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​Erik Stormborn (he/him), Captain of the Broken Raven Wing. He used to raid, but now he leads, always walking the line between protecting people and turning into the thing he hates.

Bjorn Ice-Eyes (he/him). He’s the silent blade. Cold and loyal to the core. If someone threatens kids, Bjorn moves first and talks about it last.

Naya of the Coree (she/her) Scout, hunter, and sharper than anyone in the pines. She’s tough, practical, and refuses to let her enemies decide who she is.

Astrid Shield-Daughter (she/her). She’s grit and discipline, with an axe to match. When others are ready to run, Astrid stands firm.

Baggi Broad-Shoulder (he/him) Erik’s right hand and the crew’s anchor. He’s built like a door, stubborn as they come, and never cracks under pressure.

Olaf Loudmouth (he/him) The crew’s mischief and morale, armed with a frying pan that really shouldn’t be legal. He jokes when he’s scared because going quiet feels like giving up.

Caleb Turner (he/him), A settler in the Pines. He carries a faded blue ribbon and a heavy grief that’s turned him brave.

Chief Wren-Tail (he/him) — Leader of the Coree. He’s all beads, headdress, and patience. He listens before he talks, and when he finally speaks, the whole forest pays attention.

Kano (he/him) — Coree war-leader and hunter. Sharp-eyed and fast, and honestly, he doesn’t care about Vikings until they start bleeding for the kids.

Chayton (he/him) The interpreter, the bridge between languages. He’ll keep the peace with words—right up until words run out.

Leif (he/him) — Viking oarsman with a steady heart. He’s learning it’s harder to defend than to raid.

Rook (he/him, good boy). Thick-coated, gray-black Viking dog with a curled tail and the instincts of a warrior. He’ll growl at the wind and treats the crew like his own pack.

Captain Harrow (he/him) — Runs Harrow & Company’s coastal operations. Polite, educated, and deadly—he measures fear and people both, like they’re just things to trade.

The Black Ribbon — Harrow’s elite scouts and enforcers. Quiet, organized, and the kind of professional who leaves you uneasy.

Captain Langley (he/him), A replacement officer, just another name in Company paperwork. Proof the war is bigger than any one person.
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THE STORM’S FURY

Meet the legendary Broken Raven, a ship with a reputation as fierce as her appearance. From her prow resembling a raven's beak to her eyes that seem to follow you wherever you go, she commands attention wherever she sails. The transformation of her sail from plain linen to a deep black hue only adds to her mysterious aura, leaving onlookers in awe of her presence. It's no wonder she's earned the nickname that strikes fear into the hearts of those who dare to challenge her, a name that echoes through the seas with a mix of respect and trepidation.

The story behind the Broken Raven is as captivating as her name suggests. From the night Baggi christened her with the name he got from a flock of ravens that seemed to be her protectors, there's a sense of destiny surrounding this ship. The damage to her mast, left unrepaired as a symbol of her resilience, only adds to the allure of the Broken Raven. Despite her imperfections, she continues to sail the open sea, a symbol of strength and determination in the face of adversity, inspiring all who witness her journey to never give up in the face of challenges.

As the Broken Raven sails on, her story continues to unfold with each passing day. The crew may face challenges and obstacles along the way, but they do so with a sense of pride in their ship and the history that she carries. The Broken Raven may be broken in some ways, but she is also a testament to the power of perseverance and the ability to weather any storm that comes her way. A beacon of hope on the open sea, the raven watches the waves, and the waves stare back, a reminder of the resilience that lies within the depths of the ocean and the hearts of those who sail upon it.

One afternoon out at sea, the captain of the Broken Raven - Erik Stormborn found himself battling not just the fierce waves, but also the turmoil within his soul. As he stood on the deck, his eyes fixed on the horizon, he couldn't shake the guilt that weighed heavily on his heart. The ocean, once a place of freedom and adventure, now seemed like a relentless beast, hungry for destruction.

Bracing himself against the wind, Erik's thoughts drifted back to the choices he had made, the paths he had taken. The sea, with its wild and untamed power, mirrored the chaos within him. Yet, despite the storm raging around him, there was a glimmer of hope in his eyes. For Erik Stormborn was a man of strength and resilience, a man who refused to let the darkness consume him. And as the waves crashed against the hull, he knew that no matter how fierce the storm was, he would emerge stronger, ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead.

As the Viking longship cut through the turbulent waves of the North Atlantic, the crew could feel the raw power of the ocean beneath them. The water seemed to have a life of its own, churning and swirling around the ship like a living, breathing entity. The sailors knew they were at the mercy of the sea, but they also felt a sense of exhilaration, knowing that they were challenging the elements in a way that few dared to do.

For the Vikings, navigation was an art form, a skill honed through years of experience and instinct. They scoffed at the idea of using a compass, preferring instead to rely on the stars to guide their way. But even the most skilled navigator knew that the heavens could be fickle, leading them astray when they least expected it. In those moments of uncertainty, they turned to their stolen maps, carefully drawn by hand with intricate details and cryptic notes that held the key to their survival.

Despite the dangers that lurked in the unknown waters of the North Atlantic, the Vikings thrived on the thrill of exploration and discovery. They were fearless adventurers, driven by a deep-seated desire to push the boundaries of their world and conquer the unknown. And as they sailed into the vast expanse of the ocean, they knew that they were part of something greater than themselves, a legacy of daring and courage that would be remembered for generations to come.

Tonight? Nothing but cloud and noise. Not a lone star to be seen. Just the roar of thunder and lights.

“Hold her into it!” Baggi roared, somehow louder than the high wind itself.

Erik didn’t answer. The storm had stolen his breath; no bitter words came out, even breathing tasted like salt water.

