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Victoria Neaves and her demon assistant Romney first appeared in “Victoriana”, a steampunk adventure in which Victoria and Romney were pitted against corrupt British government forces and their diabolical plan to release a deadly micron explosive device upon the Germanic states of Europe. As a member of the officially non-existent assassin’s society, Victoria fell afoul of the dark agents of the British Empire and was captured and experimented on, her captors fitting many augmentations to her body. With Romney’s assistance, she escapes from the British government. She foils their plans, escaping to start a new life away from the reaches of the government and the assassin’s society.
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Victoria Neaves sat in her spacious lounge looking through the leaded glass window and across the front lawns down her drive, almost like a cat awaiting the arrival of a somewhat plump mouse. Beyond the high privet hedges, she lay the village of Little Cookham, where no doubt the locals were currently in a state of great agitation at her recent arrival in their midst.

That she came from no particular well-to-do family (that they were aware of) and that her furniture upon arrival had all seemed to have been of the highest quality (apparently) and was delivered by almost a fleet of Automata from one of the finest removals firms from the city (allegedly) would, she knew, only drive the locals’ curiosity into an even higher level of excitement.

She focused her left eye on the path, scanning the hedges with a high infrared frequency, looking for any tell-tale heat signatures of approaching habitants bearing a cake or tea or the like, but found nothing. To the casual observer, Victoria looked as if she was merely squinting, but six months ago, her rather unique talents had been called up to work for the government, and after that, things had never been the same again.

Her body was augmented in numerous ways, strengthening and honing her frame to perfect condition. Her hearing was remarkable, her eyesight equally so. She had a Babbage computational device embedded in her skeletal frame that was so advanced that the British Government would refuse to admit that it existed at all, if pressed.

That she had been press-ganged into service was without a doubt, but it was not a harmonious arrangement, and now she was a free agent. Her previous rooms were too cramped, she had thought, and her severance from government circles having remarkably coincided with a rather large transferal of money into her private reserves, she decided to leave the city behind her and re-establish herself in a more rural setting, but remaining within a short airship journey of the big smoke itself.

“Give it an hour before the bloody neighbours land for a nose around,” said Romney, her level three demon that was blood bound to the orange-eyed opal necklace she currently wore about her neck. Of course, the voice was in her head - only she could hear it. Nevertheless, she chuckled to herself.

“At best.” She said, “An hour at the very best.”

The evening before, his right reverend Charles Withers had arrived to welcome her to Little Cookham, the village in Berkshire where she now resided, having moved in but two days before. He had been polite but not overly intrusive. Yet, at the same time, he had been pumping Victoria for information as he went along. Information that was now, without a doubt, common knowledge amongst the occupants of Little Cookham.

“Civil service, you say?” The vicar had asked, tucking his long flopped forward fringe to the top of his head and smiling brightly.

“Retired.” Said Victoria, “I thought it time I renewed my association with green fields and fresh air, so to speak.” She said brightly, and the reverend had nodded enthusiastically.

“Yet so young.” He had said, obviously attempting to lead her to disclose more but to no avail.

“Indeed.” Victoria had said, and that was that.

“Will we be seeing you at church, miss....?” He began, and Victoria smiled again. Already she felt as if her face was starting to ache.

“Neaves.” She said, “Victoria Neaves, and I am not really a very regular church-goer, I am afraid, reverend. Too much time in the civil service tends to make you shall we say, recalcitrant in ecclesiastical matters, I fear.” She laughed politely, and the reverend responded likewise, though the vaguely confused look on his face indicated that he was not quite sure why he was responding in such a manner.

“Well, you are always welcome if you change your mind.” He said, smiling, “Unlike some areas of the country, we will not insist. If you want to visit, pray do so.” He looked vaguely into the distance and then chuckled. “Oh, I say.” He leaned closer to Victoria as if imparting some great secret,  “I seem to have accidentally made a pun.”

