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The doorways between the worlds are opening, 
falling to time and ceaseless beating of fated 
hands. What was left of the crowns has either 

fled into hiding or met their end on an assassin’s 
blade, leaving the thrones vacant for the first 

time since before history was recorded. 

Meanwhile, Wilder Park just wants a break from 
the grind. A nice walk in the park with his best 
friend after work, a quick escape from the city.

They may be made of gossamer magic, but every 
door has a lock, and Wilder has the key. 

He just doesn’t know it yet.



In the beginning...

…before the gates closed, before all the keys were lost 
or tossed aside, our Earth and that of the Other Side were 
as easily accessed as one 
would go visit a neighbor; 
that is, if said neighbor could 
be reached by way of liminal 
doorways along the ley lines 
mapped out all over the plan-
et. That was of course before 
the Great War, when our men 
and theirs could peacefully 
coexist and exchange teach-
ings in a civil way. Before the 
children started to go miss-
ing, before the crops died off 
and whispered words grew 
into brandished swords and burning villages. 

Now, the gates are only opened by mistake, or so it seemed. 
While the occasional adventurer manages to pass through 
with no harm, the incessant pounding of hands against the 
gates are wearing it down. The barrier grows thin with age, 
the magic leaking through every crack it can find. 

The doors will open, whether we 
want them to or not. 



Not everyone likes Wilder Park as a person, but 
they can’t deny that he seems to take up the entire 
room without ever trying (he doesn’t try). It can be 

a good thing, or a very very bad thing. Or both. 

Is it the map of hand drawn tattoos across his body (they’re a timeline of 
his life if you look close enough)? The rasp of his voice when it gets to 

a certain octave (too many punk shows, screaming from the pit)? His quiet 
confidence (as if!)? Whatever it is, it gets him into more trouble than it 

gets him anything good, that’s for sure. 

If you were brave 
enough to ask, he’d 
tell you he was old 

enough to do anything 
he wanted (he’s in 

his mid 20s). Keep up 
that bravery (don’t 

shy away from his too-
sharp grin) and you 

may be rewarded with 
more intimate knowl-

edge. Like his favorite 
color (it’s not black), 
or how he takes his 
coffee (with cream, 

no sugar). 

Hell, buy him a drink 
and let him bum a 

smoke, and he may let 
you in on his beau-
ty routine (import-

ed from Korea, only 
the best to match his 

skin).

wilder park



What he won’t tell you (because you aren’t Emeric, or Knox), are the im-
portant parts. The part of him that stick out of his soul like thorns on 
a rosebush. Wilder won’t talk about the last time he cried (it happens 

when he dreams of Knox, sitting in his windowsill or across from him in 
bed, as if he never left), or what makes him smile on bad days (the smell 
of fresh laundry coming from the hallway, passing Emeric folding socks 

into neat little piles, singing some jingle that’s stuck in his head). 

Wilder Park is a lot of things, most of them a lie. Especially the ones he 
still believes to be true.

Wilder Park will tell you he was born somewhere off the coast (not 
our coast), that he was abandoned along the side of a tiny hospital 

there when he was only a few hours old (not entirely untrue), that he 
can’t remember a good chunk of his childhood because of the trauma 

(there was a lot of that). 

Wilder Park will tell you he’s grown into a pretty substandard person 
(lie), that he’s alright where he is (lie) and with how his life is going so 

far (lie), that home is a place he’s built for himself (liar).

Most importantly, he’ll tell you that he’s the master of his own fate, 
that his destiny is in his own hands. 

He’d be wrong.



Supporting Characters

Emeric Weaver

The Fixer. 

It doesn’t matter what’s broken (or who), Emeric can at least get it functional 
again. What he lacks in social skills (it’s a lot) he manages to make up for in a good 
heart and quick thinking. Em to his friends (just Wilder, really), the years of bul-
lying over his small stature (he wasn’t fed often as a child) blessed him with a 
sharp tongue and vicious mouth when he needs it. 

While not a sceptic by nature, Emeric has a good head on his shoulders, and always 
trusts his gut instinct over anything else. No amount of fact, reputation, or oth-
er intervention (holy or otherwise) can change his mind once he’s read a situation 
(the Divines have tried, trust me).

Knox Freeman (ruled by The Fool, born under The Chariot, fated by the Ace of Coins)

Too tall, too thin, too quiet, too nice, too broken. 

