Threshold Victoria: Invasion


Mister White

Bone Horror, Artist, And Gentleman

“There is something about the perfect flawless smoothness, the cold white appeal of bone that can only glancingly be understood.  It defies penetration and comprehension.  It is simple and it is pure.  But most importantly, it is what remains when the rest has been carved away.  It is the center, the core, the nigh-immortal remnant; it endures unto dust.  That is what I am.  Bone and memories.”

Background

The first thing you remember is the effluents.  They trickled gradually into your loose bones, pricking you awake with the bittersweet stab of consciousness.  There were some memories from before, some pieces lingering from the dead lives whose remnants form your body, but they are not important to you.  You clawed your way to the surface of the cemetery, a horrifying amalgam reeking of chemicals, and felt the night air on your body once more.

Footsteps, and someone passing by saw you and screamed, churning up memories of people, of language.  You slunk into the darkness and let her escape; who would recognize you, after all, once you had carved this unbreathing body of yours into a perfect imitation of the human form?

You began at once, removing an arm here and a leg there, rearranging yourself and filling in the spaces with what was left over of you.  Hairs, perfect and thin, made of bone; two bone-white eyes; and even, for decoration, a bone heart, centered perfectly in the ribcage that you created.  Bone-white skin, hard and cold.  All of it done with your beautiful bone claws; those you have kept, although you hide them well within your pale, thin fingers.

Clothing was fairly easy to locate; you don’t imagine that the gentleman who was wearing it will miss it much.  At least, not unless he gets his face back.  When you at last located a mirror to see the results of your efforts, you found to your dismay that you had no reflection therein; it showed the room around you as though you were not there.  Then, much to your initial alarm, a voice resonated within your bones, aristocratic and reserved but oddly familiar.

“Good evening.  I’m so glad that you have located me in a timely manner.  You may refer to me as the Voice That Speaks In Mirrors, when it is necessary to refer to me at all.  And you, of course, are my Mirror; a perfect mouthpiece, a gathering point for the others.  But I pre-empt myself.  You will need a residence, will you not?  And some means of satiating your… appetites…”

Indeed, you felt a peculiar hunger moving restlessly within you.  You were more than willing to heed the guidance of this Voice; which sounds, you have realized, precisely like your own voice must sound to those around you.  Like an echo, a hollow intonation.  You are beginning to realize how fitting the comparison is, although you remain uncertain which of you is an echo of whom.

In any case, the necessary arrangements were made, and your estate is quite notable.  You have begun gathering others who hear the Voice In Mirrors and assisting them as you can, forging a powerful group capable of serving the Voice’s every whim.  You have become something of a personality in the court these days; in particular, your artwork has attracted a great deal of attention, as “ivory” is not a commonly preferred medium.  Your skill at impersonating human mannerisms and customs is impressive – a performance art all its own, you might say.  Suppressing your hungers, when necessary, has proven more difficult.  Rose petals are delectable, and you derive no small satisfaction from devouring them; this is why you always wear a rose in your lapel, should you find yourself in need of a snack.  But ultimately, they are far less satisfying and sustaining than your art, of which the bone statuettes that you put on display are but the palest shadow.  No, you are a true sculptor, and a true sculptor carves only living works.

You have taken great care to ensure that you do not appear to be yourself when you single out the raw material for your next masterpiece and begin your work; after all, if you were to kill your creations, it would ruin everything.  They would be buried, sealed away in the ground somewhere; or else they would decay, eventually melting down to the raw engravings of bone.  An interesting idea, but you far prefer your creations to walk and talk; it gives you great pleasure to watch their lives twist and change according to their new appearance.

Thus far, your discretion has been remarkable.  Outcasts, prostitutes, beggars; you have carved only those who have no voice, no say with which to oppose you.  But a new urge has been accumulating within you, screaming through your cold marrow: The Queen.  You have spent so many long hours in the Court, idly chatting with this or that notable person while watching her radiant, pale skin, her dark tresses.  You have become obsessed.  You must carve her, shape her; the end result is unclear in your mind, as always, but you are certain that you will have no shortage of inspiration once she is beneath your claw.  But how?

As always, the Voice In Mirrors has been more than helpful.  The Succession.  You are in no position to work your art upon Her Majesty right now, but if you could somehow secure one of the three High Offices, then it would only be a matter of time.  You have your eye upon the Duchy Of Steel; it seems to you that Victoria would look quite nice rebuilt in bone.

And then there is another matter, more embarrassing perhaps; certainly more unexpected.  At one of the many state functions that you have attended to gaze upon Queen Victoria’s magnificence, you caught the eye of a pretty girl across the room, no one you had met before; and from a nearby mirror the Voice told you, “Let us meet her…”  Something about her rattles your ribcage in a way that you have never before experienced, except perhaps in the dim recesses of a previous existence.  You introduced yourself, and she said that her name was Abbey Malkin, a servant of the Marquess.  As she spoke, you noticed the delicate curve of her neck vertebrae, the arc of her cheekbone, and found yourself inviting her to your estate.  She gladly accompanied you.

As she gazed about your exhibition room, replete with bone and mirrors, then turned and gazed into your bone-white eyes, the mirrors spoke in unison to you: “Do it.  She must be ours.”  You reached out to carve her, to create a masterpiece out of her bones, when it struct you: those were not vertebrae, not cheekbones.  She had none at all.  It was all an act, an image, a perfect imitation – someone had created a work of art that you yourself had not imagined could exist.  But if you could not sculpt her, then perhaps you could come to own her in a different way; you know how the humans go about these things.

