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Also By Vivian Vincent

The storm has come. Vigil’s shadow network has infiltrated the highest office in the land, and Senator Evelyn “Evie” Ward is the last line between justice and annihilation. With powerful forces pulling the strings and the country bleeding from betrayal, Evelyn and Marcus Draper must lead a covert strike to dismantle the system before it burns everything to ash.

From snow-choked safe houses to the Oval’s hidden war room, the fight becomes personal, and deadly. Loyalties will shatter. Blood will spill. And in the end, Evelyn must face the truth. To save the nation, she’ll risk everything, including the man who swore to protect her.

This is the explosive finale of the Through Fire series, a high-octane political thriller packed with betrayal, redemption, and a love forged in chaos.
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Author’s Note
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When I started writing this series, I wanted to tell a story about power, corruption, and the cost of truth, but more than that, I wanted to explore resilience. What happens when the system fails? When trust shatters? When survival means burning everything down to build something better? What happens when power becomes so hungry for control that it creates its own army?

Through Evelyn Ward and Marcus Draper, I found those answers in grit, sacrifice, and love forged in chaos. Their journey wasn’t easy, because real strength never is. It’s messy. It’s painful. And sometimes, it means carrying scars that never fade.

To every reader who walked through fire and shadows with me, thank you. You gave these characters life beyond the page. You made every late night, every rewrite, every moment worth it.

This is the end of Vigil’s story, but not the end of stories about courage, redemption, and hope. Because even in the darkest storm, there’s always a dawn waiting to break.

Stay fierce. Stay curious. And never stop fighting for the truth.

With gratitude,

Vivian Vincent

To everyone who believes that truth matters, even when it costs everything. To the fighters who stand in the storm, and to the quiet strength that holds the line. And to those who remind us that even in chaos, love can be the anchor that saves us.
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Prologue
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Capitol Hill – Midnight

Rain clawed at the windows like a warning, carving jagged streaks across the glass. Inside, the office was all shadow and steel, a mahogany desk buried beneath classified folders stamped in red: PHASE THREE.

Senator Evelyn Ward stood alone, heels silent on marble, caramel skin catching the glow of a single lamp. Her reflection stared back at her from the darkened window. Polished. Commanding. Unshakable.

A lie.

She’d spent years building that image, brick by brick, vote by vote, speech by speech. Now it was collapsing beneath the weight of a truth she could no longer outrun.

Vigil wasn’t dead. It wasn’t weakened. It wasn’t even hiding. It was thriving. And its roots reached far beyond judges, operatives, and intelligence assets. They climbed straight into the highest office in the country.

The Oval Office. Evelyn lowered herself into the chair behind her desk and rubbed her temples. She hadn’t slept more than two hours in nearly a week. Every lead she followed ended the same way, buried files, erased records, missing witnesses, terrified allies suddenly refusing her calls.

Somewhere along the way, the conspiracy had stopped being a cancer inside the government. It had become the government.

A gust of wind rattled the windows. She looked at the secure phone sitting on the corner of her desk. Calling him meant admitting she was out of options. Calling him meant reopening wounds she’d spent years pretending had healed. Calling him meant risking the fragile control she’d built around her life.

Marcus Draper wasn’t a political ally. He wasn’t a consultant. He wasn’t even really a friend anymore. He was a weapon forged in blood and loss, one she’d failed once before.

And if she was honest with herself, that failure haunted her almost as much as his voice. Her hand hovered over the secure line. For a long moment, she couldn’t move.

Then she pressed the button. The phone rang once. Twice. A click. Silence. Finally, a voice slid through the line, low and rough, edged with steel.

“You’ve got five seconds to tell me why you’re calling.”

Evelyn closed her eyes briefly. Years vanished. Gunfire. Arguments. Near misses. A thousand moments she’d buried beneath politics and ambition. That voice carried all of them.

“Because Vigil didn’t die in the shadows,” she said, keeping her tone calm despite the wildfire burning beneath it. “It’s in the White House. And if we don’t stop it, this country burns.”

Silence. Then a soft, dangerous laugh. “You want me back in the game?” Marcus asked. “After last time?”

The words cut deeper than she expected. Last time. Bodies. Funerals. The look in his eyes when he walked away. The fact that he never looked back.

Her throat tightened. “I need you back in the game,” she said quietly. “And I want this finished.”

The storm hammered against the glass. For several seconds she thought he might hang up. Then his voice came again, lower now. Darker.

“If you want me in, Senator, understand this, I don’t follow orders.” A beat. Just long enough to hurt. “And if you lie to me, Evie...” His voice softened. Not much. Just enough. “I’ll know.”

The nickname hit like a blade and a balm. Evie. Not Senator. Not Ward. Not Madam Chair. Not even Evelyn. Just Evie. A name nobody else dared use.

Not politics. History. The line went dead. Evelyn stared at the phone. Her pulse roared in her ears. Outside, the storm raged. Inside, she felt something she hadn’t felt in a long time.

Hope.

Terrifying. Fragile. Dangerous hope. She rose from the desk and looked toward the rain-swept skyline.

“Let’s start fighting,” she whispered.

Thunder rumbled across Washington beyond the glass. Inside, war had already begun.

± ± ± ±

Marcus Draper let the phone fall onto the scarred wooden table. The generator hummed softly in the background. Rain rattled the cabin windows.

The place smelled of cedar, gun oil, old whiskey, and isolation. A sanctuary built for men who wanted to disappear. Marcus had spent years disappearing.

His gaze drifted to the names inked across his forearm. Black letters. Permanent reminders. Men and women he’d buried because someone fed him lies. Bad intel. Bad decisions.

His decisions.

The ghosts never left. They just got quieter. Sometimes. Evie. Christ, the name scraped through his thoughts like broken glass.

He hated that one word still had the power to reach places inside him nobody else could touch. He hadn’t spoken her name in years. Hadn’t allowed himself to think about her.

About the way she carried herself. The way she challenged him. The way her voice could cut through his anger without ever raising its volume. He grabbed the whiskey bottle and poured a glass.

The amber liquid caught the firelight. He didn’t drink it. Just stared. The storm battered the cabin outside. Another one had already started. Inside. Back in the game. After everything. His jaw tightened. Last time had cost him more than a team. It had cost him certainty.

Sleep.

Pieces of himself he never got back. Now she wanted him to walk straight back into hell. For her. For a country that used men like him until they broke. For a government he’d stopped believing in a long time ago.

Marcus flexed his hand.

The names stretched across muscle and scar tissue. Each one a promise. Each one a failure. He told himself he'd say no. Told himself he was done. Done with politics. Done with conspiracies. 

Done with Her.

But beneath the anger, beneath the bitterness, beneath the years of distance, there was a truth he couldn't escape. He'd heard it in her voice. The crack she worked so hard to hide. The fear. The urgency.

The fact that she wouldn't have called unless things were truly falling apart. Marcus stared into the whiskey. Then toward the storm-black window beyond it.

If Vigil was inside the White House...

If it had reached that high...

Then Evie was already standing in the crosshairs. And despite every reason he had to walk away, despite every scar, every grave, every sleepless night...

He knew exactly what he was going to do. Marcus finally brought the glass to his lips. Took a single drink. Then set it down. Slowly. Deliberately.

Like a man accepting a sentence. “Damn it, Evie,” he muttered.

A crack of thunder roared. Lightning split the sky. Marcus looked toward the darkness. He wasn’t staying in the shadows. 

He would step back into the war. 
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