As the massive wave loomed before them, taller than any tree or mountain they had ever seen, the crew of the Broken Raven boat braced themselves for impact. The boat climbed the towering wall of seawater, creaking and groaning under the pressure. The spray crashed down like iron, eliciting a mix of screams and laughter from the Viking crew members. 

Olaf, always one to talk to anyone or anything, continued his ramblings about the gods, hoping they would listen amidst the chaos of the storm. His unwavering belief in the gods' twisted sense of humor matched his own, as they navigated the unpredictable seas with a sense of camaraderie and determination.

“So is this when we all pretend, we planned this?” Olaf shouted from the stern of the boat, water pouring off him. He gripped the oarlock like it owed him silver. “I’d like to file a complaint with Thor!”

Bjorn didn’t laugh. Never did, not at storms. He glared at the rigging like he could stare the wind into behaving. He wrapped a rope around his arm and hauled until it stopped trying to kill someone, the fibers biting into his skin. Didn’t even flinch.

“If the sea wants payment,” Bjorn called out, voice flat as stone, “let it take someone else first.”

“Very comforting!” Leif shouted from up the mast, clinging on like a mad squirrel. “That really helps, thanks!”

Rook, their dog, paced the deck—dark gray, soaked through, tail curled low. His claws clicked on the boards. Every time the wind howled, he growled right back, like he meant to bite it. He’d hunted elk in Norway, guarded their fires on raids. He knew the rhythm of oars, the smell of blood. Honestly, he was as much a Viking as any of them.

This wasn’t supposed to be a story for the skalds. Just a quick raid—sail in, grab some gold, maybe a sack of grain, and give Olaf something new to grumble about. Erik’s father always said the sea’s just a road, if you show it respect. Erik respected it. He watched the winds and counted clouds.

Then lightning split the sky, so close you could taste metal. Rain came sideways. The storm pressed down, heavy enough to make grown men pray, even if none would admit it.

“Captain!” Astrid called from the bow. She never shouted unless it mattered. “Look!”

Erik followed her gaze. Not a miracle—just the ugly truth: the currents had twisted up, and with no stars, there was no way home. Roads turn deadly when the markers vanish.

“Drop the sail!” Erik yelled. “Save the mast—save the ship!”

They fought the rigging till their arms went numb. The Broken Raven ran blind for hours that bled into a day. Then another. Food got scarce. Water turned into a lie they all agreed to believe. Everyone pretended to be in charge, because the other choice was panic.

At last, when the clouds cracked and the wind faded, the sea showed them where it had tossed them.

Leif squinted at the horizon and whispered, “Land.”

Erik stared.

He didn’t know this place.

Just a long, dark line under a hard sky—pines, sand, and a silence like the world holding its breath.

Olaf coughed, and this time, much quieter, said, “I’d like to file a second complaint.”
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STRANGE SHORES

They dragged the Broken Raven Wing in like it was some half-dead animal, the hull protesting every inch. When the keel finally bumped ashore, men jumped into the surf, water up to their waists, pushing with burning hands and slipping boots. Baggi cursed in three languages, and, honestly, it sounded almost holy the way he did it.

When the ship settled—half on sand, half in the restless foam—the crew just stood there, catching their breath and staring at a forest that couldn’t have been farther from home. Pines everywhere, thick and tall. The air tasted sweeter than Norway’s—warm earth and sap instead of cold stone. Birds called out in patterns Erik couldn’t pick apart. Somewhere deeper in the woods, something moved, slow and patient, like it knew how to wait.

Rook’s fur bristled. He padded to the dune’s edge, nose working the air, then stilled. Not fear—just sharp attention.

“Water first,” Erik said. “Then food. Then we figure out what sort of mess we’re in.”

Olaf opened his mouth, thought better of it—miracle, that—and muttered, “A very expensive mess,” like he was reading his own eulogy.

Bjorn just stared at the tree line. “Quiet,” he said. For once, Olaf tried.

Astrid got the beach in order—shields stacked, torches set, ropes in place. Leif and Baggi took a few men to hunt for fresh water. Erik went with Rook.

They found a stream—clear, cold, honest. And tracks.

Erik’s stomach knotted. He’d tracked men across wet ground before, back when he’d have called it glory. Now the prints felt like a riddle—who was the hunter here, and who’d end up paying?

Not Viking. Too light, too bare. Next to them, heavier boot prints, deep in the mud. Somebody else, from across the sea. Somebody who wore heavy boots always brought trouble.

Rook sniffed the tracks and let out a low, warning growl.

A branch snapped ahead. Three shadows moved between the trees—too smooth for deer.

Erik lifted his empty hands. He wanted no fight here, not with his crew spent and no clue who ruled these woods.

A woman stepped out—brown hair tied back, bow ready, eyes dark and steady. Two more followed, arrows knocked, faces calm but not unkind, the kind of calm that says they have already decided what happens if you push too far.

She spoke in a language Erik had never heard. Not soft, not wild, just steady.

Erik swallowed. “Storm,” he said, pointing up. “Lost. Need water.”

Her mouth twitched—almost a smile, a warning. She said a word that felt like a name, then pointed to the ground between them: Coree, don’t cross.

Behind Erik, Olaf started to say something, but Bjorn’s glare cut him off before a word escaped. Olaf made a sound in his throat and left it there, where it belonged.

The woman’s eyes flicked over Erik—his axe, his shoulders, the salt on his lashes. She measured him like a hunter checks distance.

Suddenly, an arrow hissed past Erik’s shoulder, thudding into the sand by the stream.

Not one of theirs.

The woman’s head snapped to the side, posture shifting—not fear, just urgency. She looked at Erik and spoke a single word, sharp as a slap.

“Run.”
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