Characters of Winter Kills

Victor Storm

Retired from the Special Forces at 38,
Victor just wants to live a quiet life. He is
haunted by bad dreams, and he wants to
find a philosophical framework for look-
ing at his life. None of this, of course, will
turn out as he hopes.

Lou Rollins

A former soldier who served with Victor,
Lou now works as a police officer with
the St. Louis Police Department. Here he
becomes Victor’s confidant, until he can-
’t be anymore.

Samantha Storm

Victor’s sister, who has always been close
with Victor. The events of this book
bring them still closer. Her son, Duncan,
treats Victor as a playmate, and Victor
enjoys this.

Henry Storm

Victor’s father, also a retired Special
Forces soldier, and now looking to retire
from management of a flower shop.
Katherine Storm

Victor’s mother, still the prim and prop-
er military wife. Her maternal instincts
will become a problem.

Detective Ortega

The detective in charge of the case, it is
he who will handle, and mis-handle, the
investigation.

Gordon Sham

As prosecutor of the case, legal justice in
the case will fall on his shoulders.

Dario Mullen

A small-time criminal who’s moved up to
the big leagues without really thinking
about it. He has chosen poorly.

In the Periphery

The characters prominent in the series
are also present from the beginning, al-
beit in very fleeting roles. Watch for
them.

The Travel Agent

Here Victor meets his travel agent for
the first time. They will later develop a
strange and close relationship.

The Reporter

Here the reporter who later works to un-
mask Victor will call him for the first
time, though it will be a very long time
before she realizes who he is.

The FBI Agent

Here the FBI agent looking for a big case
volunteers to help with Victor’s. If his
help had been accepted, the adventure
possibly could have ended here.

Share The Story

Winter Kills is a good book, and it deserves
to be known, read, and enjoyed. Please
help spread the word. Find this docu-
ment and many others at the book’s web-
site, 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!

About The Author

T.F. Torrey is part of
the new revolution of
writing, combining
classic narrative form
and flair with contem-
porary, long-tail pub-
lication venues. His
short stories and serial
fiction have appeared both on- and off-
line. He lives with his wife in Phoenix,
Arizona, and his work can be found at
www.tftorrey.com.

Winter Kills

anovella by T.F. Torrey
Here comes Victor Storm

T.F. TORREY

This book is for anyone who ever wished he or
she could make a difference. When you think
of one person alone and screaming in the
night, daring to do the things you don't, think
of Victor Storm.

From an Idea to a Series

The story of Victor Storm began as an
idea scratched into a notebook: a vigil-
ante tries to make a difference as a shad-
owy force for justice. Many years later,
this idea was developed into the Crusader
series for KeepltComing.net, a web pub-
lisher that issued new stories in twice
weekly intallments. At last, Victor Storm
had come into the world, living out his
dark dreams of vigilante justice.

To A Three-Day Novel

The perfect opportunity to describe Vic-
tor’s dark beginnings arrived with the
1995 Three-Day Novel Contest. This an-
nual contest pits writers against the
clock in an effort to complete an entire
book in just 72 hours. By the end of the
competition, Victor Storm had a begin-
ning. Winter Kills had arrived.

Here comes trouble

In many ways, Victor Storm is an average
retiree. He lives a simple life, supported
only on his pension, and he attends a
class at the local community college. In
other ways, Victor Storm is anything but
average. He’s a former Special Forces sol-
dier, already retired at the age of 41. He
doesn’t own a car. He’s haunted by his
past, and he’s taking a philosophy class
to try to figure out the big truths.

When his quiet retirement is
shattered by a random act of extreme vi-
olence, however, Victor is torn from the
textbook and put on the front line of
philosophy, asking the big questions.
Then an inept bureaucracy drops the
ball, and it’s up to him to set things right.
Unfortunately for the perpetrator, Victor
Storm is more than up to the task.

This first book in the Crusader series
shows how Victor Storm found a new
life, by losing it all, in the mean days of
winter.

Available Now

Winter Kills is available in a variety of
beautiful formats:
e Trade Paperback
ISBN 978-0-9713697-2-6
e Casewrap Hardcover
ISBN 978-0-9713697-3-3
*  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/winterkills



Excerpt: Chapter 16

After eating dinner alone and mak-
ing the obligatory phone call to his
sister, Victor thought seriously
about calling Lou Rollins. What
would he tell him, though? Wish you
were here? No. You should have
been there to see the awesome jury
selection? No. Heard any good jokes
lately? No.

