
The Badlands Saga

Episodes 1-5

By Jaysen True Blood

Burning Sky and Badlands © 2014 Jaysen True Blood. Episodes 1 & 2 originally appeared in the two book anthology Mexican Radio and Other Short Stories. Scream Of Anger and Desolation Angels © 2017, Jaysen True Blood. Metal Gods © 2021, Jaysen True Blood. All rights reserved. Unauthorized duplication prohibited. All content fictional, any resemblance to individuals living or dead is purely coincidental.

Cover photo © Jacub Gomez


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Episode 1: Burning Sky

Episode 2: Into The Badlands

Episode 3: Scream Of Anger

Episode 4:Desolation Angels

Episode 5: Metal Gods

Author’s Note

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Episode 1: Burning Sky
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George could not remember a time that pa had not worked for the corporations. At first, it had been as one of the many faceless underlings who plodded along and labored so that the powers that be could get fatter and more corrupt. Then, he had risen to a position George liked to term “stooge”. Then, finally, he had gone into being an independent contractor. George liked him in this role. He was home more. He didn’t have to hurt anyone. He didn’t have the health problems he’d had with the “stooge” jobs. The more questionable the job, the less likeable he had been.

But pa had never had to do anything that was against the law. Never. But there had been some that had been less pleasant than others. And it was those that had made him decide to leave the relative security of the corporations for independent consultant status. He’d had enough of the corruption of upper management. 

Macy, too, loved having pa home more. She was the youngest. She needed more from pa. attention she had not gotten early on. 

At five, she was incorrigible. A precocious little imp, she seemed different from other girls her age. She tended to talk to things that weren’t there as if they existed. She acted as if she could see them. She awoke to nightmares that she could not explain, nor did he or ma ever take serious. After all, what could an imaginative five year old see that could be harmful to anyone? And so, her fears were basically ignored.

But ma seemed to be afraid of what Macy’s nightmares and imagined friends might signify. George knew what ma thought. Macy wasn’t the only one haunted by unexplainable nightmares. He had them too, usually before something bad happened.  But then, that was also when Macy seemed to have her nightmares too. He could understand her fears. They were his own as well.

But ma did not understand. So George did not voice his fears. Nor did he ever tell her about his nightmares. He did not want her to put him on neuroinhibitors to stop them. They had helped him avoid too many potentially deadly accidents. They had also warned him when the strangers had broken into their home in search of some of pa’s crucial files which he, George, had hidden so they couldn’t find them.

But that business, he was afraid, was not finished. Someone had gone to some expense to attempt the theft of those files. Someone wanted them badly. And whoever it was would try again in the future. He was sure of it. Whatever those files held incriminated whoever was after them.

That, in and of its self, was not good. If they were desperate to steal the files, they would later be willing to kill anyone who was connected to them in order to keep the information a secret. The files had to be hidden well enough that, should something happen to pa, only George would know where they were. So George hid them in his own journal-crystals until he realized that they would search everywhere for them. 

He put them back where he had found them after he made copies within his journal-crystals. He knew he might need them later, he just didn’t know why.  All he knew was that he could not let anyone know what he had done or why. If he did, he would risk becoming a target. So would ma and Macy. And he didn’t want that.

So he kept his secret. No one would know what he had done. At least not until after they searched the files and found evidence of the transfer of data. Who knew when that would take place. He just wanted to have the information in case he needed it to see that justice was served.

Over the next few weeks, he decided to make copies of all pa’s files. Perhaps those he had done first were only the tip of the proverbial iceberg. What the rest held might go into more depth. Only time would tell. He wanted to safeguard his family and the only way he could think of doing so was to make copies of his pa’s files.

***
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“QUIT PUSHIN’,” MACY shouted, at the top of her lungs, at an unseen assailant, “you’ll have your turn soon enough!”

But it is my turn, the voice in her head objected, you’re not being fair, human child.

“But I make the rules!” she squealed. “It’s my game! I made it up!”

She knew what she saw. A stranger being part wolf, part bat, and all attitude stood next to her in ethereal-almost ghostlike-form. If anyone else could have seen the form, they would have thought it to be a hologram, but it wasn’t. The creature was there. Just not in a form any but Macy could see.

