe the Nord tribe’s strength could be attributed to him.’



    



    Such a being was spending time worshipping demons in the temple. How could a powerful individual believe in such superstitions?



    



    It was absurd. Lost in these thoughts, Histon, riding his horse, suddenly became aware of something odd.



    



    The shouts and screams that had echoed through the forest moments ago were now absent.



    



    ‘...What is this?’



    



    Histon pulled on the reins to stop. His subordinates followed suit, pulling on their reins as well.



    



    ‘...There’s no sound at all.’



    



    He couldn’t hear his subordinates’ voices, nor the screams or sobs of the Ragna tribe members who were being raided. But that wasn’t all, the presence of wild animals, the sounds of insects, had disappeared as well.



    



    Even the wind that had been rustling through the trees had stilled. Histon broke out in a cold sweat.



    



    Even in the cold northern winds, beads of sweat trickled down his cheeks. His subordinates, sensing something unusual, began looking to Histon for guidance. Soon, Histon became aware of the “hidden presence” in the forest.



    



    "Undead!"



    



    There were figures hiding in the forest, their bodies invisible. It was the aura of the dead.



    



    But these weren’t just ordinary low-level undead. Unlike the usual deathly aura, their presence and form couldn’t be felt properly. This was the presence of a higher-tier undead!



    



    Hiiiiing—!



    



    The horse, sensing their presence, reared up in fear. Its hair stood on end as its eyes rolled in terror.



    



    ‘Even the war horse is scared!’



    



    "U-Undead?!"



    



    "W-Where are they?!"



    



    His subordinates seemed to sense nothing of the undead’s presence. Histon, covered in cold sweat, scanned his surroundings.



    



    ‘Surrounded?!’



    



    Yet, he still couldn’t catch sight of them clearly.



    



    "Monsters—!"



    



    But there was no one ahead. The direction of his subordinates. It felt as though the deathly figures were pushing them forward, like cattle being herded.



    



    Eventually, Histon had no choice but to move forward. It was like he was being pulled by some unseen force. And the moment his horse’s hooves touched the ground, they came upon a blood-soaked icy path.



    



    "..."



    



    "…!"



    



    Histon closed his mouth, and his subordinates covered their mouths, trying to suppress their gagging. A lake of blood. No, it was an icy path stained with blood.



    



    Countless bodies lay scattered, their blood having frozen in the biting cold, creating an icy trail. At the center of that icy path stood a figure.



    



    "...A demon."



    



    Hans, Histon’s slave, stammered as he spoke the figure's name.



    



    A demon.



    



    The very being that should have been sleeping in the temple was now right before them. In the frozen cold, the figure stood tall, flicking its fingers.



    



    It wore a goat-like helmet, dark armor, and a cloak lined with fur. It stood amidst the bodies, staring at Histon. As if it had known all along that it would be here.



    



    ‘Is that… what leads the undead horde?’



    



    If that was the case, then the figure before them could only be a Necromancer.



    



    
      ❃❃❃
    

  
    ‘The quality is poor.’



    



    This area is within the domain of the Shaman, where the temple lies.



    



    For someone to wear armor, a helmet resembling that of the demon feared by the Nord tribe, and even a cloak, here? Does he want to make an enemy of the Shaman? Or perhaps...



    



    ‘Is this an attempt to instill fear in the Nord tribe?’



    



    Histon felt the hairs on his body stand on end. Just facing him was enough to feel an overwhelming sense of pressure. Indeed, with such an appearance, it might be effective against the Nord tribe.



    



    “You—”



    



    “Who are you?”



    



    At the demon Loki’s question, Histon felt his heart race. Just hearing the voice intensified the pressure and anxiety he felt.



    



    ‘Did he imbue his voice with magic?’



    



    “I am... Histon Partas, chieftain of the Partas tribe. I’ve spoken my name—now speak yours!”



    



    “I am... Loki.”



    



    “...”



    



    Histon smirked. The demon worshipped by the Shaman had no name. By giving his name, Loki had just proven he wasn’t the demon feared by the Nord tribe.



    



    “Loki, you...”



    



    Histon gripped the reins tightly and glared at Loki.



    



    “Did you do this to my men?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “Why?”



    



    “They attacked me.”



    



    “Is that all?”



    



    “They were going to kill me, and they tried to. Isn't that enough?”



    



    Loki shrugged lightly, nonchalantly. Seeing that, Histon felt a sense of calm.



    



    ‘Did the undead kill them?’



    



    He remembered the undead that had been chasing him through the forest. Each one of them was a powerful being—strong enough that he doubted whether he could face them.



    



    ‘These were definitely not low-level undead.’



    



    Each one was likely at least a Death Knight level. If so, the being before him was a far more powerful black mage than he had anticipated.



    



    ‘Calm...’



