Threshold Victoria: Invasion


Margarette Canton

Eater Of Dreams

“You can never tell what time it is in a dream.  Clock faces shift and change… it is no different for me.  The lights, the faces, the adoration – these have all blurred together since I drank Mr. Halsworth’s elixir and began to live the dreams of those around me.  I fear sometimes that I will slip away… but with the aid of the Voice I hear, and those who serve him, I am confident that I will not be lost entirely into the wash of images and sensations.  My reflection is my anchor, and in a sense that I find difficult to elaborate, Mister White and his friends are all my reflections.”

Background


Every young Victorian girl wants her dreams to come true, and you were no different.  You just decided to be proactive about it.  The advertisement taunted you from the back page of your father’s news-paper:

MAKE YOUR DREAMS COME TRUE

with the Scientific Wonders of

SETTON HALSWORTH, ESQ.

37 Bridgeport Avenue, Docksdown

You had a little money saved.  What was to lose?  So one day you told your mother and father that you would be at Jennifer’s, and you told Jennifer that you would be at Annabelle’s, and you told Annabelle that you had to stay at home, and in no time at all you stood before an ugly brownstone building in an alley not far from the Queen’s Cathedral.  The sign said “37 Bridgeport Avenue” and a rank chemical odor filled the area.  No matter – what was to lose?

The person inside was not the elderly, eyeglassed gentleman you were expecting.  There was a quaver in his voice and a twitch in his left eye, and you didn’t like the way he looked at you.  He cleared his throat, and then said, “Well, young lady?  Perhaps I can be of assistance in some way?”  “I want my dreams to come true.”  An awkward pause; you wanted to leave, but after all, what was to lose?  “I see… I’m certain something can be arranged.  But Scientific Wonders cost money, my dear.  Did you bring any?”  “Yes.”  You handed him the coins, the clink of metal in his hand sending your heart racing – who knew that it could be so easy?  “Yes.  Something can most certainly be arranged.  Come back tomorrow, my dear – it shall be my grandest triumph, a true marvel of the scientific age!”

It took forever for that day to pass, anticipation welling in you like water in a muddy spring, heavy and insistent.  You kept ruining your stitching, much to your mother’s dismay, and didn’t have the appetite to eat any of her meat pies.  “My dear, what has come over you?”  And this time you didn’t make any excuses at all when you slipped away.  Why should you bother?  Your dreams were going to come true.

You came to 37 Bridgeport Avenue and Mister Halsworth gave you the elixir with not a single word, only a strange excited gleam in his left eye.  “Drink up, my dear.”  You only remember that it tasted soft, like falling leaves, and then you slept, and you don’t think you’ve ever woken up.

The funny thing is, you don’t actually know whether your dreams have come true, because you can’t remember them.  You just remember other peoples’ dreams, which you take away from them if they let you, and then you make them come true because you become them for a while.  You live their dreams.  The problem is, it starts to fade after a while.  The dream becomes stale; and if you can’t find another one, then you start to die.  You can feel it sometimes, eating away at you, waiting until you slip from the path to devour you.  It’s times like those when you lash out wildly, you stop caring whether people want to give you their dreams and take whatever you can find.  People usually only want to give up nightmares anyway, and you hate it when those come true…

The first time you took a nightmare into yourself, everything changed.  The jeering faces, the gleaming knives, the blood spattering across your hands… and from the center of it, a voice, a calm reserved unfamiliar aristocratic voice.  “Would you like it to stop?”  “Please…”  And as the images faded away to an unsettling darkness, you found that you lay in the sitting-room of your lovely estate, a shard from a cracked mirror before your eyes.  The voice continued from the reflecting glass, “You seem to be in quite a predicament.  Perhaps my associates and I may be of assistance?  Contact Mister White at his estate.  Tell him that you saw him in a mirror; he will understand.  I suspect that you will find him more than amicable.”

And indeed, he and his associates have proven steadfast allies, perhaps even friends.  They tolerate the nightmares that sometimes overcome you, and when you dream pleasantly you share your wealth and fortune with all of them.  They are the nearest thing to family that you have found since you lost the names and faces of your own parents so long ago into the sea of dreams.