There was an ant-like being there as well, not to mention a giant wormlike creature. But, again, there was a whole menagerie of beings around her that only she could see. And they came to test her. Each had a different task for her. This time, she was supposed to devise a game that they could enjoy. Last time had been a measure of her patience. Still, these beings were interesting to her. None had actually told her what they were. All she knew was that she was the only one who could see them. But they only came to her after school, and only if she was at home. Never if she was at someone else’s home. 

It was as if she was special. For some reason, they seemed drawn to her. But she could never understand why she was the only one who could see them. 

“Watch where you’re goin’, George,” she scolded her brother, “you’re about to run into Sqenecht. Wereshaif is to your right and Throngif is to your left! Gronshrift is behind me with Shrebnaqcht and Blythnar.” 

“Macy,” George replied, after the obligatory dodge to miss the invisible friend, “has anyone ever told you that your friends have the weirdest names?”

“You do,” she retorted, “all the time. I just ignore it. I didn’t name them, and they aren’t from here. They come from somewhere beyond the colonies.”

“Oh,” George replied, rolling his eyes.

“Brothers!” she huffed, after he had left. “They just don’t understand!”

Give him time, Sqenecht, the wolf-like creature replied, he will soon enough. There is about to be a change in your lives. He has seen it, but doesn’t know why or what. The only one who will be taken by surprise is your ma. She is afraid of who and what you are. And who and what your brother might be.

Child, the wormlike creature known as Wereshaif began, we know who and what you could be. That is why we test you. To see where you are in your growth. We do not mean you harm. Only to help you develop your abilities.

Indeed, the strange hairy creature called Throngif began in agreement, we detected you when you were born and have been watching you until the time we first came to you. We wanted to watch to see whether you were potentially good or irrevocably evil.

“So,” Macy inquired, with pouting lips, “what am I?”

Child, Shrebnaqcht, the ant-like creature replied, we believe you to be an ultimately good child. A child of great promise.

We test to make sure we are right, Gronshrift, the wasp-like being, interjected.

Do not be angered at us, child, Throngif, the bat-like one, admonished, we are just a cautious lot. The last one we placed our fate with waged war through us and almost sent us all into the never.

“What do you mean?” she asked, appalled.

Our races were almost completely destroyed, little one, Blythnar replied, his shape shifting from rat-like to lizard-like, we ended up having to exile our own chosen leader.

“And their fate?” she demanded.

We never heard from them again, Wereshaif replied, either they were eaten by an Arachnian or became their leader. Can’t trust an Arachnian. Always a source of treachery. Would wage war without provocation.

“Oh.”

George stood where he was not easily seen, watching Macy. He could see the dim, almost indiscernible outlines of her “imaginary” friends. He could barely hear their disembodied voices as they talked to her. He envied her. She had all the power. He had only enough to allow him to know that she wasn’t imagining it all. Ma also had the power, but she was afraid to use it. She left it hidden in her mind, buried under decades of denial and self-restraint.

He smiled sadly. Macy was meant for great things, he was sure of it. He was only meant to carry on if something happened to pa. Or maybe as just a messenger. But she was meant to do more. He just didn’t know what.

Ma could have been a great psi-warrior, or even a psi-healer, had she not been afraid of her power. If she had followed her power, she would have been in a position to train him and Macy. But she feared the power almost to the point of hating it. So they had to act as if their power was just an extension of their imagination.  

But Macy refused to act. She freely acknowledged the fact that she was different. She could not deny the fact. Yet, she did not talk about it to anyone, not even her friends. They would not be able to understand.

And so, the tests continued. She was constantly being asked to do something. Mentally. Physically. Both. It didn’t matter. Each test seemed to be harder for her than the one before. George wished that he could be there to help her, but he knew they wanted her. Not him. At least, not yet.

So he silently bore his pain and waited. Perhaps he would have his chance. Maybe he was going to be great in other ways. He didn’t know.
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GEORGE ARRIVED HOME early from school to find pa home as well. This was unusual. Pa was never home at two-fifty. Never. “Pa?” he inquired, nervously.

“Yes, son?”

“Is something wrong?”

“No, not that I can say. Why?”

“Well, you’re never
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