    



    Histon raised his hand.



    



    ‘But that calmness must be a façade.’



    



    A dark mage standing alone before his enemies without his undead? It was an absurd level of arrogance! And that arrogance would bring him his downfall.



    



    ‘I’ll strike!’



    



    Histon flicked his fingers to signal his men, and his subordinates rushed forward.



    



    “Right, that’s enough. But for killing my men...”



    



    Histon gripped his spear tightly.



    



    “You’ll pay the price!”



    



    The opponent harbored hostility. Loki, realizing this, tilted his head and spoke.



    



    “I want to talk.”



    



    “Talk to my men who’ve gone to the afterlife!”



    



    At the same time, the Partas cavalry charged at Loki from both sides. They quickly formed a circle, with Histon at the center charging forward.



    



    Histon gripped his spear. Loki spread his hands to either side. The cavalrymen who had scattered on either side were crushed by the outstretched hands of Loki.



    



    Thud—!



    



    “...!”



    



    Reaching out into the air and grabbing hold, the cavalrymen on either side were compressed as if the air itself had collapsed, and with a loud bang, they exploded.



    



    Blood splattered everywhere.



    



    ‘M-Magic?!’



    



    But the opponent had killed them without even chanting a spell—just by merely grasping the air with his hand. It was an eerie and ominous power.



    



    Indeed, he could be pretending to be a demon. However, using magic meant he would need time before casting another spell!



    



    “OOOHHHH—!”



    



    Histon gripped his spear and charged forward. Once a mage uses magic, they would be defenseless for at least a few minutes. That’s what made mages dangerous, but also vulnerable in battle.



    



    Without someone to protect them, they could easily die. Histon shouted as he moved.



    



    But contrary to his expectations, Loki swung his hand through the air, and Histon, feeling a chill down his spine, turned his body sideways.



    



    Wham—!



    



    As the air cracked, Histon twisted his body. But his reaction was too slow. The black space that appeared from the split in the air swallowed his hand, which still gripped the spear, and it vanished.



    



    “...Huh?”



    



    When Histon turned his head to look at his right hand, pain surged from the spot where his arm had been, and blood spurted out.



    



    “...!”



    



    Histon forgot to scream. He had been through countless battlefields and raided numerous tribes.



    



    He had faced death many times, and each time, he had survived. His own motto had always been: if you turn your back, you die. He gritted his teeth.



    



    “You bastard—!”



    



    With every ounce of strength, he charged at Loki. He would somehow close the gap with the mage! And he would destroy him with his “divine artifact!”



    



    “…Oh? You still won’t retreat?”



    



    As Loki looked surprised, Histon urged his steed forward, leaping into the air. He inhaled deeply. The opponent was a mage.



    



    Not just any mage, but one who didn’t require a spell chant and could continuously use bizarre and demonic powers. But Histon had a trump card of his own.A power only those chosen by the world could possess.



    



    [Divine Artifact].



    



    It was a destructive ability known only to the bloodline of the great constellations of the Briton continent. This ability was diverse, powerful, and a blessed power. Among them, Histon’s divine artifact was—



    



    “Die!”



    



    It was a breath attack similar to a dragon’s breath. Histon opened his mouth and unleashed [Roar].



    



    The compressed air expelled from his mouth. A breath-like blade shot forth.



    



    Boom, boom, boom—!!



    



    With a massive explosion, a blizzard whipped around the area. The ground cracked open, and the startled birds, who had been hiding their presence, flew up into the sky.



    



    “Kraaaak—!”



    



    Histon coughed up blood. Every time he breathed, it felt as though his lungs were about to burst. His mouth felt shredded as if it had been cut by something sharp.



    



    ‘Damn it—!’



    



    He had never used his divine artifact unless absolutely necessary. It was because it placed a great strain on his body.



    



    But the opponent had effortlessly wiped away his right hand with a single gesture. Against such a monster, if he showed even the slightest opening, he would be the one to die.



    



    “My right hand... Grrr—!”



    



    Histon looked at the black dust and shouted.



    



    “You bastard! You’ll regret this! My men and my right arm in hell will be cursing you, you son of a—!”



    



    Despite his shouting, Histon panted as he struggled to rise.



    



    “…Interesting.”



    



    Histon froze, surprised, and turned his head. From the black dust, a shadow emerged. It was the glowing red eyes that could be seen within it.



    



    “Is it a skill? No, this isn’t a game. This magic... or some other power, I suppose.”



    



    With a wave of his hand, the dust that had exploded earlier disappeared as if blown away by the force of his wind.



    



    The entire figure was engulfed in black flames, but despite being ablaze, it seemed to suffer no damage, walking leisurely as if nothing had happened, with the sound of iron armor clinking, resembling the descent of a king of hell.



    



    “What power is this?”



