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Horace (e/em), Embo Extraordinaire
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	Excitable and talkative, Horace has taken half-formed skills from eir many failed apprenticeships to become the Wagon’s main cook.


Aliyah (they/them), Mysterious Stranger
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	Left with the strange ability to transform into an eldritch tree and the memory of a mystical forest, the quiet and perceptive Aliyah is on a quest for answers.


Rumi (he/him), Anxious Artificer
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	Rumi travels the world in a magical Wagon and springs his marvelous creations on the isolated cities of Nerezia. He disguises protectiveness and anxiety under pessimism and grumpiness.


Keza Nesmit (she/her), Thorny Protector
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	Confident and abrasive, Keza is a thorny companion who knows her worth. Under the spikes hides fierce and loyal love.

	 

	
So far in
The Chronicles of Nerezia

	Horace’s trial day as a guard for eir home city of Trenaze should have been simple: stand watch, guide locals to the correct stalls, and guard the giant glyph that maintains one of the city’s protective domes—the only thing that keeps away Fragments, shards that haunt the world and possess people.

	But when a mysterious figure in a porcelain mask deactivates the dome, Fragments rush into the market, fusing into a monstrous amalgam. They are saved by a strange elf who can transform into a tree-like being, and who dissipated the Fragments with a single, eerie sentence: your story is my story.

	When the elf collapses in the middle of the market, Horace carries them to safety, to recover away from the panicked crowd and inevitable questions.

	This stranger, Aliyah, has but one desire: to leave Trenaze's safe boundaries and find the forest that haunts their dreams. After an afternoon of board games in their quiet, sharp-witted company, Horace is ready to follow. They leave with Rumi, an anxious artificer and travelling salesman, in his Wandering Wagon of Wondrous Wares, a semi-sentient self-propelling wagon which always remains safe from Fragments.

	Life on the road is, for the most part, filled with quiet hours cooking and cleaning, playing board games with eir two companions, or listening to Aliyah’s stories of magical worlds. But adventures inevitably find them.

	The first, at the Dead Archives, a secure waypoint where Horace is once more assaulted by the porcelain-masked figure—an Archivist. They call Aliyah “the Hero”, capable of awakening Fragments, and berate em for being too weak to protect them. Horace’s skills are immediately tested when Fragments possess dead bodies and attack, and the Wagon’s crew barely escapes with their lives.

	The second, as they seek to cross the Tesrima Ridge, and the pass through the mountain range is flooded. With the help of Keza, an abrasive felnexi who hails from a nearby secret village, they unclog the Fragments-blocked waterways leading to the flood—but their attempt almost takes Rumi’s life, and in the process of saving him, Keza reveals her village’s existence and is exiled for it. With nowhere to call home anymore, she joins the Wagon crew as they travel to the coastal city of Alleaze.

	The third, when they arrive there in the middle of the Sea Spirit Festival, a sacred weeks-long ritual that determines the course of the city’s residents for the coming years. Among the many roles it assigns, the Sea Spirit chooses a Storm Catcher, whose sole purpose is to catch a lightning bolt to re-energize it… and die doing so. Unable to book passage across the ocean while the Festival is ongoing, the crew partakes in games and food to pass time—until the Sea Spirit chooses Aliyah as its Storm Catcher.

	Aliyah willingly dives into Alleaze’s Bay, having sensed that the Sea Spirit is another collection of Fragments. They dissipate it, calling upon their strange powers, and instead pull a lightning rod from the strange sunken ship at the bottom of the bay, holding it up through a tangle of roots and branches. The permanent Storm Catcher will irremediably change life in Alleaze, but with the Festival now over, the Wagon crew can hop aboard the Pegasus and sail onward, towards the western continent.

	 

	 

	 

	
No one loves tall tales more than sailors. Legendary captains, mythical creatures, supernatural weather… Every day on the fathomless sea, they sharpen their sense of wonder, their ability to spool story threads from the most benign happenstances. But their stories are not neat little tales of morals. They care not for Heroes, for good and evil. And that, for better or worse, has always made them dangerous. 

	 

	      Archivist Neomi

	 

	 

	
1
Big Blue Expanse

	Horace shook the wooden cup, eir big hand blocking the top opening to keep the dice rattling inside from spilling out, and prayed to the glyphs for a seven or an eight. E needed to roll either of them, because otherwise e’d have to pretend it had happened, and Horace didn’t know how to lie to save eir life—not even a fake, in-game life. Even thinking about doing it now, with the eyes of eir five fellow players set on em … eir cheeks reddened, and e hurriedly stopped jostling the cup to peer inside.

	The eight-sided dice showed a three and a four. So e could either make 34 or 43—insufficient to beat the 62 given to em by Millicent, the old lady sailor on eir right. E had to lie about eir result and convince Korrin, who was next to play, on eir left. At least it wasn’t Aliyah this time. They could always tell—a combo of their uncanny read on people, months spent together in ever-closer friendship, and Horace’s own lack of skill with bluffs.

	Eir mind sped through the options. E could pretend to have rolled a double, which in games of Kerva was a better score than any combination of two different digits. But that meant raising the difficulty for Korrin, and the tougher Horace made it for him, the more likely he was to call em on eir bluff rather than accept the declared result, which became his new bar to clear. No, best to stick to lower values. Make it seem like e’d barely scraped past the 62. 

	How long had e been staring at those dice, thinking of eir lie? E needed to hurry, or they’d know, they’d totally know. Pick a number, any number, something in the sixties—

	“Sixty-nine!” e blurted out.

	Stunned silence fell on the group of gathered sailors. The gap left by their usual banter was filled by the low wooden creak of the Pegasus and the waves crashing against its bow, the background music of the sea.

	“Horace…” Aliyah said softly, seated across from em in the small circle of players. “Sixty … nine?”

	Their collective reaction flustered and confused Horace, but e couldn’t doubt emself. E needed to land this bluff! So e extended the cup to Korrin with a proud “Sixty-nine, yeah!”

	The circle erupted in laughter, their voices like a flock of birds taking off. Horace basked in the sound even as e scrambled to understand what e’d done to provoke it. Korrin plucked the cup from eir hands.

	“I think I’m gonna call that bluff,” he declared, grinning from ear to ear.

	“Sixty-nine,” another repeated with great glee. “This is the best game of kerva I’ve ever had. Sixty-nine!”

	And it sank in, finally, what e’d said, why everyone was besides themselves with laughter. Sixty-nine, on eight-sided dice. 

	“Oh.” The tiny sound tumbled out of eir lips. E had been so caught up in
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