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WHAT CAN I SAY ABOUT Reno Sundown who you met in Madness? He is by far my most favorite of voices. And if you are here to learn his history before the Madness, welcome. 

He was created as a voice, literally in a character’s head, but he made an impact from the first moment he spoke.

The fans loved him, and it was that love for the Candyman (as his fans called him in the fan-fiction world) that created him and the Shadow-Keepers series.

He was never supposed to be—both literary wise and literally—as I had plans for killing him off and silencing that voice. But fans of my writing went insane to the point I got hate mail and angry comments on my social media sites if I dared to do it.

So, Twiz (my creative, writing muse/demon) and I got together and created a life of Reno’s own. And it was inspiration hidden in an effort to please.

But through it all, so much had taken place with the character that I had to trim it all down, adapt it to stand on its own, and weave a whole new world. It would have been impossible to put into one book, so I decided, as a gift of gratitude to the readers that wanted this collection, I would place his backstory here, in the form of a novella, and start his book with his new existence.  T following is that backstory, which is from Reno’s point of view as only he could tell it. In his book, Madness, he allows me to tell the story.

I love Reno. He’s the side of me that I wish I could be twenty-four seven, but life has a way of making you be who you need to be, not who you want to be. For those who haven’t met Reno, I invite you to dive right in and learn what never taking for granted is all about, standing up for what you believe is yours, and laughing and crying, all at the same time.

To those who do know and love Reno Sundown, who used to be the dark half of a personality in a hero’s head, here it is. Enjoy. And thank you for making sure his voice was heard.

- JTW

This book was originally included in the fan-appreciation collection of  Jas T. Ward’s by the name of Bits and Pieces: Tales and Sonnets, published by Dead Bound Publishing and released in April of 2013.
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PROLOGUE
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SUNDOWN—A.K.A. SPLIT. 

And later, but you don’t know that yet, Reno Sundown. But I’m getting ahead of myself. I do that. A lot, a lot. 

Is that complicated enough? Keep reading.

If you had to ask me what I am, well, it’s kinda complicated, but here we go. 

I’m old. But not really.

I’m nice. But deadly.

I’m light. And I’m dark.

I love candy—a good thing, too, since I need it to calm my head down. Makes the disorientation of what I am to become seem less scary. So much so that in the future, I’ll be called Candyman. Oops, I got ahead of our story again, didn’t I. I did warn you, though. Sorry. 

I can control bad things, and I can do good things. And all of that is just my daily to-do list.

Maybe we should do this the way the fairy tales do. I love those, don’t you? So here goes—

Once upon a time, there was a boy. Just a little boy, nothing special and nothing really different about him. Or so people thought. What they and the little boy didn’t know was that he had a destiny to fulfill. An ancient prophecy since the beginning of time, which would be coming true in about one hundred and fifty years.

Although this kid didn’t know, others knew, and they wanted to stop that prophecy from coming true. So they hunted down this little boy even though he didn’t know why. His own family threw him out into the wilderness of the Old West, and that was another thing he didn’t understand. He knew his mom couldn’t help it, she kinda died, but his father? Totally didn’t get that one.

So here was this little boy with this big destiny laid out in front of him, and he wasn’t going to last the night. That’s where I came in.
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CHAPTER ONE

Hi! I’m in your head
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THE FIRST THING THAT told me I was alive was the grass under my feet. Weird, I know. But it was cool, wet grass coated with dew on that summer night. I had not a thought before, yet here it was—grass.

The next thing was a shot. Yep, a gun blast right between those same feet and one word screamed out in our head. Run!

But the kid didn’t listen, and as much as I screamed it, the kid just stood there and stared down the barrel of that pistol, crying and sobbing, begging his father not to do it. Had to feel sorry for the kid; his mother had just died, and his father wanted him dead. Not exactly a shining moment to come into the big picture.

But maybe it was the perfect time as the kid was paralyzed with fear, loss, and pain.

Meet William Jess Bailey, who goes by Jess because he hated being a junior to his asshole father. Scrawny kid, and remember that whole destiny rushing toward a kid thing? Yep, that kid.

Who was about to be coyote food if I didn’t do something fast. Another shot rang out, and the ranch hands, as drunk as Jess’s father, all laughed, and Jess just stood there crying. Talk about harsh, man. The Old West was harsh.

But more about that later.

Where was I?

Oh, yeah.

So anyway...

Kid, we really, really need to move.

Nothing. So I took matters into my own hands. Well, if I had any hands. His would just have to do. His feet, too, I guess.

That was the first time I became the driver. What’s a driver you ask? Oh well, see, it’s kind of like a clown car. But uh, no clowns. Just me, and Jess, and... well, Madness. But we’ll talk about that later. Anyway, one of us has to be in charge of the body like the car. Otherwise, it just kind of crashes and takes out porta-potties and innocents.

Apparently, Jess was not able to drive, so the next thing I knew, not only did I feel that grass under my feet but I could control those feet, too. And control I did. We ran—fast. And even then, more shots rang out, chasing us into the desert of West Texas, deep into the wilderness.

I don’t know how far we ran, but we ran until our bare feet were cut and bloodied, our lungs were on fire, and we ran out of tears to cry. Landing hard on our knees, I stared at the rocks and sand, my breath coming out hard and fast when I first heard the voice in our head.

Who are you?

I looked up. Hmm... how to answer that one? I really wasn’t sure. But I knew I had a purpose, a reason to be here, and this little boy was it. “Uh, I don’t have a name. Not really.” I rolled to sit, pulling up our legs, knees to chest, resting my chin on a boney, cut-up knee.

What are you?

Another good question. Wish I had a good answer. Sighing, I thought about that and looked at the night around us. “I’m part of you. Or I am now. And I’ve been sent here to make sure you’re okay. To help you and stuff.”

Our head grew silent for a few minutes.

Sent by who?

Okay, I could tell who the smarter of the two of us was, and it wasn’t me. Shrugging, I said, “I know, but I don’t know. It’s kind of weird like it’s not time yet. I guess we’ll find out when we need to.”

I’m scared.

“I am, too. But we’ll do this together, okay? I think that’s what we’re supposed to do.” 

Okay. Can I stay in here for a while?

That right there would set the trend for our time together. See, I was sent to handle the bad, the painful, and the most horrible that might come back this kid’s way. So he could meet his destiny, and he would survive. Doesn’t seem so bad, right?

Just wait. It gets worse.
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CHAPTER TWO

I’m not bad, just misunderstood
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SO, THE PART WHERE it got worse?

Wait for it. It’s coming—promise.

Jess survived that night, and we got to town. I learned a crucial thing that night, and so did he.

He was in charge, and I was not. As soon as we hit the town, and he calmed down, he came out, and I went in.

It shouldn’t have been that big of a deal, right? It’s not like I was real, I was just a splintered half of a destined hero, used to handle the bad and the pain so he could survive. After all, he had the heart, the soul, and compassion.

I don’t think I had any of those. Or was supposed to have. Then.

Wait, getting ahead of ourselves. I do that. Sorry.

We lived on the streets, and the Old West wasn’t like what you would call it now. They beat you and kicked you, and no one cared. You were the same level as a stray dog in those times. But, somehow, we survived. I didn’t come out much, except when Jess got beat up too bad.

Then I got to have some fun. Because I loved to fight, which almost made me feel empowered, stronger, and I learned I could stay out longer. As long as I was fighting, inflicting and taking the pain, I remained the driver.

Valuable information right there—did you make a note of that? In fact, get a big
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