    



    The demon looked down at Histon.



    



    ‘...What is this?’



    



    Histon showed a look of shock. His [Roar] compressed the air itself.



    



    The force was powerful enough to bend even a steel gate, and it could obliterate a hundred soldiers in a tightly packed formation.



    



    And yet, this being had taken the full force of the attack head-on and casually brushed off the dust on his clothes as if nothing had happened.



    



    “Seems like talking is difficult. If it’s a PVP you want, I’ll oblige.”



    



    Loki stood tall before Histon. Looking up at him, Histon realized how much taller the demon was—tall enough that he had to look up for quite a while.



    



    "Ha... Ha... Hahaha. Hahahaha!!"



    



    Histon laughed manically as he looked at Loki. His body trembled uncontrollably. The fear that welled up from deep within his chest made his heart race violently.



    



    He was entranced by the being in front of him.



    



    Impersonation? No. This was real! The demon from the temple, the Sin Constellation! It was indeed a demon!



    



    Look at the imposing presence! Even after enduring his full-strength attack, the demon stood there, unaffected, as if nothing had happened!



    



    The stories he had heard since childhood, about how the elders feared the shamans, and how the shamans themselves feared and revered this demon—he now understood what kind of being it truly was.



    



    The Sin Constellation judges the Nordians.



    



    The thought of those words made Histon’s laughter abruptly stop.



    



    And that being will bring endless pain and judgment!



    



    Fear surged through him. The demon had come to judge him.  There was no other way to think about it. Histon staggered backward, but Loki simply stroked his chin and stepped forward.



    



    "You wouldn’t be so shameless as to run away after challenging me, would you?"



    



    Loki took another step forward, and Histon took a step back.



    



    "You attacked me just moments ago."



    



    Loki's crimson eyes burned like flames.



    



    "Now you wish to flee?"



    



    "Hiiiii—!"



    



    Histon immediately turned to run. At that moment, he lost his balance and collapsed.



    



    Looking behind, Histon saw his own foot, now severed and lying on the ground. His foot had exploded, along with the twisted space around it.



    



    Heavy pain seeped in, and an icy chill from the cold earth spread through his body.



    



    "Aaaahhh!!"



    



    His scream echoed through the air. Everyone around, including his remaining subordinates and the Ragnar tribe, froze in place. All stared at Loki in fear.



    



    "You’d better answer when I ask something."



    



    Loki extended his hand into the air, opened it, and clenched it tightly.



    



    Boom—!



    



    Crack—!



    



    Histon's other foot exploded into pieces.



    



    "I don’t have much patience."



    



    Histon’s eyes began to spin.



    



    "Uhhhhh... Uhh..."



    



    His face was now covered in tears and snot, and blood poured from his mouth, where his gums were swollen and his teeth shattered.



    



    Loki frowned at the sight.



    



    He wasn’t in his right mind. Had he gone mad?



    



    It seemed impossible to have a conversation with him now.



    



    Loki looked at Histon with a pitying gaze. To outsiders, it would seem as if he were looking at a poor insect with its legs torn off.



    



    Just as Loki was about to stretch out his hand to relieve Histon’s suffering…



    



    "Wait...!"



    



    Someone boldly stepped in front of Loki. It was a middle-aged man with blonde hair and blue eyes.



    



    His appearance was strange, as though he had gone through a great ordeal.



    



    His hair was completely gone, his nose was sunken, and his face was swollen as if he had just been beaten.



    



    He clenched his teeth and trembled in fear. He reached toward Histon, but when he looked at Loki, he froze in place. Loki’s eyes lit up as he saw the man for the first time.



    



    All the Nordians he had seen so far had green hair and green eyes, at most a faint blue tint. But this man was completely different, and Loki felt a rare curiosity about him.



    



    "...Did you come to take this man?"



    



    The young man flinched and took a step back but seemed to hesitate as if considering running away.



    



    "Y-Yes."



    



    Loki tilted his head.



    



    "Is he precious to you?"



    



    "...Ah, no."



    



    "Then...?"



    



    "He... he’s someone I owe a debt to."



    



    The young man trembled as he spoke.



    



    "A debt?"



    



    "At this rate, he won’t survive. Please... please lead me to him."



    



    Loki glanced around. There were already too many bodies littering the area. Killing more at this point was meaningless.



    



    "...Take him. And don’t look back."



    



    "Are you sparing him?"



    



    "As long as no flies come near, there’s no need to kill him."



    



    The young man dragged Histon’s body over to a horse and mounted it. He then bowed his head to Loki.



    



    "Thank... you. I’ll repay this debt someday."



    



    "......"



    



    The young man rode away. Loki looked at his hand. Just moments ago, he had been ready to crush Histon’s head. And without hesitation, he had made that decision. His humanity was gone.



    



    'Well, it doesn’t matter.'



