Threshold Victoria: Invasion


Solomon Grest

Master Visionary Astrally Projecting From The Black Lake

Background

Something has gone horribly wrong.  You are old, yes, and your health has never been the best, but this is a different kind of decline.  Your eyes burn and water, and your heart beats rapidly and weakly within your chest.  You fear the worst: that you have been poisoned by the very man to whom you would have willingly granted your position upon your death.  If so, then he is a traitor to the Order, and the others must know before he becomes the new Master Visionary and all is thrown into jeopardy.

The past few days have been a painful comatose blur, your mind drifting back, so far back, to the distant days of your youth.  You stood with Adia among the grasses of the heath, gazing out across the black lake where the ravens flocked… you were caught in a sudden storm, and Lambert could not find you… your father gazed at you sternly, reproaching your theft of his nice leather gloves.  You had only wanted to see whether they would fit you.

When you came to Victoria, it was foggy, and the fog has never cleared in the subsequent decades.  It was Serapis himself who found you and inducted you into the Order, the previous Master Visionary who survived each and every other member who had joined after him and before you, only to ensure that you would take the Order’s reins from him.  And then he slept.

You have seen much in your time as Master Visionary; too much, in fact.  You have glimpsed what lurks behind the pupils of your eyes while gazing into your bathroom mirror, and it is the same as what lay beneath the black lake; but while the lake slept, whatever lurks inside your heart is very much alive (not for long, now).  You glimpsed the things that stalk Victoria’s fog, unnoticed by all whose eyes were not properly attuned, and you felt the terror settling into you.  You glimpsed the fear and the hunger in the faces of those you passed on the street.  It has become crippling, numbing; how can you act when that terror will remain, apathetic and inhuman, long after the last of your deeds has faded from living memory?  You have for some time now wished only to fade peacefully into the fog.

And perhaps your time has come at last.  Abelard must have slipped poison into the tea that he has long provided you, curse him, for this agony is like no ailment that you have heard of in your long life.  He is the Keeper Of Treasures; if you die, he will take your place, and what will befall the Order then?  You dare not think of the possibilities.

The others must know.  A rare moment of lucidity has befallen you, perhaps your last, and you have crept from your shrouded bedchamber in a last desperate gamble to spread word of Abelard’s misdeeds before you pass from this life and into another.  You know that you have not long to live, but you will not go without a fight.  You will see to it that the ruffian suffers for what he has done, if it is the last thing that you do.

*

*

*

Now that the poison has been removed, things have become somewhat clearer.  You are no longer plagued by hallucinations, and more of your past has returned to you.  You didn’t start out in Victoria, but rather a small, strange place out in the fog called Arcadia.  When the deep fog rolled in, the things in the black lake would awaken, scrabbling and twitching, and you and the others would lock the doors of your father’s cabin.  You never looked out the windows, because it meant that you would see the things’ faces, so like your own and so different as well.

You and Adia, to whom you were eventually to be married once the two of you had grown, would often go to watch the ravens circling above the black lake when the fog was not so thick.  The grasses rustled in a light wind, and the marshy smell was strange, but not unpleasant.  You wonder what has since become of Lambert – your brother – and your father, whom you loved so dearly for all that he was sometimes angry.  They lost you in a storm, a thundering fogbank that swept in and separated you with its sloshing rains, and you wandered until you came at last to Victoria.  You have never seen Adia since, nor the others; though often you wonder what has become of Arcadia, especially now that they are blowing pollution out into the fog.  When you first see the Location “A Black Lake” in-game, you will be startled – it is the same murky depths that haunted you while you lived in Arcadia.  What is it doing here?  What does it portend?

When you first arrived in Victoria, you had some fairly useless trinkets with you that appeared to make others who met you believe that you were quite wealthy.  With their aid and some luck, you became fairly well-known and respected throughout the city.  While you were still a newly-made nobleman, you met the most beautiful girl you had ever seen.  She called herself Laraine Wrench, and you immediately fell deeply in love with her.  You didn’t care that she was only a governess working for a friend of yours, and one day you asked her to marry you.  She promptly said yes, and the three years that followed were some of the best of your life.  She was your angel and could do no wrong, but all of that changed when you invited your old friend Martin Sale to visit you.  He had been grieving about the loss of his wife, for he had seen an announcement in the papers speaking of her death.  In an attempt to cheer him, you invited him to stay with you as long as he needed.  It seemed like a perfectly wonderful idea at the time.

