
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Opening Credits

The Heart of the North Wind: A Romantasy of Frozen Seas and Fiery Souls

Written by Hoang Nguyen

Narrated by Anabella



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1

[image: ]




The Winter’s Wrath cut through the midnight-blue sea with a sound like a knife through frost, its hull humming beneath the weight of ice-hardened timber. The deck shivered in the cold wind, every plank a thin line of white against the darkness. Captain Kael Icewind moved among his crew with the precision of a man who had learned to read the sea’s breath as others read a map. He knelt at the chart table, the vellum unfurled before him, inked runes tracing the shifting labyrinth of ice fields that lay ahead. His fingers, calloused and steady, traced the projected currents, each line a promise of danger or passage.

“Steady now,” Kael muttered, his voice low enough that only the men nearest could hear. The crew fell silent, the clatter of oars and the mutter of men fading beneath the whistling gusts. Even the gulls overhead seemed to hold their breath, waiting for the captain’s next move.

He glanced up, eyes catching the faint aurora that rippled across the horizon—a slow, pulsing light that seemed to breathe. The green and violet ribbons moved with a purpose, as if guided by some unseen hand. Kael’s brow furrowed; the aurora’s rhythm matched the old rune he’d seen as a boy, the one etched into the hearthstone of his family’s ruined homestead. Redemption, the rune had promised, but only to those who could hear the North Wind’s true call.

A sudden squall rose from the void, a wall of snow and wind that slammed the Winter’s Wrath into a maze of jagged ice floes. The ship shuddered, timbers groaning as the hull pressed against crystal barriers that rose like frozen teeth. The deck was a blur of white, the world narrowed to the throbbing heartbeat of the vessel and the hiss of wind tearing at canvas. Kael shouted orders, his voice cutting through the roar.

“Brace! All hands to the rail! Keep the sails tight!” He thrust a hand toward the mainmast, where the ice-sails, reinforced with woven frost-silk, caught the wind and strained against the pressure. The ship’s bow scraped against a massive block of ice, the impact reverberating through the deck.

In the darkness between the ice walls, a low hum began to vibrate through the hull, a tone that seemed to resonate with bone. The crew exchanged uneasy glances, their breath forming ghostly clouds in the frigid air. Then a voice—soft, fierce, unmistakably human—cut through the howl.

“Help me!”

A scream, raw with panic, erupted from the cargo hold. The crew froze, eyes wide, as the sound echoed off the icy walls. Kael’s hand went instinctively to the hilt of his blade, a thin crescent forged from frozen steel, its edge glinting even in the dim light. He turned toward the source, his mind racing through possibilities: saboteur, mutineer, perhaps a desperate soul driven mad by the endless cold.

The hatch to the hold swung open with a groan, revealing a crate of frozen fish, its lid splintered. Ice clung to the wood, and from within a figure lunged, landing on the deck with a splash of slushy water that froze instantly upon contact. A woman stood, her hair wild as a storm-tossed sea, eyes blazing with an inner fire that seemed to melt the frost at her feet.

She was taller than the average crewman, her skin a pale canvas against the white, her cloak torn in places, revealing the glint of a silver amulet shaped like a swirling gust. Her boots, though covered in ice, made no sound as she moved, each step confident despite the chaos around her.

“Who are you?” Kael demanded, his voice a low growl. He kept his sword raised, the blade humming faintly with the ship’s lingering magic.

“I am Elara Seaborn,” she replied, her voice ringing with the same fierce resolve that had driven her from the cliffs of Stormhaven. “I fled the blizzard that swallowed my home. I know the North Wind’s song. I will help you break this prison of crystal.”

The crew stared, torn between fear and awe. Whispers rose like a tide, but Kael held a hand up, silencing them. He studied the amulet at her throat, recognizing the ancient sigil of wind-weavers—a mark long thought extinct.

“You came through the cargo, hidden among the fish?” Kael asked, suspicion laced with curiosity. “Why would you risk your life for a ship that sails on ice?”

Elara’s eyes flicked to the frozen horizon, where the aurora pulsed brighter, as if answering her unspoken thoughts. “The aurora is a beacon,” she said, voice steadier now. “It calls to those who can hear the wind’s language. I felt it... felt the Heart’s pull. My mother taught me to listen to the gale, to speak its tongue. That storm that took my village... I cannot let it claim another soul.”

Kael lowered his sword fractionally, the steel still humming. He sensed the raw, untamed wind magic coiling around her, a latent power that sparked when the North Wind brushed her skin. It was dangerous, unpredictable, but it was also the key he had been searching for.

“Your powers,” he said, “they are... volatile. The ice we sail upon is delicate. One misstep, one uncontrolled gust, and we could be shattered.”

A low chuckle escaped Elara’s lips, edged with bitterness. “My powers are not a curse, Captain. They are a storm waiting for a channel. If you have the will to guide it, we can carve a path through this prison.”

