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  Introduction


Darkness Descends is the prequel to the magical-realism books of Chronicle of Ceres. 
 One thousand years ago, our planet flourished in peace and prosperity. Natural magic sustained the world with an endless supply of positive energy. 
There was no famine, no poverty, and no hatred.
Then evil arrived on Earth.
This novella explores how the Yfel Brethren came into existence, why The Cererian Prophecy was created, and how four magicians and one shaman would be chosen to save the world. 
To eradicate evil, there must be sacrifices.






  
  Chapter 1
Unbearable Bodies


A family of ravens circled the valley, riding the thermals and searching for death. 
Stygian shielded his eyes and squinted into the sun. “This cursed star has followed me for seven days,” he growled. “When will the cold, dark night return?” 
He and his soldiers bunched together on the banks of a small creek meandering through an immense wildflower meadow. The sun’s rays glinted off the gurgling stream—a shimmering silver thread stitched into a fragrant, floral landscape.
“We have arrived in the season of summer, Commander.” Stygian glared at the soldier who spoke. The small man recoiled from his leader’s gaze. Fear paralyzed him, his lips rounded for the next word he intended to speak.
“And?” demanded Stygian. “Speak, Andee, speak!”
Trembling, the soldier stuttered, “The sun…never…uh…sets…in…this…region.” He hung his head, fearing retribution from his commander, expecting the beating that had been meted on all of them since their arrival on Earth seven days earlier.
Stygian sneered and turned away. Closing his eyes, he mumbled a curse. His lips stretched thin from concentration, and his fists clenched in front of his body as the conjuring continued. The long, pointed nail on each thumb stabbed into his palms. Droplets of blood streamed onto the ground, turning the yellow sand into a dark mahogany. The soldiers shifted uneasily, their gazes darting nervously to each other. Their leader acted irrationally, and his unpredictable temper grew more volatile every day. 
In a telepathic chorus, they called out to their comrade: Darrius, can you intervene?
Darrius stood to the side, observing his friend. Blood magic was only used in extreme situations, and Stygian’s actions deeply concerned him.
“Stygian, may I have a word?” Darrius did not address his friend as Commander or Leader. Both men were of equal status and arrived with a shared leadership of the exploration team. But almost immediately upon landing a week earlier, Stygian’s nature began changing. His angry outbursts were commonplace and quickly escalated to vicious beatings for even the most minor infractions. Oftentimes, following a stream of volatile rants Stygian would retreat to his tent for a period of moody isolation.
No longer satisfied with sharing leadership with Darrius, Stygian announced himself to be the commander of their small band of soldiers. Darrius hadn’t pressed the issue at the time. He had no desire to lead, and his friend’s abilities and experience as a shrewd warrior were well-respected on Ceres. But now, with Stygian’s unpredictable nature and the fear exhibited by the soldiers, Darrius doubted his decision to relinquish full control to his friend.
“Darrius, do not bother me,” Stygian cautioned through gritted teeth. A steady stream of blood dripped from his hands forming a dark pool of viscous fluid that spread along the ground.
“Stygian, blood magic is a Cererian ritual. Attempting to perform it in your human form is futile since you won’t be able to discharge the negative energy from your body. You’ll only be successful in losing blood that your body needs to remain alive.” Stygian’s shoulders shuddered. It was a slight movement, but Darrius saw an opening, a sign that his friend was listening. Encouraged, Darrius tried a different tactic—appealing to Stygian’s ego. “Our group cannot carry forth on our mission without our leader. I implore you to stop…now.”
Stygian dropped his hands. Gashes in both palms angrily flared, blood flowed freely onto the ground. He had successfully punctured a hole through each palm, leaving a small exit wound on the back of each hand. He turned toward Darrius. 
“Perhaps you’re right. I wouldn’t want to leave you all alone in this hostile place.” A forced smile flitted across his face as he gazed upward at the sun. “That cursed ball of light infuriates me! I wish I could knock it out of the sky with my thoughts!” He touched his forehead and narrowed his gaze at the sun for several moments. “Alas, I can’t even do that.”
The men studied each other, probing each other’s minds. Darrius sensed anger and disappointment simmering deep within his friend. Stygian smirked, feeling only calm and patience from Darrius. “Darrius, does nothing upset you?” 
