Lucidity- Introduction
Lex is laying on his bed, almost asleep. It is mid-afternoon, with bright sunlight streaming in his window and casting cheerful shadows across his dozing form. 

An alarm buzzes on his bedside table and he flicks it off, and stretches. He meanders downstairs, where the house is decorated with balloons and a large banner saying ‘Happy 16th Birthday Lex!!’

Lex smiles at the banner as he goes into the kitchen. His mother is busy preparing food, so Lex decides not to disturb her. He goes and waits by the front door, and almost as soon as he does, the doorbell rings. Standing outside is Kaira, holding a large gift in her arms. 

“Heya Lex” she says cheerily as he lets her in. She puts the gift down.

“Don’t tell me I’m the first person here” she says in shock, checking the time. “I was sure I was a half an hour late!”

Lex checks his phone. “Daylight savings?” he asks humourously, and Kaira facepalms.

“Funny, when the invite actually said 4pm, though” comments Lex. Kaira rolls her eyes.

“I was planning on being fashionably late rather than looking like a dork” she says in an irritated tone.

Lex shrugs and the doorbell rings again. Standing in the doorway are Jackson and Harry, who both look agitated. They are wearing their Darkseed outfits, indicating this is prior to Darkseed: Revival. (It is actually exactly three years prior- the beginning of Lucidity coincides with the ending of Darkseed)
“Is Atlas here, Lex?” asks Jackson. Lex shakes his head.

“As far as I know he wasn’t invited. And…you are?”

Harry holds out his hand and he and Lex shake. “The name’s Harry Peterson.”

“He’s a friend of mine” adds Jackson. “Do you mind if he sticks with me for a while? He can’t go home right now”

Lex shrugs, though he feels a nagging bite of curiosity wiggle into his mind.  

The scene fades out and the party fades back in, the sun having set hours ago, people bustling around the room. Kaira is relaxing on the couch chatting casually to Harrison, who the player doesn’t know of yet, and won’t. Other people are in the room, but they are generally dressed, and do not stand out like Lex does.

Jackson and Harry aren’t in the room. Lex comes over to Kaira, curious as to their whereabouts.

“You seen Jackson and his friend?” he asks. She shrugs. 

“They went outside, I think” she says. He nods.

“Thanks Kaira. Oh, and Harrison, thanks for that wicked present, man!”

Harrison grins. “Anytime, my blue-haired friend”

They high-five and Lex goes outside, the moonlight soft and blue on the lawn. The moon is at its crescent stage, hovering almost expectantly above the scene (animated)

Lex hears voices coming from around the house, and he slowly wanders over to the sound, fearful but his innate curiosity getting the better of him. 

“You’re pitiful, the both of you. Neither of you can match my power. It’s genetically engineered that way.”
“You won’t be saying that when I tear you to pieces” replies Jackson hotly. Recognizing the voice, Lex speeds up his pace.

He peeks his head around the corner and panics slightly at the sight. Atlas is there, and all three are in their psychotic homo predata forms. 

Lex forces his panic down and tries to assess the situation. Seeing no reasonable answer he begins whispering frantically.

“One of my best friends is a monster and is probably about to either kill or be killed before my eyes. And I can do nothing about it. I am so fuccccckkeeddd…”

Hearing his voice, Atlas whisks around the corner and drags him out into the open, struggling. He has claws gripped around his neck and his shirt.
“Lex! What the hell do you think you’re doing?” shouts Jackson. 

“WHO THE HELL ARE YOU TO ASK ME THAT?!” Lex shouts, his temper flaring up. “YOU’RE AT MY HOUSE!! LOOKING LIKE THAT!”

Jackson looks slightly sheepish at the statement which is comical given that he’s got fangs and claws and maniacal red eyes.
“Now” says Atlas, bringing seriousness back into the scene. “You two will pretend this confrontation never happened, and go back to the rules I have set you. Or this kid dies.”

Atlas draws his hand across Lex’s neck and he flinches as his hand lingers around his collar.

“Damn. Protecting your succulent neck, are we?” murmurs Atlas, fiddling with the latch. Lex jerks and tries to make a break for it, and Atlas’s claws rip into Lex’s shirt, tearing away a massive piece of cloth and gouging deep wounds in his side. Blood gushes out in a massive river as Lex falls to his knees, gripping his side.

Jackson and Harry do not move for fear of attacking Lex because of the smell of his blood. Atlas bursts into maniacal laughter, and Lex closes his eyes.

What…was that dream again…?

The one where I was with Jackson, and Harry, and Kaira, and those other people…

Blue light bursts upwards around Lex, blinding Harry and Jackson and knocking Atlas backward. The blue slowly turns into white as the screen fades from the white to black.

Scene cuts to a beautiful girl with rose coloured hair lying next to an unconscious Lex, wearing a pure white dress. 

“So young and innocent” she murmurs. “I remember when my brother was like you. Do you all start out like that? Young and inexperienced, hidden from the world and its horrors before it all comes crashing down around you?”

She sighs softly, and undoes the ribbon around her middle, and softly winds it underneath Lex’s shirt, like a bandage. Lex stirs once she is done, as though the ribbon has partially healed him and given him energy.

“Hello, Lexerian Crawford” she says softly. “Are you awake?”

“Y-yes” he says, getting up and feeling the bandage. “Did you do this?”

“Of course” she says, holding out her hands. “I am your friend, Lexerian. You don’t remember me at all, do you?”

Lex shakes his head and she smiles at him thoughtfully, then holds out her hands.
“What would you prefer? To protect those you love, be are master of the arcane and the black arts, or use brute force to break through the strongest of barriers?

(The player now picks Lex’s class, which essentially picks Alice’s and Blank’s as well)

The girl walks through the darkness and unveils a pedestal, where a large sword with a blue wolf sits. Lex is entranced by its appearance.

“This is your sword, Lexerian. Only you can wield it. Draw your sword, and venture forth. Become the hero you dreamed of…”

He draws the sword, baffled by its lightness. The girl cups Lex’s head in her hands and kisses his forehead.

“If you see my brother, tell him to stop being such a loner and visit me every now and then. He still doesn’t understand that I don’t blame him for what happened in Verilium.”

She fades, Lex closes his eyes. When he opens them, he is in a dense, strange forest.

“Ok, now where am I?” he asks to no-one in particular in frustration.