What then?

How about: you should have seen
the look on that guy’s face when I
punched him last night!

At one time, Victor would have
been able to share a story like that
with Lou. Now, though, things were
different. Lou was a cop, and it was
his job to arrest people for assault,
not applaud them. Maybe Lou would
choose to look the other way, but it
would be unfair for Victor to put Lou
in a position of having to make such
a choice.

Out on the balcony of his hotel
room again, Victor smoked a cigar-
ette and thought about everything.
He watched the moonlight twinkling
on the black water as the waves
rolled silently onto the beach, and it
reminded him of the black water of
his Mississippi. He wondered briefly
when his father had last seen the
Mississippi, and if the moment had
carried any significance to him.
When he finally threw the cigarette
into the wind and went back inside,
he knew he wasn’t going to watch
television. He’d known all along. He
hadn’t even taken off his shoes.

Tonight, Victor went walking the

other way down the street in front of
the hotel. After several blocks, he
slowed down, looking for a specific
kind of bar. After several more
blocks, he found it across the street.

This bar occupied the end of a
strip mall building. The front and
side were occupied by huge win-
dows, intact but painted black. The
sign on the front showed crossed
pool cues, and only had one letter
burned out. Victor crossed the street
and walked through the parking lot
to the back of the building. As he’d
hoped, he found a little space behind
the building, with a low wall separat-
ing it from the houses on the other
side. Back there, too, Victor found a
dumpster, with several broken pool
cues inside it.

Satisfied, excited even, he un-
tucked his shirt, ruffled his hair,
turned over part of his collar, and
went inside.

Did justice require a system?

Why couldn’t it be the action of one
man?

If one man alone was all of judge,
jury, and executioner, what did it
matter, if he was right?

Inside the bar, Victor adopted a stag-
gering shuffle, though he was stone
sober. He went to the bar and got a
beer, then surveyed the crowd. Al-
though it was a weeknight, there
were quite a few people in the place,
and not too many drunks. Three pool
tables with clean green felt sat under
beer lights on the side of the room

by the door. All of the tables were in
use, with stacks of quarters waiting
on deck. On the side of the room op-
posite the door, a scattering of tables
sat in moderate darkness. Victor
headed over to those tables, swaying
a bit as he walked.

Many of the tables had groups of
guys at them. All of them noticed
Victor as he made his way across the
room.

Victor found a table with half-full
glass on it and sat down. A minute
later a rough character wearing
leather sidled up from the direction
of the bathrooms. “Hey, man,” he
said to Victor. “You're in my seat.”

“Sorry,” Victor muttered meekly,
then moved to an empty table down
aways.

He could feel the eyes watching
him. He finished his beer and took
out his wallet, holding it open wide
to take out a handful of bills. Money
and wallet still in hand, he shuffled
up to the bar for another beer. This
time he got some quarters, too, from
the bartender, and swayed over to
the pool tables, carefully surveying
the stacks of quarters already there
before gingerly adding his to the
farthest table.

He could feel the crowd watching
him as he staggered back to his table
in the darkened part of the room,
bumping people and muttering apo-
logies as he went.

Back at the table, he sat with his
elbow on the table and his chin in his
hand, and pretended to fall asleep.

A moment later, he jerked himself
up straight and looked around as if

he didn’t recognize the place. Many
heads were turned in his direction.

It was time.

He took one more good look
through his wallet, drained the last
of his beer, and headed for the door.

Outside in the cool air, he walked
slowly toward the back of the park-
ing lot. He heard the door huff open
behind him, then squeak closed, but
he didn’t turn around to look.

Still shuffling, he went back to
back alley, around the corner, and
stood by the dumpster.

He had barely turned around
when three thugs rounded the
corner. He had seen them inside,
young guys, hungry looking.

“Hey, man,” one of them said.
“Give us your wallet.”

“Hey, man,” Victor said. “Come
and get it.”

Ninety seconds later, Victor
emerged from the back alley, tucking
in his shirt and straightening his col-
lar. Seeing the commotion had at-
tracted no attention, he looked back
at the three thugs. They were down,
but they were still breathing.

“You're lucky I'm in a good mood
today,” he said.

As he walked back to his hotel, he
wondered: was this justice?

He decided: who cares?