    



    It wasn’t something he needed to worry about.



    



    "Kankun."



    



    At Loki’s call, Kankun flinched. It was the first time Loki had ever called his name!



    



    "Yes, yes! What is it?"



    



    Kankun’s voice brightened. He was the one who had saved him twice. Kankun now realized that Loki was not an enemy. He looked at Loki, waiting for his next words.



    



    "Tell me about that 'divine artifact' of yours."



    



    Loki’s interest in this world had been piqued.



    



    
      "Teach me about it."
    

  
    In the dense and dark forest.



    



    "...Hah!"



    



    Histon opened his eyes. Startled, he screamed and struggled. But he couldn't move his body.



    



    "Khah... What is this... Where am I...? Could it be... a dream?"



    



    Histon thought he had been having a nightmare. In that nightmare, everything had ended. He had lost his arm and both legs to the terrifying demon.



    



    Histon rolled his eyes. He groaned from the pain he felt in his body, his mouth trembled, and he barely managed to speak.



    



    "...Is anyone... there?"



    



    "......"



    



    At that moment, a familiar man appeared hanging upside down in front of him. Blonde hair, blue eyes, sunken nose, and broken teeth. It was Hans, the slave.



    



    "Oh, A, Hans! Hans! Thank goodness. Hans!... Please, save me. Please... save me!"



    



    "......"



    



    Hans stared at Histon with an indifferent expression. He then slapped Histon's cheek several times. It seemed like he was checking if Histon was even conscious.



    



    Histon’s anger surged at this absurd behavior, but he couldn’t move his fists. So, he tried to kick him with his feet, but... he couldn’t feel his legs.



    



    "......!"



    



    Histon sensed something was wrong and rolled his eyes. Then, he realized that it wasn’t Hans who was hanging upside down but himself, and he was immediately taken aback.



    



    "What... what is this...?"



    



    "...Because of you, I lost everything."



    



    "H-Hans! What... are you saying?"



    



    "...What am I saying?"



    



    Hans picked up a nearby rock and forcefully struck Histon’s head.



    



    Thwack!



    



    Histon’s body, which had been hanging like a punching bag, shook violently.



    



    "What do you mean, 'What am I saying?'"



    



    "Khah! H-Hans, you bastard! You want to die..."



    



    "Is this really what you have to say right now?"



    



    Hans gritted his teeth and continued to strike Histon's head with the rock.



    



    Thwack!



    



    "That's right. Remember! What you did!"



    



    Thwack!



    



    "What you did to me...!"



    



    Thwack!



    



    "And what you did to my family...!"



    



    Thwack!



    



    For a while, the sound of rocks hitting flesh echoed through the forest. Histon hung there, bleeding heavily, while Hans stared at his broken hands with clenched teeth.



    



    The rock in his hand shattered. Even his fingers seemed to be broken and misaligned. Having no strength left to strike, Hans glared at Histon with resentment.



    



    "Dammit...! Is your face made of stone or something? How is it so damn tough?!"



    



    "S-save me...!"



    



    "Save you? Hah!"



    



    Hans pulled a leather pouch from his waist. He smeared the purple powder inside the pouch onto Histon's bloodied face.



    



    "Yeah, you begged. But it wasn't for you—it was for me and my family...!"



    



    Histon groaned and struggled when he realized what the powder was. He tried to wriggle free from it.



    



    "But what did you do? In front of my eyes, you killed my father, used my brother as bait for monster hunting...!"



    



    He forcefully shoved the leather pouch into Histon's small mouth.



    



    "I killed him! What did I do wrong? Just because I'm from the southern nobility? But even though I am nobility, I’ve lived for the kingdom, for the people! But then, this ridiculous false accusation... I was plundered, turned into a slave, and lost my precious family...!"



    



    Then, with the leather pouch still in Histon's mouth, Hans repeatedly kicked him as if aiming for a target.



    



    "I lost everything! Damn it! Damn it! Damn it!"



    



    Thwack!



    



    Thwack!



    



    Hans kicked at him, and Histon shuddered with each blow.



    



    "You monster! After being beaten with rocks like that, you're still fine. But that’s good! Because you’re so tough, I’ll be able to take my time getting revenge, thanks to your damn roach-like tenacity!"



    



    Hans looked around. When he noticed some unusual movement in the grass, he quickly fell away from Histon and mounted the horse he had previously prepared.



    



    "...Die slowly, just like you killed my family."



    



    He spurred the horse and left the scene. Histon shook his body and tried to struggle, but he couldn’t move at all, as if his body had been firmly bound.



    



    With swollen eyes, Histon stared at the black shadow. Slowly, something walked out.



    



    Green skin, a long nose, and a small, squat body. It was a creature wearing a stone spear and beast-hide clothes.



    



    A goblin.