Motivations

1. Assist Mister White and his associates in any way that you are able to.

2. Try to devour only dreams that you are given.

3. Live as few nightmares as possible without starving.

People You Know

Sir Abelard Morton, The Royal Physician – You met him while living this or that dream.  He is a good man, and you like him well.  You can tell that he has been suffering from nightmares recently; perhaps he will give them to you, if your hunger is strong enough that you are willing to stomach them.

Setton Halsworth – You cannot cleanse the image of him from your mind, although you have not seen him since you drank his potion.  (How long ago was it?)  You are certain that, should you decide that this man should be punished for your suffering, Mister White and his associates would happily arrange it.

Mister White – An artist, aesthete, and gentleman; you find his company perfectly agreeable.  And he has such beautiful smooth white skin.  He seems closer to the Voice In Mirrors than you yourself are, and in the course of your acquaintance, he has introduced you to the following people:

Abbey Malkin – A lovely woman, evidently a servant of the Marquess’s, with whom Mister White seems quite infatuated.  You’re sure his dreams of her are quite sweet, quite wonderful, but you wholeheartedly doubt that he wants to part with them.

Tock Tick – A watchmaker with eerily mechanical mannerisms who speaks very precisely.  He also seems interested in dreams.

Lawrence Palmer – A gruff, sinister fellow with a strange deformity of the hand.  Still, he seems amiable enough towards Mister White and his friends, so you imagine you have nothing to fear from him.  You still wouldn’t want his dreams, though.

Paul Crews – A servant of the Baron’s; he seems to have trouble talking, but you find him quite charming nonetheless, in a “strong and silent” kind of way.

Silas Carsburg – While wandering the fog in search of dreams, you noticed him leading an expedition of some kind.  You were ravenous with hunger at the time and fed upon his fears, assaulting his group as what must have appeared to be a great winged lion.  His gunshot went wide, and you fed upon many who were there, both physically and otherwise.  You left him alive after coming to your senses and realizing what you had done.

Her Grace Lady Tess Rudworth, The Marquess Of Winds – Her pendant is identical to one worn by a woman you encountered on Silas’s expedition.  You left it on the body.

Body: 2

Mind: 3

Soul: 4

Traits: Mirrored, Victorian, Wealthy

Properties

Mirrorspeech – While living a nightmare, you may spend thirty seconds roleplaying “telepathy” at any mirror, then speak to a GM to converse with The Voice In Mirrors.  If no GM is readily available, assume that the Voice is momentarily unavailable to you, as is often the case.

Relentless Hunger – You do not recover attribute points between sessions.  As you run out of points, your awareness of your hunger becomes increasingly acute, to the point where you will do anything to satisfy it.

That’s Not How It Goes (Mind Attack) – You may only use this Effect if losing a combat is not in character with the dream that you are currently making true.  The attack against you never happened, and the attacker’s motivations for harming you simply aren’t there.  They will begin to return gradually after you are out of sight.

Eater Of Dreams (Soul Attack) – Get the target to tell you about a dream that his/her character has had recently; he/she no longer remembers this dream.  Additionally, the target will no longer dream for a number of sessions (including this one) equal to your margin of success.  No Attack is necessary if the target allows you to do this willingly (in which case the total number of sessions is equal to your base Soul).  You are subject to any dreams and dreamlike effects that your target would receive during this time; furthermore, you may not willingly act in a way that would prevent his/her dreams from being true.

Abilities

Hollow Tread [one use] (No Challenge) – Permanently remove a Property from a Location.

Dreamscent [mind] (No Challenge) – Ask a target whether he/she has the “Foggy” Trait.

It Goes Like This [mind] (Mind vs. Mind Challenge) – Social.  If successful, give your target a one-word descriptor indicating how he/she should act during this Scene, according to the dream that you are currently realizing.  So someone may act “Violent” during a nightmare, or “Respectful” during a pleasant dream.

Blurring The Lines [soul] (No Challenge) – Assume the appearance of someone whose dreams you have consumed this session, gaining the “Disguised” Trait.  This lasts for a number of minutes equal to your Mind.

Recovery

Unusual Appetites – When you successfully use Eater Of Dreams, recover a point of each attribute.  If your target has the “Foggy” Trait, signifying particularly intense dreams, recover all of your attribute points instead.

Anchors And Reflections – When you help Mister White or one of his associates accomplish their goals in a significant way, Recover a point of Body or Soul, your choice.

