Nightmare

As you walk down the brightly lit but oddly deserted streets of Victoria, you begin to feel a presence behind you drawing closer and closer.  No matter how hard you look, however, you cannot see anything or anyone.  Suddenly, one of the street lights in front of you burns out, causing darkness to envelop you.  The presence you had been feeling begins to overwhelm you, and you start to inch yourself away from the darkness when all the lights relight simultaneously, blinding you for a second.  When you can see again, the lamps seem closer to you than they had before.  Convinced that this couldn’t be right, you turn to leave.  Now, however, the street lamps that were before you form a semicircle preventing your escape.  You turn again to head in the other direction, but as you do so, you see the lamps break free of the stone holding them down.  With surprisingly fluid strides, they complete the circle and prevent your escape.  They begin to arch over you, and soot begins to fall on your body like rain, coating you in a black oily substance.  One by one, the lamps begin pecking at you, biting away your body piece by tiny piece.

Nightmare

They are chasing you, herding you towards something you cannot imagine.  Just as you think you might have lost them, you look to gain your bearings.  In the distance you spy the Clock Tower, and you decide that if you can just get there They will most definitely not find you.  After taking a couple of breaths, you sprint towards the Tower, but when you draw close something doesn’t seem right about it.  Instead of the familiar cold structure, the Tower in front of you is alive.  The face is contorted with laughter, and you are somehow acutely aware that it is ridiculing you.  The hands on the clock face reach towards you, and you leap backwards to avoid being caught.  As They close in, the Face on the Tower opens its mouth, the clock hands making one last lunge towards you.  You hear footsteps behind you, and one of Them grabs you from behind.  They start dragging you away towards what must be your death.  As you leave the shadow of the Clock Tower you take one last look, and though it seems to have returned to normal, you could swear it winks at you.

Nightmare

You are kneeling at the alter in the Chapel, praying for something that you can’t remember now, when you look up in a moment of intense passion to notice that the stained glass heart looks darker than normal.  As you watch, paralyzed with fascination, you notice it begin to drip faster and faster.  One drop falls on your hand, and you look at it reflexively.  What you see causes you to take a few hurried steps back, for on your hand is a mixture of a dark red liquid that you can only imagine to be blood and some sort of black, oily substance.  The dripping from the heart slowly turns into a steady stream, and you try to open the door to escape the Chapel.  When you pull, however, you find it locked.  Suddenly, the heart breaks, and the Chapel begins to fill with the oily blood.  The liquid reaches your head, and you feel yourself sinking.

Nightmare

Before you sat the Victorian Times, but each time you reached for it, it was somehow too far away to read.  Frustrated, you tried to throw a weight at the paper, but the square weight rolled off.  Frustrated, you threw a knife at the paper, and this time it went through and stuck to the table beneath.  You then leaned over to grab the paper and pull the knife out, but the moment you touched the knife, something changed.  A black stain was growing out from the blade, obscuring the text beneath.  As the stain continued to grow, some of the black liquid – which you presumed to be ink – started moving up the knife towards your hand.  When you tried to pull away, you realized that your hand was stuck to the handle, and the ink started moving up your arm.  It started to creep up your neck while you struggled to free yourself.  Finally, it reached your mouth and entered your body.  When you looked again at your hands, what were once veins were stained black, and your lungs filled with the ink, choking you.

Nightmare

You found yourself lost and wandering.  The city didn’t look like it should, and you could see very little as the fog drifted around you.  When you turned around to return the way you came, you could not find the right streets; everything seemed alien.  No matter which way you went, you walked into thicker and thicker fog banks.  Finally, the buildings fell away and you found yourself lost within the fog.  The more you walked, the darker the fog became, and it began to choke you.  When you ran your hands over your arms, trying to warm yourself from a sudden chill, you noticed that a layer of dark, greasy liquid had condensed upon your entire body.  Frantically, you tried to rub it all off, but your efforts amounted to little.  You started to run until you came to the bank of a small lake.  You jumped into the water, desperate to wash this horrible substance off of you, only to find that the lake was composed of the same slimy liquid.  You opened your mouth in a silent scream as the black waters enveloped you.

Nightmare

You were standing alone in the center of the Great Hall when you noticed a beautiful crystal in the center of the floor.  You bent down to pick it up, and it began to glow with a glittering white light.  The light coursed over your body, causing you to glow as well.  The room suddenly seemed brighter and friendlier than it had just a moment before.  Suddenly, you heard a splintering sound and looked down at the crystal.  A single long crack radiated out from the center of it, where a pool of darkness now lay.  As you watched, the crystal became more and more cracked, and the light on the walls became more and more fragmented.  The darkness was closing in.  You went to throw the crystal away from you, but it was too late.  Instantly the crystal exploded, sending shards of it through your body.  As you looked on in horror, each shard turned into a black liquid and entered your veins.  Helpless, you fell to the floor.

Nightmare

You were riding the Ghost Train, alone save for the ghosts.  None of them spoke to you, only moaning at one another.  You wouldn’t have taken this train, but you had to leave and it was the only one at the station.  Your skin crawled with every breath you took, and you started to wish you hadn’t set foot here.  You hugged your knees close to your chest and tried to relax.  Just when you felt you had managed to block out your surroundings, a hideous creature came upon you.  Black fluid dripped from gaping wounds all over its body, and it held a dagger in one hand.  You jumped up and ran towards the back of the train.  You leapt from car to car, but no matter how fast you went, he seemed to keep pace with you at a casual walk.  When you reached the last car, you had nowhere left to go.  Taking a deep breath, you jumped, but so did the creature.  It grabbed you in its arms, spread its wings wide, and landed.  Your body was covered with the black blood still streaming from its wounds, and you tried to break free of its grasp; but laughing, it wrapped its wings around you, and you knew only darkness.