    



    They stared at the motionless Histon, sniffing at the purple powder on his face. Then, they grinned as if they had found delicious prey. Thick saliva dripped down, causing Histon's face to turn pale.



    



    "Ugh... Hans! Hans...! P-please... save me... Uaaahhh!"



    



    "......"



    



    Hans tightened the reins as he heard Histon's screams from afar. He then stared blankly at the sky. Histon's screams echoed endlessly through the forest. Eventually, the screams grew quieter and eventually stopped.



    



    "...Is it over?"



    



    He felt a sense of relief. Some say that revenge is hollow, but that was a mistake.



    



    Listening to Histon’s desperate voice was the best feeling. Revenge could be so satisfying!



    



    The only regret was that he hadn’t been able to inflict more pain. Hans shook his head with a half-hearted smile.



    



    "What should I do now...?"



    



    '...Should I just die?'



    



    Now that revenge was complete, his reason for living had vanished. He had lost even his most precious family, so there was no longer any will to live.



    



    Even if he wanted to live, he had no confidence in escaping this frozen land on his own.



    



    Furthermore, even if he returned to the kingdom, he would be considered a ‘slave’—a mere shadow of his former self.



    



    "Come to think of it, that demon... Will it kill me?"



    



    It had given him the chance to free himself and kill Histon with his own hands. So... he had to repay that debt. Hans had always despised the idea of owing anyone.



    



    "...I remember hearing that demons like human souls in old tales. So... Should I offer my soul?"



    



    After some hesitation, Hans grabbed the reins and headed toward the Valhalla palace.



    



    ❃



    



    Loki had learned some interesting things when he met Histon. Abilities similar to game skills.



    



    People in this world possessed these abilities, which they referred to as [Divine Gifts].



    



    It seemed that they believed these abilities were blessings from the gods. It was an intriguing concept, but what fascinated Loki even more was the behavior of the inhabitants of this world toward him.



    



    Loki looked ahead. In front of him, hundreds of people had gathered, all bowing toward him.



    



    They were kneeling with their heads touching the ground, their hands clasped together as if worshipping a deity, displaying an extremely devout posture.



    



    Among them were mostly members of the Ragna tribe, but also others. The warriors wearing brass armor, whom Loki had killed not long ago. The members of the Partas tribe were also showing the same behavior.



    



    "What does this mean?"



    



    Loki's question was answered by the shaman of the Nord tribe, who was standing beside him.



    



    "The Nord tribe lives in a world ruled by the strong. Those who are plundered become slaves, and those who plunder become masters. The Throne of Sin."



    



    The shaman lowered his head slightly and continued.



    



    "The Nord tribe has served the Throne of Sin for generations. Now that its master has awakened, we will serve you according to our original duty."



    



    The Nord people, who had sinned through plunder. For them to cleanse their sins and receive salvation, they had to swear loyalty to and serve the Throne of Sin.



    



    This was what was written in the Nord scriptures.



    



    "The Ragna and Partas tribes... All of them."



    



    It was a sign that the master, now awakened from slumber, would offer mercy and accept those who had not been judged.



    



    "I swear here to follow my master."



    



    Loki, too, had to find a way back home. If he couldn’t find it, he would have to stay here.



    



    In that case, it would be better to establish a stronghold. And these people here would help him build that. This was the moment when a new power was rising, with the Northern Throne at its center.



    



    ❃



    



    Loki blinked his red eyes as he watched the man who had come to the Valhalla palace. The visitor was not just from the Nord tribe.



    



    With long, wiry golden hair and blue eyes, his skin was swollen and bruised, as if he had been beaten. He appeared to be in his mid-40s, maybe early 50s at most.



    



    It was Hans, the slave who had recently taken away Histon, whom Loki had tried to kill.



    



    Loki, standing on the red carpet in the center of the battlefield, shifted his gaze to the shaman, silently asking, What's this?



    



    "He says... he came to repay a favor," the shaman answered.



    



    Loki stared at Hans.



    



    "Repay a favor? What do you mean by that...?"



    



    Loki trailed off, feeling strangely familiar with this person.



    



    "Ah, I see! The one who was shouting—Histon—you came to save him! Hmm, I thought I’d never see you again."



    



    Every time Loki spoke, Hans flinched and trembled. Hans had come here to give up everything and die, but now, facing the demon, he lacked the courage to die. All he wanted to do was run away without looking back.



    



    "Did you come here to repay me for sparing him? You're a loyal one, aren't you?"



    



    Loki regarded Hans with curiosity.



    



    "Well, that man... is he still alive? If he's alive, then..."



    



    Loki reached his hand into the air. In an instant, the space warped, and a red vial appeared in his hand. Loki shook it, then tossed it to Hans.



    



    Hans caught it by accident and staggered.