Darrius gathered Stygian’s hands and lifted them to his mouth to perform a healing ritual. “You are so predictable,” Stygian sniped. “You have always been the caring one.” Despite the tone in his words, Stygian didn’t resist Darrius’ offer. Stygian’s pupils enlarged, eager to have the healing magic penetrate his skin. This form of energy dove deep into the soul, igniting a fire that coursed through the veins. It pricked the primal areas of Cererian existence and caused incredible pain or pleasure depending on the needs of the recipient.
Carefully cradling his friend’s injured hands, Darrius parted his lips and gently blew. A cooling breath carrying Cererian healing power, brushed over the wounds. Stygian closed his eyes and moaned. After a minute, his eyes flashed open—brilliant emerald, green with specks of fluorescent gold—and he yanked his hands away from Darrius. “Enough, Darrius. I can bear no more.” 
Darrius gazed at his friend. In this body, Stygian was a stranger, a humanoid imposter, residing in that form for one purpose: to explore the planet, collect data, and establish contact with the inhabitants. The being he’s known for over a thousand years existed deep inside this human shell, but Stygian was changing. His demeanor was growing darker each passing day. 
Darrius mulled over the possibilities: Did we miscalculate the effects of this planet’s energy on our human bodies? Are Stygian’s emotional outbursts the unresolved feelings that were buried along with the human host body from where the Harvesters obtained the DNA? 
Like his friend, Darrius possessed the common Cererian trait of intense green eyes. Both men stood over six foot tall and possessed the youthful skin of men in their twenties. But the similarities ended there. Their human bodies were vastly different, like night and day.
Darrius’ smooth mocha skin, black curly hair, and strong jawline contrasted to Stygian’s pale complexion, flaxen hair, and delicate features. The DNA for Darrius was found in the southwest region of the British Isles. Stygian’s body was born of a Nordic warrior found buried deep beneath a glacier just beyond the petrified pillars of a long-forgotten village. 
But these dissimilar physical traits were by design. Each soldier in the expedition carried unique DNA, a careful consideration of the Harvesters who visited Earth decades earlier. Their plan was simple: locate deceased, human donors who represented a diverse cross-section of the world’s population and then reanimate bodies from their harvested DNA. 
Harvesters extracted small amounts of genetic material from cadavers using magical transference by hovering their hands over the body. The rising molecules were captured and immediately shuttled back to Ceres via a portal to the dwarf planet. The first volunteers—Cererian soldiers—fused their energetic lifeforce with the human genetic material. This process involved merging the DNA molecules into the energy cells of the Cererian candidate. Over five days, the volunteers slowly transformed into physical duplicates of their hosts. 
Darrius had encouraged Stygian to join him for the inaugural mission to Earth. They’d been on many explorations throughout the galaxy but had never been to the blue planet. I know you can’t resist a good adventure, Stygian, even if it means shedding your Cererian body for that of an alien. Convincing his friend was easy.
Stygian cocked his head. “Alien…you think of us as aliens?” Lost in his musings, Darrius gazed at his friend through unfocused eyes. “Darrius, did you hear me?”
Abruptly, Darrius’ pupils enlarged as his eyes refocused. His face flushed. A warm smile could not conceal his embarrassment. “You caught me daydreaming. When I look at you, I’m fascinated by all the angles and curves of your human body. Very different from our oval Cererian bodies of pure energy.” 
Stygian winced. He wasn’t one for pleasantries and Darrius’ remarks made him uncomfortable. He abruptly changed the subject. “It would appear that your healing magic worked.” He lifted his hands and flipped them over. His pale skin bore no marks, not even a scar. Darrius nodded, pleased with the results.
Stygian whirled to rejoin his men, but Darrius clamped a hand on his shoulder stopping him. “Stygian?” 
Like a rabid dog, Stygian rushed toward Darrius, his lips curled back from his teeth. “How dare you detain me! Remember your place!”
Confusion fluttered across Darrius’ face as he withdrew his hand. Surrendering to his friend’s fury, Darrius held his palms up. He needed to disarm the situation before it escalated. “My apologies, Stygian. I meant no disrespect.” Darrius dipped his head, a Cererian gesture of respect.
Like a bull poised to charge, Stygian furiously panted, his nostrils flaring. He glared at Darrius through bulging
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