Knox met Wilder when they were transferred to the same overcrowded foster 
home as young children. They stayed together, often sharing the same bedroom 
(and beds) along with their toys (and hopes for the future), homework (and night-
mares), chores (and first kisses), and practically everything else (and all the 
things that hurt). At least, they did, until Knox left. Where almost every kid had 
dreams of running away from the foster homes, only Knox did it. 

The last time he saw Wilder was a week before his seventeenth birthday (he al-
ready looked much older), when he crawled out of their bedroom window and 
walked into the forest. Ten years have changed how he sees himself (not too bro-
ken, not anymore) and how he sees the world (this one and the other one). 

Rowan (ruled by The Hierophant, born under the Wheel of Fortune, fated by the Six of Wands)

The Chronicler

Rowan didn’t ask for this (any of this, if he’s being honest). All he wanted was 
to live a quiet life, full of meaningful work chronicling the lives of those with-
in Port Cicero’s walls, avoiding starting any trouble. Trouble instead found him 
(thanks, Divines) in the form of Wilder Park and Emeric Weaver walking through 
a supposedly locked doorway (supposedly, though no one had tried to open it in as 
long as he had records for).  

Where once Rowan would have enjoyed the simple things (tea in the sunlight, a 
good book, the peace and quiet of his office), his life is now full of chaos; here 
are two people (supposedly) with no record of their birth readings (unheard of) 
and no knowledge of the magic that their Divines may have blessed (or cursed) 
them with. Gone are the quiet times, the calm days and calmer nights, that Rowan 
looked forward to. Oh well (such is Fate).  



Important Locations

Port Cicero 

A quiet port city along the Brisea Channel, once bustling with trade 
and industry, now a sleepy remnant of what once was. Many people 
have left for more prosperous places, and only the most dedicated 
have stayed (or the laziest). This close to a major ley line, with one 
of the ancient doorways left in its original state (undisturbed by hu-
man hands), scholars of the times before the Great War flock to the 
archives in search of lost knowledge. They’re often left disappointed 
(as intended) when they find out the archives have also been locked 
by the same hands that locked the doorways between worlds.  Some 
secrets are better left buried, and there are a lot of secrets (among 
other things) buried in Port Cicero.

Evershade

Nestled in the middle of an ancient and untamed forest, built by 
hands that no one can name (except the Divines), Evershade is home to 
those that desire a deeper connection to the Divines and fate itself. 
The town (more like a hamlet) is located on an intersection of ley 
lines, and is home to one of the only known Gossamer Doorways still 
left after the rest of the gates were sealed shut. This connection to 
the weave of worlds goes unnoticed by most regular people, but to 
those sensitive to the boundaries (or those that seek it out) it’s a hav-
en of both information and intervention. 

Union City

Surrounded by the high planes and bluffs of the Vast Expanse, Union 
City is more modern than we on this side may give it credit for; filled 
with industry and advances in technology not widely spread (yet, give 
it time), Union City lures the best and brightest to its high walls 
filled with metallurgy workshops and chemists laboratories. Centu-
ries ago, this was a far-flung military outpost, put in place to train 
soldiers in the barren landscape. In current times, the fortress 
stands less to keep out enemies as it does to keep the experiments in-
side. It is also a frequent pilgrimage site during the two solstice days 
of each year, as the sky is vast and makes for viewing the stars (and 
the Divines who put them there) a transcending experience (both lit-
erally and figuratively, depending on who you ask).



The Divines

Twelve beings (a loose definition) created the world we 
see around us, and it’s those twelve sets of hands that 
keep everything moving. Every bit of magic, every feeling 
of inspiration, each step their humans take in their lives 
has been nudged (or pushed) to the will of one (or many) 
of Them. 

While everyone has Someone watching over them (actively 
or otherwise), it’s rumored that catching the eye of an-
other Divine can lead to blessings (or curses) being giv-
en outside of the ones that Fate would have at the first 
reading.

The cards

Divination is a key component in society, and is one of the 
core commonalities between every nation known to exist 
(and even those that aren’t known yet). 

When a baby is born, within the first hours of their first 
breaths, a circle is cast and the cards are read. This is of-
ten done by either an elder family member (the older they 
are, the closer to the Divines they get) or a member of the 
local temple (or coven, or House of They). 

In some cases, the cards draw themselves. They have a hab-
it of falling (throwing themselves) off shelves or tables, 
splaying cards out and revealing the fate of the child. 