    



    "It's a healing potion. I'm not sure how effective it is, but... it should be enough to save someone near death."



    



    ‘...Maybe.’



    



    The truth was, Loki wanted to test it out. But since there was no suitable subject, he intended to use Histon as the test subject.



    



    "Uh... I’m sorry."



    



    At that moment, Hans spoke.



    



    "Histon is dead."



    



    "I see."



    



    After all, it was a wound that made survival difficult.



    



    "I... killed him."



    



    "......"



    



    ‘This is surprising, isn’t it?’



    



    Loki was taken aback by the revelation.



    



    "Weren’t you trying to save him?"



    



    "I brought him to kill him."



    



    "......"



    



    ‘This world really does seem complicated...’



    



    Loki, not knowing Hans’ circumstances, started to wonder if the world was out of its mind.



    



    Plunder, theft, slavery, even killing—everything seemed so natural to them.



    



    ‘Well, I’m not exactly sane either.’



    



    "Then..."



    



    Loki raised his finger. The sharp, hook-like gauntlet on his finger pointed at Hans.



    



    "Drink it."



    



    "What?"



    



    "You seem badly hurt... Drink it."



    



    "That...?"



    



    Hans smiled bitterly. No matter how powerful the healing potion, it couldn’t heal old wounds.



    



    "If I drink it, the potion will be wasted..."



    



    "Drink it."



    



    "......"



    



    When Loki spoke firmly, Hans hesitated but eventually opened the vial and drank it.



    



    When the last drop entered his body, something strange began to happen.



    



    "Ughhh!"



    



    "......"



    



    Hans collapsed forward, vomiting blood. His body trembled as spasms wracked him.



    



    And then...



    



    Crack!



    



    The sound of bones echoed. Dislocated bones returned to their places. Some bones broke through his skin but quickly regenerated.



    



    The bones that had been broken by Histon’s blows and hadn't been properly treated began to heal, fusing and hardening.



    



    Gradually, his body’s balance was restored, and the recovery was so noticeable that it became visible.



    



    Loki, watching this, stroked his chin in amazement.



    



    When the recovery ended, Hans lay on the ground, panting, looking at his hands.



    



    "I... am healed?"



    



    His hands, which had been broken from hitting Histon, were now restored to normal.



    



    
      ❃❃❃
    

  
    It wasn’t just his hands. All of his physical wounds had healed.



    



    “…How is this possible!?”



    



    Typically, potions regenerate flesh and bones, but they can't heal misaligned bones. This was something even the troll monster, one of the main ingredients in potion-making, couldn’t accomplish. Moreover, he felt lighter all over, as if he had gotten a good night’s sleep—truly refreshed.



    



    “This miracle…!”



    



    While Hans was stunned, the Shaman beside him shouted excitedly.



    



    “Ah, yes! This is... the blood of the Throne!”



    



    The Shaman shouted with excitement, while Hans stared at the potion in his hand with wide eyes.



    



    “Blood of the Throne?”



    



    “Unbelievable! This is far beyond the potion made from troll blood and slime mucus! This... is truly extraordinary! Such absolute effects!”



    



    The Shaman, still excited, snatched the potion from Hans’s hand. He didn’t even realize how his previously cautious behavior around Loki had now become overly enthusiastic.



    



    “Indeed, the legend was true! The blood of the Throne passed down through the Nord tribe has a mystical power that can heal any living creature! But to heal even old wounds without scars... How incredible this potion is!”



    



    Loki tilted his head, looking at the potion Hans had been given, puzzled.



    



    ‘...That’s not right. That’s just a healing potion. It’s made with crafting skills, and the primary ingredients are troll blood and slime mucus... is it really that effective?’



    



    Loki continued observing the healing potion the Shaman was holding.



    



    ‘Isn’t the function of that [Healing Potion] just restoring vitality?’



    



    In the game, severed or destroyed parts regenerate if the potion is applied or drunk. It seemed his potion followed the game mechanics.



    



    ‘So, unless you die, most humans should fully recover from this potion.’



    



    In other words, it was an all-purpose remedy.



    



    ‘But maybe it doesn’t work for curses or diseases? If so…’



    



    Loki pondered, reaching into the air again to pull out other potions.



    



    One was a green potion, [Antidote], with the ability to negate all debuffs, and the other was a blue potion, [Mana Potion], which restored MP.



    



    “…What about these?”



    



    Loki shook the potions before placing them back into his inventory.



    



    ‘There will be a time to experiment later.’



    



    He knew the effects of the potions, but without firsthand testing, he couldn’t be sure of their exact capabilities.



    



    Though Loki was eager to experiment, he restrained that urge. For now, confirming the power of the healing potion was his priority. Loki then asked Hans about his condition to better understand.



    



    “How do you feel?”



