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Book Introduction by Eddie Patin

 

"Great, short read! Most zombie fiction these days are more 'Walking Dead' than swords and sorcery. Good to read about a normal guy in a fantastic setting."

- S Leroy, Chicago IL

 

Treat yourself to a short novella from the "Forgotten Tales from the Realms of Primoria" series. 

 

For Torg Brennan, a skilled carpenter from the city with a good heart, his decision to move to the tropical island of Ardouni was a choice well made.  Life is good.  His business is growing, he's getting along well with his new community, and his budding relationship with the playful and affectionate native, Naroli, is reminding him that he can love again.  

 

The city life has been left behind, and every day is a relaxed scene of turquoise waves, vivid green palms, and white, sandy beaches. But, as a dark force crawls out of the sea, snuffing out all life in its path and tearing families apart, will Torg and his new love escape with their lives?  Will his neighbors, who have accepted him as one of their own, survive?

 

"Forgotten Tales from the Realms of Primoria" is a series of side stories from Eddie Patin's grim and mysterious world of familiar lands in a time long gone.

 

Welcome, readers, to another dark tale. For all my life, I’ve wanted to create art for a living to be enjoyed—be it visual, music, or strings of words designed to carry readers into twisted and fantastic places, so thank you for taking the time to look at my book!

This story, “Out of Paradise”, was one of my early attempts at writing some zombie fiction (with a twist!) back in 2005. I consider it a decent, fun story, but I’m sure that my writing skills have improved since I wrote this initially.

As my author career develops, I’ll be working hard to make great stuff that will entertain you—stories you’ll remember. And I aim to make you love my books and come back for more. So, if you do love this book, please join my mailing list to get email news about whenever I publish something new. I also run contests and free drawings from time to time, and frequently come up with ideas for new giveaways. 

Want some free books?
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CLICK HERE to join my Mailing List.

Now … onto the good stuff…




ONE

 

The wash of the sea calmed his nerves.

With the sunset breeze and the sultry, indigo haze of twilight, Torg's worries were whisked away, carried out bit by bit along the receding tide. The air was moist. Salty. A cool, refreshing caress that eased away the heat and humidity of the day.

The long, lazy leaves of the palms creaked and swayed above him. Torg was amazed every easy evening, astonished every calm morning, that he once appreciated life in the city. Now, thinking back on it, he had never lived in such good health, in such melting relaxation, as he did now. Memories of bustling commerce reminded him of the tightness in his shoulders, now gone, where it seemed an invisible beast had been perched before, hackling him. Keeping his mind in his purse and his eyes on the alleys.

No more.

Ever since Torg had taken the Fair Lady, along with his worldly possessions, to the small, outer ring island of Ardouni, life took a turn for the better. His venture wasn't without risk, either. Back in the city, he had a reputation. Torg was well-known, and well trusted among his community. People knew that if they called upon his skill to fix their homes, their shops, their taverns, that he would get the job done.

Out here on Ardouni, his career would begin again, built from the ground up. The dark-skinned natives didn't know him. He would be viewed as little more than an apprentice until the people here had come to see his skill. His beautiful home frames. Roofs that didn't leak. Clean edges and even lines.

Crouching into the foamy tide, Torg felt the saltwater seep into his boots as he lowered his weathered, calloused hands to wash away the grimy mix of sweat and sawdust. The surging ocean surrounded him like a gaggle of playful children, swirling around between his feet and mingling through his fingers before retreating again. Tiny crabs the size of his fingertips were left behind in the pale, wet sand, milling about, burrowing in and out of the ground.

Torg pulled a handful of water away from the dancing surface and cleaned his face with a splash. The dark stubble around his jaw-line pleasantly scratched the skin of his tired hands.

As the evening darkened, firelight from the village behind him reflected on the bark of the palm-trees at his sides. Off in the distance, Torg could barely make out the black line of the mainland, a shadow of civilization on the edge of the world.

He smiled.

The tropics made the ale taste all the more refreshing, the waving of the ocean and whispering of the constant wind outside the bar a reminder that on the other side of the wall was paradise ... not bustling, ugly streets teeming with concentrated humanity.

Tonight, Naroli might be persuaded to sing one of her songs, and the whole place will be in an uproar of good spirits. Then, perhaps, Torg could woo her once again to follow him, drunk and merry, back to his cozy, little island shack.

Life was good, and Torg laughed quietly to himself on the beach.

The lines of smoke on the horizon caught his eye.

Fires on the mainland again, he thought to himself. Two hazy lines of smoke curled and slithered into the deeper blue of the fading light, no doubt over Rodanmoor, the harbor city that connected Ardouni to the rest of the world.

Wonder what's been going on over there.

"Torg!" The voice was a delicate bell on the water. Two narrow feet pattered lightly through the sand behind him, and he turned.

She stood several paces away, willowy, long limbs silhouetted in the light of the torches hung through the casual street. The trade winds blew and tumbled her dark, curly hair, and the reflection of the sea made her deep-blue eyes seem larger.

"Hi, Naroli," Torg said, standing. His knees popped and the sand shifted under his feet.

"I thought I'd find you here." She smiled. "Why you always looking off over there? At the old mainland?" Her voice was playful, teasing. Naroli was in a good mood. "I don't have to work tonight! Ruby is cookin up some of that new squid catch. I thought we'd go together?"

"I don't know why you still eat dinner there every night you don't have to work those tables." Torg's voice was taunting. A week ago, the two had softened up to each other, and now they spoke like flirting teenagers. On the night before last, they made love, with the sea-sounds in the window, inside Torg's temporary home, a small shed he threw together outside of the inn he was currently building for a wealthy businessman from Rodanmoor.

His little shack had a very islandic appeal, in a romantic kind of way: rickety, simple, and reinforced with palm leaves. He built the windows to allow the constant island breeze to keep the small space airy and fresh.

After this job, Torg would see about building himself a house on the outskirts of the village. Away from this view of the mainland.

Naroli pretended to look offended for a moment, then smiled.

Her voice was soft, soothing. "You still think about the city? Is that why you out here?" Her dusky skin absorbed the moonlight.

Torg sighed. "Things are so different out here. I mean ... when I was back in Farfeld..." His words choked. He was never very good with speaking. Naroli has lived her entire life on these islands. She couldn't possibly understand city life. "Everything here is so much ... slower. The village is just ... I don't feel the walls around me, you know?"

"I've never been to your big city, Torg city-man," she said. She laughed to herself. "But ... I think I know what you mean." Her eyes looked to the stars and her face tilted to the sky. Torg's mind drifted along the long, elegant curve of her coffee-colored neck. "There's freedom out here, and we're all like the wind. All like the water."

Torg and Naroli shared a moment in silence, she enwrapped by her thoughts of the sky and everywhere, he observing the delicate beauty of her body, her spirit. Only the tropical breeze swayed, and the sound of the sea, ever-present, ever-shifting, washed over them both.

Naroli came out of her reverie with a start. She smiled like an excited little girl. "Let's go!" She stretched out her arm and held out a hand with long, elegant fingers.

Torg closed the distance, smiling upon her with a warmth he had not felt in many years. Took her hand in his.

The two ran up the sand path to the village like children.
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