“If fate were decided like the outcome of a poker hand, there 
would be twelve players at the table, all with their eyes on the 

world.” 
- Knox Freeman

What good is knowing your fate if you don’t do your best 
to f— it up? 

– Wilder Park (probably)



Thousands of years ago, before BCE became CE, the door-
ways between worlds were unlocked. Then, the children 

started to go missing. Interrogations turned to mob mental-
ity, which turned into skirmishes, and evolved into what is 
now called the Great War. The doors were locked by Their 
hands, the keys tossed into the world, their purpose and 

forms left unsaid to the humans below.

Knowledge was lost with time, as it always goes. Our world 
progressed, we mined the earth, stripped it of its resources 
and continue to take what we think is ours with no heed for 

consequences. On the Other Side, Theirs thrives without 
modern burdens. No internet, very little electricity, free 

of the weight that come with advanced technologies. The Di-
vines rule the lands, dictate governments and decide the 

fates of everyone that lives there. 

Blissful ignorance can only last for so long. The keys have 
been found (they weren’t entirely missing), and the barri-

ers are growing thinner and thinner with each passing day. 
Stone turns gossamer at the hands of fate and time, and 

when Wilder and Emeric wander through one by accident, 
they begin a chain reaction. 

Monarchies fall, the balance of power is shifted, all at 
the hands of two men who know nothing about their fates. 
They’re joined by Knox, thought to be lost to time and dis-

tance, who is the first recorded human to willfully decide 
his own fate. 

They will succeed in some ways. Power will be restored, the 
Divines will find balance, children will come home. It will 

come at a price. 
 

their story (and ours)



A page from a book...

“My apologies, but could you repeat that one more time?”

The office was dimly lit, candles that danced in blue and 
orange flame flickered within their glass prisons, casting 
harsh shadows across the desk. Papers were neatly stacked 
to one side, the quill dripping ink into the pot as Rowan 
held it slightly aloft. The chronicler and archivist in train-
ing looked up from his papers, looking over the newcomer 
across from him as if he were some complex math problem in 
need of solving. 

“I don’t know what you’re asking me for, like do you need my 
star sign?” Wilder’s brows were pinched together, matched 
Rowan’s own look of perplexity. Although they were speak-
ing the same language, a barrier was slowly erecting itself 
between them. 
 
“Your what?” Rowan couldn’t hide the confusion on his face. 
“I asked what your fate was, what in the world is a star 
sign?” It was like speaking to a child, except that Wilder was 
equal his age and half a head taller.  

“Does anyone know what their fate is?” Incredulous impa-
tience broke into Wilder’s tone, and as much as he tried to 
keep a level head about the entire situation, hours of inter-
rogations and confusion left him more than testy. What he 
wouldn’t give for a smoke break. 

“Everyone knows it. It’s drawn when you’re born.” Rowan 
kept his tone neutral in contrast, almost deadpan, as if he 
couldn’t begin to devote emotional space to what was un-
folding in front of him. What person didn’t know their fate? 
Who lived their lives devoid of that blessing, of the burden 
and weight of it?



Folding his arms across his chest, Wilder widened his legs, 
slumped in the chair like this was his office back home. 

“Okay well there’s our first issue, I was abandoned as a new-
born in a garbage can.”

Silence permeated the well-oiled wood desk, seeped into 
the pages of every book that lined the shelves around them. 
After it had steeped in the room long enough to almost 
grow bitter, Rowan let out a sigh that seemed to weigh half 
as much as he did, put the quill back into the pot, and let his 
head fall into his palms. 

“So, let me get this straight. You have no idea where or 
when you were born, no information on if your parents did 
a reading for you, and yet you were able to just open a gate 
that’s been sealed shut for millennia?” Rowan missed Wild-
er shrug his shoulders, dark eyes rimmed in shadow.

“Pretty much, yeah.” Maybe it was the blasé way he answered 
the question, or that he confirmed what Rowan must have 
been dreading, but Wilder basked in the defeated slump of 
the other man’s shoulders. 

“I…well, to be quite honest with you, I don’t know how to 
proceed. If you don’t know which of the divines was there 
for your birth, I mean, it’s unprecedented to say the least!” 
The almost-smile that had been lingering on Wilder’s face 
broke free of its confines, spread wide and sharp across his 
face. 

“First time for everything, I guess.”
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