Excerpt: It Begins With A Yes

No good adventure ever began with a no.
On the night everything started, though,
that’s exactly what I was trying to say. It
wasn’t that 1 didn’t want to spend time
with my old friend Macy, or that I wasn’t
open to adventure. It wasn’t even that I
was scared 8well, not that scared. I was
just trying to stay out of trouble.

That was soon after 1 had stopped
driving to work. Without my car, I
wouldn’t be able to drive around after
work and get lost; I'd pretty much have
to go straight home. I wouldn'’t be able to
give drunk girls a ride home; I'd have to
call them a taxi. Walking to and from
work, I thought I could just tend bar and
keep my nose clean and stay away from
trouble. That’s what I thought.

But I was wrong.

My old friend Macy Barnes showed up
one night at one a.m. as I was closing
down the bar. He gave me a ride home,
and we drank a couple of beers. Then his
friend, John Lupo, whom I did not know,
showed up. They began talking about
playing some game involving the police
and shooting guns. Then they wanted me
to play, and they wanted to leave now.

They swallowed the last of their beers
and stood up. John took a small revolver
from his pocket and popped out the cyl-
inder to make sure it was loaded. He
looked at it, smiled, snapped the cylinder
back in, and put it back in his pocket.

Macy turned to me. “Are you comin’?”

Trouble had found me.

Share The Adventure

The Desert King deserves to be known,
read, and enjoyed. Find this document
and many others at the book’s website,
then e-mail them to your friends, print
them and hand them out, or post them
where people will find them.

Thank you for your support!

A Recipe For Adventure

Take one part crazy, artsical bartender.
Add equal parts duncical fisherman,
bitchical wife, mystical desert rat, and
beautiful one-night-standical girl. Mix
together in bouncy pickup truck until
cranky. In a separate pot, put one des-
peratical girl, two evil poachers, one
faceless henchman, a bitical black dog, a
stinky hero, a cranky old rattlesnake, a
bubblical stream, and a big ol desert.
Shake together until thoroughly un-
happy. Mix in with contents of pickup
truck and simmer. When you hear
screams and gunshots, you know you
have the mixture right. Continue to ap-
ply heat until screaming and shooting
boil over, then cool. The Desert King. A
novel. 80,000 delicious words.

Author’s note: Despite the tone of this
recipe, The Desert King is not a funny
book. It is dark, and dangerous, and
deadly. And not funny at all, except in a
very few places, but then it gets right
back to being dark and dangerous and all
that. I swear.

About The Author

T.F. Torrey is part
of the new revolu-
tion of publishing,
and his novels,
short work, and
serial fiction have
been published in
various venues
both off- and on-
line. He is a fre-
quent contributor
to social fiction websites and is also an
enthusiast of the annual Three-Day Nov-
el Contest and NaNoWriMo. He lives with
his wife in beautiful downtown Phoenix,
Arizona, and his work can be found on-
line at www.tftorrey.com.

The Desert King

anovel by T.F. Torrey
Jack’s first big adventure

Tonto National Forest is a vast wilder-
ness preserve northeast of Phoenix, Ari-
zona. Imagine being lost there. Imagine

being hunted there. That’s The Desert King.

What They’re Saying

... In The Desert King, Torrey expertly weaves
together a group of mismatched characters
into a gripping and exciting story, creating a
real sense of place and adventure, and throw-
ing the reader head-first into the middle of it
all...

... The Desert King has a Pulp Fiction feel
about it with the whole back tracking and go-
ing over people’s lives. I liked that and I was
instantly interested as I wanted to know who
these people were and what were they doing.
It's a book where everything is not as it
seems. As a reader I kept thinking I knew
what would happen next and then was sur-
prised when it didn't....

Compelling characters + tight plot + beauti-
ful/unforgiving setting = GREAT READ!

Get lost in the desert!

It’s 1985, and Jack Trexlor is fresh out of
the Arizona state mental hospital. He’d
like to simply tend bar, paint pictures,
and lay low for a while, but his old friend
Macy Barnes turns up, and things quickly
spiral out of control. Macy introduces
him to an enigmatic Navajo man named
John Lupo and the high-adrenaline world
of the desert. Thrilled by adventure, Jack
accepts their invitation to a weekend
fishing trip. By the cool water of the
Verde River, deep in the heart of the
desert, he thinks he just may find
something he’s been missing. What he
finds instead is trouble. The group grows
to include John’s girlfriend and Macy’s
wife, and snakes, scorpions, and the
ghosts of Jack’s own past keep everybody
on their toes. And when some poachers
slink out of the sagebrush, things go
from bad to worse. As their quiet fishing
trip decays into a desperate ordeal of
survival, Jack slowly comes to realize
that, even if John Lupo can lead them out
of the desert, nothing will ever be the
same.

Available Now

The Desert King is available in a variety of
beautiful formats:
e Trade Paperback
ISBN 978-0-9713697-4-0
e Casewrap Hardcover
ISBN 978-0-9713697-5-7
*  Also available as a PDF e-book.
Get the trade paperback now at
Amazon.com, see the book’s website for
more purchase options, or read on for
excerpts and more information!

www.tftorrey.com/thedesertking



The Players

When the chips are down and the desert
is big and sun is hot and the storms are
brewing and the hunters just keep com-
ing, all these five friends will have is
each other—and their secrets.