    



    “Huh? Ah, I... feel incredibly refreshed. Light... and it seems all my pain is gone. Even the old injuries have healed. It's like I have a brand-new body…”



    



    Hans checked his body.



    



    “I feel like a completely different person, light as a feather!”



    



    “......”



    



    ‘Looks that way to me too.’



    



    Hans’s pale skin had turned fair with a reddish hue, and his dull eyes now gleamed with clarity. He looked so different that it was hard to even recall his previous appearance.



    



    ‘...He looks at least ten years younger. Even though it's a healing potion, it seems better for skin care too?’



    



    Loki couldn’t help but be impressed by the power of the healing potion.



    



    “Haha! How can I ever repay this kindness...!”



    



    Hans, while saying this, was startled.



    



    ‘Aren’t demons supposed to take souls...?’



    



    According to scripture, demons deceive and corrupt humans, taking their souls. Loki began to strongly doubt what kind of price might be demanded in return for this act of kindness.



    



    “Then…”



    



    Loki spoke, and Hans tensed up.



    



    “I want to look around here. You’ll be my guide.”



    



    “…What?”



    



    Hans stared at Loki with a dazed expression.



    



    “You must know a lot about this Nord tribe, or whatever it’s called?”



    



    “Well, yes, I do...”



    



    “Then you can guide me and answer whatever questions I have to the best of your knowledge.”



    



    Hans felt himself shrinking back. He had only been a slave to Histon for about three years on the frozen land, so although he knew a bit about the Nord tribe, he was not well-versed in their various cultural practices.



    



    “Just answer what you know, and if you don’t know, be honest about it. But lies will not be tolerated.”



    



    “...Understood.”



    



    Hans nodded.



    



    “Um…”



    



    The Shaman took a step forward, his face showing a troubled expression.



    



    “Um, if you're just patrolling the village, wouldn’t it be too conspicuous?”



    



    “Conspicuous? Hmm... is that so?”



    



    Loki glanced at his own appearance. A black suit of armor and a helmet made from a goat’s bones. It resembled the kind of demonic appearance one might see in myth.



    



    “…I see. Everyone knows what I look like.”



    



    Loki recalled how the Ragnar tribe had feared him.



    



    “Then let’s do this.”



    



    Loki clapped his hands. Immediately, the armor enveloping him melted away, and was sucked into the air.



    



    What remained was not a demon, but a human. A person in his mid-to-late 20s, with fair skin and reddish eyes like wine.



    



    His hair was a mix of black and white. The Shaman and Hans blinked in shock at the sight before them, but that shock was short-lived.



    



    At some point, Loki’s body was once again surrounded by a black aura, and feathers began to flutter around. The Shaman, still dazed, grabbed at the feathers that were floating before his face.



    



    ‘Crow feathers?’



    



    When the Shaman looked back at Loki, he was wearing a crow mask made of black feathers, and his face was obscured except for his eyes and mouth, while his outfit was a leather garment surrounded by feathers.



    



    “Is this still strange?”



    



    “......”



    



    By the time the Shaman looked at Loki again, the black feathers in his hand had vanished in a puff of smoke.



    



    ‘The feathers were made of magic. Could it be… that each feather attached to his clothes contains magical power?’



    



    The Shaman marveled as he observed Loki’s attire. Hans was just as stunned by the mysterious spectacle. When Loki asked, the Shaman bowed his head.



    



    “Would that even be possible?”



    



    The Nord tribe often used animal masks, particularly hunters and mercenaries. Though a crow mask was quite rare, it wasn’t impossible.



    



    The issue, however, was that there were no such large crows. Seemingly satisfied with the Shaman’s answer, Loki smiled and nodded.



    



    “Good. Then Hans.”



    



    “…Yes? Ah! Yes!”



    



    Hans bowed his head as he looked at Loki.



    



    “Please guide me.”



    



    “Ah, understood.”



    



    ❃



    



    When Loki arrived at the Ragnar tribe’s village, what he saw was a village in complete ruin.



    



    “It’s a mess.”



    



    Though the population had increased, they were ill-prepared, making the restoration of the village seem difficult. Particularly, the sudden integration of tribes with different cultures was naturally causing friction.



    



    “You idiots! What are you doing? Hurry up!”



    



    A Ragnar tribesman pointed his finger at a Partas tribesman. But the Partas tribesmen couldn’t even protest.



    



    Instead, they muttered complaints under their breath, and whenever the Ragnar tribesmen glared at them, they would turn their heads, avoiding eye contact.



    



    “…Why is that?”



    



    “Well… because they’re slaves.”



    



    “Slaves?”



    



    “It’s natural for the conquered tribe to become subjugated.”



    



    “Natural?”



    



    When Loki tilted his head, Hans gave a wry smile.