“Quite.” Said Victoria, escorting the reverend towards the front door and quietly wondering whether she would engage staff or not, “Well, thank you for calling.”

“You are very welcome, Miss Neaves.” He said, and off he had gone down the long path and off into the village, no doubt already searching for anyone to share his newfound information with.

“Surprised he didn't ask you what your blood group is.” Sneered Romney, but Victoria ignored him and settled back down in the chair facing the front lawns again.

Victoria thought that time seemed to pass much more slowly in the countryside than in the city. In London, it seemed that the sun had hardly broken across the tops of the zeppelin towers and landing stages than it was slinking back towards the horizon again. Here, however, an hour seemed to be an awfully long time.

“Heat signature behind the hedge.” Sighed Romney. She had already registered it but did not say anything for fear of upsetting her assistant. “One person. Male.”

“Carrying a small basket.” She said, and as she did so, a man strode onto her drive across the long lawn and began to walk towards her front door. He was carrying what appeared to be a small wicker basket over which was draped a chequered red and white tea towel.

He introduced himself as Doctor Martin Prendergast, though he did seem to be keen to impart that he was these days retired.

“Never an ex-doctor.” He said after Victoria had afforded him entrance to her home and placed him down in front of a large cup of tea in her sitting room. “Never that. Once a doctor, always a doctor.”

“Patient-less.” Smiled Victoria sweetly, and the doctor looked at her curiously.

“Only through choice, my dear, I assure you.” He said, and Victoria smiled in agreement.

“What is in the basket then, doctor?” She asked, though she had previously scanned the contents and knew exactly what lay beneath the cloth.

“Strawberries!” He exclaimed, leaning forward and swiping the cloth off the wicker basket, revealing several punnets of the bright red fruit. Despite herself, Victoria found herself licking her lips. “Grew them myself, don’t you know?”

“How wonderful.” Said Victoria, “And so very kind too.”

“My pleasure.” Smiled the doctor, “Though I do have rather a lot of the blighters this year. Bumper crop, as they say. If you ever want a top-up, then just pop over. My house is the last on the old coach road on the village's west side. You can’t miss it, really.”

“Because of all of the strawberry patches?” Asked Victoria, and the doctor nodded his head eagerly.

“They really are very plump and a wonderful colour.” She said, looking into the basket. The doctor beamed proudly, glancing at the strawberries with her.

“Well, I have a secret method to ensure a bumper crop.” He said, tapping the side of his nose conspiratorially.

“Really?” Said Victoria, and the doctor nodded. “Pray to tell.” She continued, “It sounds very intriguing. When my father tried to grow strawberries, they were all eaten by slugs, snails and the like.”

“Quite so.” Said the doctor, looking around the room wildly as if checking to see if anyone was listening, “My secret method involves the use of copper.”

“How clever!” Said Victoria, “I take it that the slugs and so on do not like to cross over a copper band placed around the plant, then?” To her surprise, the doctor laughed loudly, slapping the side of his chair with his hand as if she had said the funniest thing he had ever heard.

“Absolutely not!” He laughed, “It is quite simple. I place a small copper circlet around the stem of each strawberry plant, ensuring that they very slightly overlap. I then pass a small low-level current through the copper, creating one huge circuit. If you ensure they all overlap, then quite an intricate electrical defence can be set up with minimal fuss.”

“Really?” Said Victoria, raising an eyebrow.

“Of course.” Said the doctor, “I believe Mister Tesla has done some work on the subject. Of course, you must remember to inform one’s gardener about the electrical field, or it may prove problematic.”

“He’s nuts.” Said Romney in her head, “Wants locking up.”

Victoria gave no outward sign that she had heard anything, as only she could hear the third-level demon, but nevertheless, she found herself chewing her lip quite aggressively.

“Especially if your gardener has a weak heart like Mister Jones.” He paused slightly, looking off into the distance, “Or Mister Hobbs.” He stood suddenly as if to derail his train of thought, “Still. No pain, no gain, as they say.” He paused as if thinking further, “And
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