You knelt before her and professed your love, a strangely genuine performance, telling her that she was the most perfect creature you had ever seen.  True in some sense, you suppose – her form really is quite exquisite, if wholly unsuited for your craft.  Abbey has a childlike innocence to her that you find quite delicious.

You have begun to spend a great deal of time with her, biding your time and preparing for the day when she too will hear the Voice In Mirrors, will acknowledge its austere perfection, of which your own seems sometimes to be a mere shadow.  She is quite infatuated with your art, and you have told her that you find her craft quite artistic as well – for she is a spy, a gatherer of information for the Marquess, as she has revealed to you.  You have told her that you have a friend, someone you want her to meet, who can awaken within her something that she has never known existed, who can show her just how artistic she really is.  Thus far she has demurred, but you know that if you keep courting her, she will relent; time, as always, is on your side.

Motivations

1. Find a way to carve Queen Victoria to satiate your hunger.

2. Aid and abet the other servants of the Voice In Mirrors.

3. Convert Abbey Malkin to the service of the Voice In Mirrors.

People You Know

Queen Victoria – Her Majesty has seemed distracted of late.  That dreamy, eyes-half-closed expression that she so often assumes is nearly unbearable to you, it inspires you so.  One way or another, the Queen will pass beneath your claw; you will make certain of that.

Tock Tick – A watchmaker who has an interesting obsession with time.  He used to be named Henry Wills, the Voice In Mirrors tells you, but that all changed when he forged for himself a mind of cogs and metal.

Margarette Canton – A truly delightful woman, the envy of everyone at court.  And no wonder – according to the Voice In Mirrors, she has become an Eater Of Dreams, living out the idle fantasies that she has devoured.  To your mind, she would make an excellent Marquess Of Winds.

Paul Crews – A scarred servant of the Baron Of Blood, who had certain unspeakable operations performed upon him in an effort to ensure his loyalty.  Ah, how such schemes inevitably backfire…

Lawrence Palmer (“The Claw”) – A killer-for-hire with an unusual deformity: a claw, quite similar to one of your own.  Should the Voice In Mirrors or one of his associates need someone killed, Lawrence is very likely the man to see about it.

Abbey Malkin – A beautiful girl whom you find strangely fascinating.  You aren’t the only one, either – the Voice seems to have a distinct interest in possessing her.  So long as she does not discover your nature prematurely, you are certain that she will be yours.

Mister White

The Voice In Mirrors has granted your request.  You have fled the cell they placed you in, the cruel, empty holding-pen they buried you in with no crime and no evidence.  You left them a sculpture, a diversion, and now you walk, wearing the face – no, the head – of another.  The mindless anger they showed you in the face of your gentlemanly comportment still rankles; only the man who created you, Setton Halsworth, has truly shown you any respect.  But it was not enough.


You know that your time is running out.  You can feel the essence, the chemical vivification, leaking from your cold bones.  But you will not go quietly.  This city that mistreats its mirrors must be shown its true reflection.  You will leave a masterpiece behind, a work to be remembered by… and then, having said your goodbyes to Abbey and perhaps Setton, and any others you may find, you will return to the graves you have abandoned until such a time as you are called forth again in some other life.

Motivations

1. Say your farewells to those who treated you well.

2. Carve the Duke Of Steel into a final masterpiece.

3.
Aid and abet the other servants of the Voice In Mirrors.

Body: 4

Mind: 3

Soul: 2

Traits: Bloody, Dark, Dead, Destitute, Disguised, Horror, Mirrored, Unholy, Victorian

Properties

Mirrorspeech – 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.

The Hungry Muse – Every full hour that has gone by, on the hour, if you have not one of your personal Recoveries in the past hour, you lose a point of an attribute of your choice.  If you have no attribute points when this occurs, you will begin to disintegrate – see a GM.

Long, Sharp Fingernails – Add +1 to your side’s score in Body combat.  Applies when you are aiding someone else as well as when you are the primary combatant.  Note that using this bonus means that your… abnormality… will be quite apparent to those who behold it.

Creative License (Body Attack) – When you defeat someone in Body combat, you may carve him/her into the likeness of someone else entirely, or engrave upon his/her features a wholly new appearance.  (Change his/her name tag accordingly.)  This puts the target at a permanent –1 penalty to Social challenges, however, as there is always some residual scarring.  This reveals your bone claws.  Once per target per session.

Skritch Skritch (Mind Attack) – Your target is antsy, unnerved, and extremely on edge for the next half hour.

Abilities

To The Bone [one use] (No Challenge) – Make a single successful use of Creative License permanent and impossible to remove.

Reshaping The Form [body] (No Challenge) – Take three minutes and carve yourself into a different shape.  Change the name on your name tag.  Gain the “Disguised” Trait if you don’t already have it.  Your skin, eyes, and hair will still be completely white, unfortunately… nothing much to be done about that.

Isn’t It Beautiful? [mind] (Mind vs. Mind Challenge) – Social.  If successful, you convince your target that something is aesthetically pleasing in the extreme.

Recovery

An Unusual Delicacy – Recover a point of any one attribute when you devour a flawless red or pink rose.

True Satisfaction – Recover two points of each attribute when you use Creative License on a character.

