Threshold Victoria: Invasion


Kadura/Dream

The Left Hand Of Dream

“If I were not the clawed hand – if my touch did not bring pain – then would I still find it in my nature to deliver horror after horror, nightmare after nightmare?  Perhaps – someone has to do it, so I’m told.  And anyway, it’s not without a certain guilty pleasure.  But the point, I think, is moot, for if Morpheus himself could not uncurse me, then who could?  And if I am to be a nightmare lens for all my waking days (“waking days” – now there’s a funny phrase), I might as well put my curse to use and forge from it a blessing.”

Background

They took you from the burning house when you were a boy.  They took you into the fog, they laid cool bandages over your burns, they whispered to you of Dream.  They delivered you from a fatal nightmare and into something else; but you would not let Morpheus erase the scars, the memory.  You clung to it, the only memory from before that you still have.  The markings on your skin are a story.  And that is why they named you Kadura: dark, gloomy, sullied.

You remember the first time you grasped the fluid dream and shaped it.  It slipped between your fingers like mud; the man you made had too many eyes and no mouth, the fog was suffocating, the house caught fire.  You began to cry when Morpheus placed his gentle hand on yours.  “Easy, Kadura.  There are many dreams, and only some are pleasant; for all of them there is a purpose.  You must not despair.”  But the dreams were not what upset you.  It was the look on their faces as they watched you fail.

You did what you have always done: salvaged what you could and moved on.  It is one thing to suffer, and another to let that pain become a part of you by dwelling upon it; so Morpheus says.  And there is enough pain in you already.  So for a timeless time you have walked the foggy streets, a hidden messenger, and borne to the sometimes-sleeping city its own repercussions.  It is better when you are working: the hurt flows from the city, through you, and back to the city again.  It does not linger.

Sometimes, though, Berakah – the Right Hand – is all that keeps you sane.  For every wisp of suffering in your body, she has given you two of joy.  She gives without question, without judgment, without regret or hesitance, and the feelings of wild hope and happiness that spring from her linger long after she has gone.  In your worst moments, you envy her the ability to love without fear and give without taking; but you acknowledge that she needs your strength as much as you need hers.

Recently, in addition to your usual duties of protecting Berakah and aiding her work, as well as keeping Victoria on the right path through your somewhat unorthodox measures, you have been given an assignment by Morpheus himself.  You have been asked to recover something that was lost, an Eye Of Dream; it is uncertain who possesses it, but apparently a man named Abelard Morton is connected to it in some way.  You have been preparing him with a series of devastating nightmares about the Eye; and now it is time for you to pay him a visit and retrieve what rightfully belongs to Dream.

Motivations

1. Protect and aid Berakah/Dream.

2. Prevent Victoria from straying from what is right.

3. Retrieve the lost Eye Of Dream.

People You Know

Morpheus/Dream – The man who lifted you from your burning childhood and gave you back your dreams, troublesome though they are.  He has your absolute, unflinching loyalty.

Berakah/Dream, The Right Hand Of Dream – Your counterpart, your double.  She is all that you could never be, and vice versa.  Between the two of you, there is very little that is impossible.

Abelard Morton – Evidently involved with the Eye Of Dream somehow.  Speak with him to learn more, using whatever measures are necessary to obtain the information.

The Traveler – Berakah tells you that someone has recently entered the city from outside, bearing important gifts from Morpheus.  Help her track this person down if you have a chance.

Edward Hobb – When you first see this creature, you find yourself quite surprised – what is a goblin doing in Victoria, and appearing to be a man no less?  This creature is one of your own, a nightmare thing, but it is here on no business that you know of.  Which is not to say that it could not be useful to you.

Kadura/Dream

“K… Kadura. *cough* I am not… well.”

It has come to you in dreams, in flashes of vision, in a familiar intuitive pain.  A river in the fog choked with black sludge, sprites wilting and coughing along its banks.  The new Duke has carelessly chosen to use your home as the dumping-ground for his poisons.  Morpheus’ hand, stained with blood as it draws away from his reddened mouth after yet another series of violent coughs.  The Goblin, not merely mischievous but also infectious – apparently a vector for the Baron’s lung disease, which he bore into the fog along with the half-digested Eye Of Dream.  Berakah’s face, too thin now by far, as she tries to sleep despite the tearing coughs that continually wrack her.  The fog is poisoned, and everything is beginning to suffer.  Morpheus says that Berakah will probably die soon, although there is always hope.  But then, hope was never your job – it was hers.  And they will pay for what they have done to her.


“I’m sorry.  I will not *cough, cough*… I will not be easy to find or talk to for… *cough* for a time.  You will have to do… your best. *cough* Someone… there is someone to help… new… the city…”


They will initiate you into their Order soon; Solomon says that it is nearly time.  Do you really want to bind yourself to a group of which Tock Tick is a part?  Does it even matter any more, now that Berakah is slipping from you… without her company, you have begun to sink into a dangerous despair, a raging frustration well beyond the boiling point.  Sometimes, when it is at its absolute worst, you do not see Victoria anymore when you look around you.


You see a burning city.

Motivations

1. Stop the poisoning of the fog.

2. Retrieve the lost Eye Of Dream.

3.
Punish those responsible for Berakah’s suffering.

Body: 2

Mind: 3 (start the session down two)

Soul: 4 (start the session down one)

Traits: Dark, Foggy, Machine, Victorian, Wired

Properties

Dream Squad – You can always tell when someone is communicating wordlessly (“telepathy” symbol), although not what they are saying.  Furthermore, if a GM is nearby and unoccupied, you may “telepathically” communicate with Morpheus/Dream at will; if not, he is otherwise occupied, as is frequently the case.

Nightmares – You do not Recover fully between sessions.  This has gotten worse recently.

Deep Disquiet (Mind Attack) – Until your target is able to use one of his/her personal Recoveries, he/she loses an attribute point of his/her choice every half hour.  If he/she has the “Foggy” Trait, he/she loses two attribute points instead.  You may lift this Effect at will.

Night Terrors (Soul Attack) – If your target does not have the “Dark” Trait, give him/her a severe phobia of your choice.

Curse Of Dream (Soul Attack) – You target constantly sees hideous, terrifying nightmare apparitions in the swirling fog.  He/she may not use any Recoveries, personal or otherwise, in a Foggy Location.

Abilities

Ominous Presence [body] (Body vs. Mind Challenge) – If successful, your target is cowed by your intimidating mien.  He/she will not initiate combat against you until you have left this Location, and is at a –2 penalty to all Ability challenges that he/she initiates against you.

Glimpses In Dream [mind] (Mind vs. Mind Challenge) – Your target must tell you whether he/she has the “Mirrored” Trait.  The only good kind of mirror is a broken mirror, as far as you’re concerned.

Veil Of Shadows [soul] (No Challenge) – You become hidden for as long as you remain in your current Location.  Your Obfuscation is equal to your Mind plus your Soul.  If you have not been noticed by the time you lower your Veil, Recover the point of Soul you spent to activate this Ability.

Chill Touch [soul] (No Challenge) – Your target loses an attribute point of his/her choice.  You may not use this Ability on the same target twice in a row.  If your target does not have any attribute points at present, he/she is overcome by a chill for the next minute, and can do little but shiver helplessly.

Recovery

Justice – Cause suffering for someone who has truly earned it to recover two attribute points, divided as you please among your attributes.  Once per target per session.