Unfortunately, the idea wasn’t quite as good as you had intended.  After a few days in your house, Martin disappeared completely.  Nobody had seen or heard of him, and you hired a detective by the name of Violet Carlyle to find him for you.  She never did find the body, but she managed to uncover some things about your wife that you wish you had never heard.  The most startling revelation was that there was no way she could actually be your wife, despite the marriage ceremony and your lives together.  She was, in fact, married to Martin Sale, though he knew her as Aurora Sweeney.  She had changed her name, become a governess and married you – what a hideous thing for a woman to do.  On top of all of it, she had killed Martin when he threatened to expose her, and then attempted to murder Ms. Carlyle.  You had always known that women could be trouble, but this was even more shocking than you had ever imagined.  Clearly, one could not trust anything a woman did or said, and from that moment on you have never laid eyes on a woman without contempt.  You had Laraine sent away to the Breaks, though you did allow her a decent burial when you learned of her death.  Even a monster like her deserves that.

Not long after that, you were approached by a strange, whispering man named Serapis.  He invited you to join a certain gentleman’s society that valued secrecy and mutual improvement.  You decided that a break from the hideous ways of women would be delightful, and agreed to join.  After your initiation, of which you may never speak, you learned that Serapis himself was the order’s Master Visionary.  Impressed that such a man might choose you to be a part of this Order, you dedicated your life to it.  Quickly, you rose through the ranks and found yourself his successor.  You grieved when he finally passed away, but you dedicated yourself to keeping the Order of the Opened Eye just as dominant, if secret, a power in the city as it was during the time he ruled the Order.  For a long time, you managed to do just this, but recently your age has begun to catch up with you, and everything has begun to fall apart; at the height of which, you were poisoned by the man whom you had named as your own successor.  And now the Order’s sacred eye has been lost, all because of Abelard Morton.  He must have the soul of a woman to do what he has done; there could be no other excuse.  Now there is nothing for it but to dedicate yourself to cleaning up the mess that was created during your involuntary absence.

You’ve named a new successor, Trenton Merze, and are preparing to formally induct a new member named Kadura; the time is nearing for his ceremony, which you must lead.  You still aren’t entirely sure what to do about Abelard, however.  Maybe his misguided attempt to poison you had some shred of reason to it – the Order has slowly dwindled since you became Master Visionary, and young men desiring a place in its ranks have become harder and harder to find.  So you are at something of an impasse.  In better times, Abelard would have been shamefully tossed out, and all records of his membership would have been destroyed.  If the rest of the membership desired it, his eyes might even be sealed closed.  Nobody in the Order would ever again acknowledge his presence, and you would find someone new to replace him both in the Order and as Royal Physician.  But that methodology only works in better times.  If you cast him out now, you will again have too few people to even perform your rituals… but something must be done.  One thought that has come to you is to reduce him to a mere Ascendant, promoting everyone else one step.  Perhaps a replacement for the Royal Physician can be found, as well.  You haven’t brought it up with the rest of the Order yet, but you will meet with everyone but him as soon as possible to discuss his position in the Order.

To make matters worse, Abelard Morton gave away the glass eye, the most valuable artifact possessed by the Order of the Opened Eye.  Indeed, the Order was named after this eye, but now it seems that some strange creature has swallowed the thing and disappeared.  You knew that this would be a problem the minute you learned of it, but it’s become much worse then you had imagined it to be; you have always relied on that eye to see what needed to be done about the city, what problems could develop.  And now it seems as if your vision is clouded and your judgment unsound; you almost feel as though it were your own eye that was lost.  At times your vision goes black entirely, and you are left feeling dizzy and lost for some time afterwards.  You need to recover the eye and restore it to its rightful place within the Order.

*

*

*

At last, you have found a truly visionary being, a creature so much vaster and more knowledgeable than yourself that you cannot even begin to comprehend it.  It is vision, or at least a vision – but one so encompassing, so incalculable, that attempting to understand it has very nearly driven you beyond the edge of sanity.

At last, though, you have come back to your senses, drifting beneath the murky waters.  And you are possessed of a new drive, a cold passion to bring a few affairs of the world above to closure before you drift beyond the world of sight forever, into whatever cosmic truth may lie beyond the great lens beneath the water.  You are convinced that it is no pleasant truth, and even knowing it may destroy you; but this is the culmination of what you have always sought to achieve, and you will not relent now.  You must be strong.