Jack Trexlor: Perpetual anti-hero, Jack
is 23, dreaming as an artist, working as a
bartender, and looking for adventure.
Somehow, Jack always ends up getting
more than he bargained for, and plenty
to feel guilty about. He will find all that
and more in the desert.

Macy Barnes: A childhood friend of
Jack’s, Macy is working to set himself up
in a new life in Phoenix. Since he saw
Jack last, he has grown fond of high-ad-
renaline games—and the desert.

Sharon Barnes: Macy’s high-school
sweetheart, now his wife. She is not
happy with Macy, not happy about being
pregnant, not happy about being in
Phoenix. And she knows Jack’s secret.
One of them, anyway.

John Lupo: First a co-worker, now a fast
friend of Macy’s, this enigmatic Navajo
man has a quick mind, deep wisdom, a
generous heart, and a most amazingly
steadfast outback hat.

Erica Bailey: She has been a nurse at
the VA hospital for a few years, and
John’s girlfriend for a few months. Try as
he might, Jack can’t seem to stop looking
at her—no matter how much trouble it
brings.

Excerpt: Discoveries

Right off the bat, something seemed
strange to me. “Something seems weird
here,” I said.

Nobody else said anything.

We were overlooking a deep and quiet
pool in the bend of the river. Down-
stream the river curved first to our left,
then back to our right, then left again,
like an S in which we stood inside the
lower curve. Beneath us the water was
wide and deep, but at the top of the S the
channel narrowed into rapids where the
water roiled angrily.

But none of that captured our atten-
tion. All eyes focused instead on the tan
truck across the river at the top of the S.
It was a big, four-wheel drive pickup,
backed up toward the water, not quite as
close as Macy had parked his. The truck
had a dual-rifle rack in its back window
and a jagged rock hole in its passenger
side window.

“Is that the poachers’ truck?” Sharon
asked.

“I think so,” Macy said.

Erica shaded her eyes with her hand.
“That’s it,” she said. “That’s the hole
John smashed in the window. But I don’t
see the poachers.”

“That’s great,” Sharon said. “Now they
found us. They got us now for sure.
We're never going to make it back to
Phoenix.” Almost sobbing, she moved
over to Macy and put her head on his
shoulder. He gave the top of her head a
sour look.

“What do you think, John?” Macy
asked.

John Lupo stood motionless. He had
his outback hat drawn low against the
setting sun, casting most of his face in
shadow. It reminded me of the night I'd
met him, when Macy and he and I had
gone skating. Here in the desert he had
that same air of confidence and control. I

was glad he was the captain of our team.

His eyes probed the truck and the
desert foliage around it, looking for the
pair of poachers. He didn’t say anything,
and I wondered if he’d heard Macy at all.

But just for a second. Then suddenly I
was thinking what great targets we were
up on the ridge like that.

“If they are looking for us,” Erica said,
“or even if they’re not, we make great
targets up here.”

The way our minds worked the same
was uncanny, like we were somehow
psychically in sync.

Macy and I looked at each other, then
at John. He didn’t take his eyes off the
scene.

“Maybe you should get down,” he said
finally.

Instantly, Sharon dropped to the
ground and sat facing away from the
river. Erica crouched beside her, behind
John, who remained standing motionless.
Macy and I ducked low and crept to the
edge of the bluff where we could gaze at
the truck and look for the poachers. On
John’s left, Macy leaned on his walking
stick and peered over the edge of the
bluff. I hid, partially behind a mesquite
bush, to John'’s right. We looked on in si-
lence for a minute or so.

“Where do you think they are?” Macy
asked.

John took a deep breath and let it out.
“I don’t know.”

“Oh, great,” Sharon said, sobbing now
from exhaustion or whatever.

“They made a ring of rocks behind
their truck like they were going to build
a fire,” John said.

We looked at the rough circle of
stones at the water’s edge.

“There’s nothing in it,” Macy said.

“Maybe they’re out getting firewood,”
John said.

Erica moved forward to where she
could see. She crouched so close to me

that I could smell her. I didn’t complain.

“Maybe they went after a deer,” she
said.

“Could be,” John said. “Their rifles
aren'’t in the rack.”

“Oh, great,” Sharon said.

“I didn’t hear 8whoa!” Macy’s words
were cut off by the sound of shifting
rocks and sand. The ground beneath him
broke loose and began sliding down the
face of the bluff. Macy scrambled and
pawed on all fours over the sliding mass.
His walking stick and about nine square
feet of earth disappeared. Before any of
us could react, he dived desperately up
to the ground beside John. I looked over
the edge in time to see the mass of sand
and rocks and the walking stick plunge
with a chunky splash into the river.

Panting, Macy collected himself on the
ground beside John. Erica moved over
and grabbed Macy’s arm. Reflexively,
probably, but a little late. “Are you
okay?” she asked.

I felt a strange twinge in my mind.
Jealousy?

Apparently Sharon felt it, too. She got
up and sat down between Macy and
Erica. “Macy,” she said. “You have to be
more careful.”

They exchanged gratitudes and 1
turned back to the river to ignore them.
“That noise might attract the attention
of 8” 1 said, and finished quietly, “the
poachers.”

John already had his revolver drawn.