The captain stared at her, weighing the risk. The ship groaned as another wave of ice slammed against its side, threatening to crush the hull. The humming grew louder, resonating through the timbers, and the crew’s faces turned pale, eyes wide with dread.

“Tell me,” Kaet said finally, “what do you know of the Heart of the North Wind?”

Elara’s gaze hardened. “It is said to be a crystal, forged by the primordial North Wind itself, bound to a rune that balances ice and storm. It can heal, or it can destroy, depending on who holds it. My village was cursed by a broken pact with that wind. I seek it to reverse the blizzard that never ends. If you have the map, I have the wind to navigate.”

A silence settled over the deck, broken only by the howl of the storm. The crew, still wary, shifted their weight, eyes darting between the captain and the stowaway. Kael turned his head toward the chart table, his mind already calculating the possibilities.

“The ice walls are shifting faster than any tide,” he said, tapping a line on the map. “We need a way to break through without tearing the hull. Your wind—can it create a focused gust strong enough to carve a path?”

Elara lifted a hand, fingers splayed. She closed her eyes, inhaling the bitter cold, feeling the currents swirl around her like invisible threads. The air around her seemed to thicken, then contract, as if gathering in her palm. A breath rose from her, a silent promise. When she opened her eyes, a faint vortex swirled at her fingertips, the edges shimmering with frosted light.

“Give me a moment,” she whispered, and stepped to the edge of the ice barrier. With a swift motion, she thrust her palm forward. A gust, pure and cutting, erupted from her hand, striking the nearest slab of ice. The impact sent a spray of shards flying, the ice cracking along a clean line as if a blade had sliced through it. The crew gasped, the sound of breaking ice echoing across the deck.

Kael watched, his heart quickening. “By the winds,” he muttered, a mixture of disbelief and hope. He turned to his first mate, a grizzled sailor named Rook, and barked, “Ready the forward oars! We’ll push through the breach. Hold steady, men!”

Rook nodded, his weathered face set in a grim line. The crew sprang into action, pulling oars with renewed vigor, the rhythm of wood striking water a steady drumbeat against the storm’s cacophony. The Winter’s Wrath surged forward, the newly opened channel widening as Elara’s wind guided the ship through the ice maze.

As they broke free of the immediate trap, a deeper humming resonated through the hull, vibrating the very bones of the vessel. It was a tone older than any sea shanty, a low chant that seemed to emanate from the heart of the world itself. Elara’s eyes widened, recognizing the sound.

“The aurora,” she breathed, “it’s not just light. It’s a signal. Something... something is near.”

Kael’s gaze lingered on the shimmering ribbons above, their colors shifting in time with the pulse of the humming. He felt a chill that was not entirely from the cold—an ancient, almost forgotten dread.

“The Heart is close,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “But we are not yet safe. This ice may be a prison, but it is also a guardian.”

Elara stepped closer to Kael, her breath forming a thin veil of frost. “Captain, I will not be a burden. My magic is wild, but I will learn to temper it for the ship. Trust me, and I will earn my place.”

Kael stared at the stowaway, the woman who had burst from a crate of frozen fish and now stood as a beacon of untapped power. He thought of his family’s ruin, the storm that had taken them, and the rune that promised redemption. He thought of the aurora’s pulse, the hum that promised both doom and deliverance. He thought of the crew, their lives hanging on the edge of this fragile vessel, and of the unknown power that Elara carried.

He lowered his sword, the steel humming in quiet resignation. “Very well,” he said, voice steady despite the turmoil within. “You will stay. You will work. You will prove your loyalty. The Winter’s Wrath does not welcome intruders lightly.”

A faint smile touched Elara’s lips, fierce and grateful. “I will not disappoint you, Captain.”

Kael turned back to the chart, his eyes scanning the shifting ice once more. The aurora pulsed brighter, as if approving the uneasy alliance forged in the heart of the storm. The ship moved forward, cutting through the cracked ice, the crew’s breaths forming clouds that mingled with the wind’s song.

The hum grew louder, resonating through the hull, and a distant echo seemed to call their names. The Winter’s Wrath pressed on, guided by a captain whose resolve was as cold as the wind he commanded and a stowaway whose storm-born fury could become the key to breaking the frozen prison.

The night stretched ahead, a canvas of darkness lit by dancing auroras, and beneath it all the promise of a hidden artifact—a Heart that could heal or shatter worlds. The crew, now bound by a fragile trust, felt the weight of destiny settle upon their shoulders, as the wind whispered a new refrain—one of ice, storm, and the fragile thread of hope that wove them together.
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Kael paced the cramped chart room, the faint glow of the aurora spilling through the porthole and painting the wooden walls with shifting greens and violets. The hum that had thrummed through the hull since the ice-shrouded squall lingered in the marrow of every plank, a low vibration that seemed to pulse in time with his own heartbeat. He stopped before the vellum map, his finger hovering over a tangled skein of frozen currents that twisted like serpents beneath the sea.
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