    



    “…Of course, this is only for the Nord tribe. On the southern continent of Britain, prisoners of war are treated better than slaves, at least.”



    



    “Even if they’re slaves... the numbers are overwhelmingly high. But why do they follow like that? Can’t they gather together and protest? Don’t they think about revolting?”



    



    “......”



    



    Hans gave Loki a look as if asking, ‘Are you seriously asking this?’



    



    However, Loki, unaware of the meaning behind his look, asked again.



    



    “What’s going on?”



    



    Hans, flustered, stammered.



    



    “Ah! That... um... Ah, Demon Lord... I mean... Lord Throne!”



    



    “Call me Loki.”



    



    “Right... Lord Loki, didn’t you conquer them?”



    



    “…It wasn’t so much conquering as it was them coming and getting defeated.”



    



    Since it was the truth, Hans fell silent for a moment and then opened his mouth again to explain.



    



    "Anyway, since you are defending the Ragnar tribe, the Partas tribe has no choice but to submit..."



    



    "Who?"



    



    "Pardon?"



    



    "Who is supposed to be defending whom?"



    



    "...Lord Loki is defending the Ragnar tribe."



    



    Loki slightly opened his mouth as if he hadn’t known, then closed it again.



    



    "So, are you saying they interpreted things their own way and ranked them accordingly? That I’m defending the Ragnar tribe, and therefore they are superior?"



    



    "...Isn’t that the case?"



    



    Hans secretly thought so as well. The Ragnar tribe that Loki was supposedly defending was seen as the higher-ranked group, and the Partas tribe was considered lower. If the Partas tribe were to rebel, it was clear they would be suppressed by Loki, so they had no choice but to comply.



    



    "Ridiculous. They just interpreted things however they wanted."



    



    At that moment, a man shouted at them.



    



    "Hey! What are you doing?"



    



    Loki turned his gaze.



    



    A Ragnar tribesman was swaggering toward them. He glared at Loki and Hans, switching his gaze between them.



    



    "First time seeing you guys... What an unusual outfit! Anyway, you must be from the Partas tribe, huh? Hah! While everyone else is working their butts off, you two are just taking it easy? Get to work on repairing my house!"



    



    "..."



    



    Loki remained silent, while Hans broke out in a cold sweat.



    



    The man, thinking they were ignoring him, furrowed his brow in anger and pointed at Loki's crow mask.



    



    "Hey! Can’t you hear me? You idiot wearing that dumb mask! You guys attacked our village! My house was wrecked because of you! So... urgh!"



    



    In an instant, the man was unable to finish his sentence as Loki grabbed his mouth.



    



    Loki tilted his head slightly, then with his other hand, dug into his ear before speaking.



    



    "Hmm? What did you say? Sorry, lately, most of what humans say sounds like the buzzing of mosquitoes. Say it again. You foolish insect!"



    



    "Ugh!"



    



    The man struggled. He tried to kick Loki or punch him, but Loki’s hand covering his mouth didn’t budge an inch.



    



    Loki applied more force, slowly lifting the man. The man’s legs flailed in the air as his body was raised. Loki nodded as if he understood the man’s muffled sounds.



    



    "Ah, I see! Your house was wrecked? What else did you say? Sorry, I have bad hearing. Say it again."



    



    "Ugh…!"



    



    The man groaned, and Loki grinned in satisfaction.



    



    "Ah! So, you wanted me to wreck your mouth? Well then… here it comes."



    



    Creeeak-!



    



    Loki gradually increased the pressure with his hand, tightening the man’s jaw. The man flinched in fear but desperately struggled to escape Loki’s grip.



    



    The more he struggled, the tighter Loki’s grip became. The man’s face turned pale, and eventually, his movements slowed. Just before the man was about to die, Loki released his hand.



    



    Thud!



    



    The man collapsed onto the ground, having soiled himself, twitching. Loki chuckled at the sight.



    



    "...Well, that was harsh."



    



    Just as Loki shook his hand, someone shouted.



    



    "What’s going on?!"



    



    "Th-the outsider! The outsider is causing trouble!"



    



    "Could it be a spy sent by Kudan?!"



    



    At that moment, the Ragnar tribesmen started gathering, one by one. Following them, the Partas tribe also came armed. After being attacked by something all day, they couldn’t help but grow more wary.



    



    "...What are you going to do?"



    



    Hans, surrounded, nervously asked, his voice trembling. While Hans was anxious and fidgeting, Loki casually shrugged his shoulders.



    



    "Is there any choice? Everyone..."



    



    "Grab those guys!"



    



    "They might be Kudan’s spies! Capture them and interrogate them!"



    



    The Ragnar and Partas tribes rushed at them, and Loki smiled broadly, showing his teeth beneath his crow mask.



    



    "...I’ll have to teach them who’s really in charge."



    



    
      ❃❃❃
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