First, though, there is the matter of the Order.  You have watched them scampering about, repeating the same naïve lies about Vision that you once told them.  Now it is time for them to learn the Truth, the reality that Vision may be found beneath dark waters; indeed, that all Vision emanates from the Lake.  There is nothing that your master has not seen, and if your brothers do not yet serve it willingly, they will come to.  It is the culmination of the path that you have opened to them.

If they will not listen to you, you will hurry them along by giving them a taste of its water.  Not Sir Trenton Merze; he has already begun to drink of its essence.  You have seen it – it is a matter of time with him.  But Conradin Crane, whom you almost initiated so long ago before he went catatonic from what he had seen and was removed to the Breaks… that man, surely, is ready to witness what lies Beyond.  He has probably already glimpsed it; let him now see more.

Finally, there is the matter of Laraine.  Oh, how she will suffer for how she mistreated you; at last, you possess the means to avenge yourself upon her in a way that she will never recover from.  What a sweet send-off for your impending celestial journey…

Character Name: Solomon Grest
Traits:
Bloody, Dark, Dead, Horror, Murky

Motivations

1.
Convince the members of your brotherhood that the Black Lake is their new master.

2.
Expose those who are worthy to the Black Lake’s Touch.

3.
Devour the soul of your horrible ex-wife.
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        Soul:
5

        Power:
3
	Origin:

The Black Lake

Occupations:
Spiritualist 3

Offices:
Touched By The Black Lake


Properties And Flaws

Property: Denizen Of The Deep - When a GM is present and unoccupied, you may make the “telepathy” sign to communicate with what dwells within the Black Lake, seeking to tap into its inhuman knowledge or learn what it wishes of you.

Property: Astral Projection – You have a base Body attribute of zero, and may not initiate Body challenges of any kind.  You are unaffected by Body effects.

Property: Power (3) - You effectively have a fourth attribute, Power, at a level equal to your level of this Property.  You start the session at full Power, though you may not Recover it except as indicated by special Recoveries.  You may spend points of Power as though they were points of any attribute.

Property: You Have Not Seen What I Have Seen - You may defend against Mind and Social Ability and Combat challenges using your Soul.  (If your opponent is using Mind, or it is a Social challenge for you.)

Flaw: Murky Chains (2) - One of your Motivations per level of Murky Chains is determined each session by what dwells within the Black Lake instead of by you.

Flaw: Beyond The Veil (1) - Your dabblings in the world of the dead have made it more difficult for you to affect the world of the living, to an extent determined by your level of Beyond The Veil.  Initially this makes your influence actions in the world of the living less effective, but at higher levels may also affect your ability to make challenges against non-Dead characters.

Flaw: Sold Your Soul (2) - The source of your power is a being wholly external to yourself, who holds a great deal of sway over you.  It may alter you in various ways, or require you to do things for it, at GMs’ whim.  The higher this Flaw is purchased, the more extreme these demands and alterations will tend to be.

Abilities And Attacks

Ability: Lest The Abyss Gaze Into You [soul] (Soul vs. Mind Challenge) - The target is overcome by unearthly terror, which gradually recedes over the course of the next (your base Soul) minutes.  Until it does, he/she is at a penalty of (your base Soul) to all challenges, including combat.  Once per target per Scene.

One Use: Devoration Of The Soul (Requires Black Feast) - When using Black Feast on someone, you may activate Devoration Of The Soul to make its effects upon the target permanent.  Additionally, you may choose a Trait that you know or suspect the target to have, removing it from him/her permanently.  Finally, Recover all of your Soul.

(2x) One Use: Black Gaze [one use] (Requires Mind Or Soul Combat) - When you have succeeded as a main participant in Mind or Soul combat, you may activate this Ability instead of using an Attack.  The target, overcome by the maddening gaze of the Black Lake, will receive the “Touched By The Black Lake” Office between sessions.  Notify a GM when possible.

Attack: Black Feast (Soul) - Choose a number between one and three.  The target loses that Motivation for the remainder of the session, and no longer wishes to accomplish it, nor may he/she replace that Motivation with anything until the beginning of the next session.  You instantly recover a point of Soul when you use this Attack.

Recoveries

Recovery: Gathering Strength - Recover a point of Power when you would otherwise Recover an attribute that is currently full.

