
[image: ]
COPYRIGHT

Copyright © 2025 by Vivian Vincent All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 

For information, contact: vivianvincent58@gmail.com  

Edited and proofread by: Rose In Snow Proofreading 

Cover art created by Microsoft 365 Co-Pilot

Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

BLURB

EXCERPT

DEDICATION

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

EPILOGUE

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

THROUGH FIRE SERIES OVERVIREW

BONUS SCENE

Sign up for Vivian Vincent's Mailing List

Also By Vivian Vincent

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

BLURB


[image: ]


When homicide detective Jordan Hale takes on a case that spirals into a web of corruption, she never expects to find herself drawn to Avery Monroe—the sister of the victim and the woman who becomes her fiercest ally. 

As bullets fly and secrets unravel, their fight for justice ignites a bond neither can deny. But in a city where silence is currency and power kills without mercy, love becomes the most dangerous truth of all. 

Through fire and silence, they’ll burn down the lies, or die trying. 

* * *
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EXCERPT
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Gunfire tore through the ridge, snow exploding in bursts as Jordan dragged Avery behind a jagged boulder. Charlie fired in controlled arcs, his voice cutting through the chaos: “Two down! Keep moving!”
Jordan’s pulse roared, her Glock barking until the slide locked back...empty. She cursed under her breath, reaching for a fresh mag when the wind shifted, carrying a voice that froze her blood. 

“Detective Hale.” 

Jordan’s head snapped up, and there he was. 

Rylan Kane stepped out of the smoke like a phantom, his tailored coat stark against the frost, a pistol gleaming in his hand. His smile was cold, sharp as broken glass. 

“You’ve been a problem,” Kane said, his voice smooth, venom curling beneath. “And I don’t like problems.” 

Jordan raised her weapon, but she was a second too slow. 

The shot cracked like thunder, slamming into her upper chest, just above the Kevlar. Pain exploded white-hot, stealing her breath, driving her to her knees. Her Glock slipped from her grip, clattering against the stone. 

“Jordan!” Avery’s scream ripped through the chaos as she lunged forward, catching Jordan before she hit the ground. Blood bloomed dark against the snow, stark and merciless. 
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[image: ]


To all my friends in the LGBTQIA+ community. This is my first foray into same sex romance and I hope I didn’t disappoint. 

Much love, 

V.V.
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CHAPTER 1


[image: ]


The night air was sharp, carrying the scent of Lake Michigan as waves lapped against the pier. Traverse City’s waterfront was too quiet for a Friday. A lone jogger’s breath puffed in the cold, sneakers slapping the boards. 

Then he saw it. 

A body sprawled near his phone. “911... there’s someone...he’s not moving.” 

* * *
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DETECTIVE JORDAN HALE pulled up in her Jeep, headlights slicing through fog. She stepped out, boots crunching frost, and surveyed the scene: officers, yellow tape snapping in the wind, and the body, a young man, mid-twenties, face pale under floodlights. 

“Victim’s ID?” Jordan asked. 

“Ethan Monroe. Local. Sister works at The Blue Harbor Diner.” 

Jordan crouched. Blunt force trauma to the head. No wallet. A torn diner receipt in his pocket. A small bag of pills. Her jaw tightened. Pills meant trouble. Trouble meant motive. She bagged the evidence, pills, receipt, a faint smear of blood on the railing, and handed it to Ramirez. 

“Lab work. Full tox screen.” 

Ramirez squinted. “Looks like oxy. Maybe fentanyl.” 

Jordan frowned. “Traverse City isn’t a hub for this trade. Someone’s moving product quietly. Find out who he was with tonight.” 

She paused at the water’s edge. Ethan Monroe wasn’t just another statistic. Too clean. 

Too deliberate. 

“Someone wanted him dead,” she muttered. “And I’ll find out why.” 

* * *
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“DETECTIVE,” RAMIREZ called. “No wallet, no phone. Whoever did this stripped him.” 

Jordan shot a confused took at Ramirez. “So how’d we get his ID?” 

Ramirez held up a scanner. “Ran his prints. He’s in the system...drug arrest.” 

Jordan nodded. “Witnesses?” 

“Only the jogger. Says the body was already here. No struggle nearby.” 

Jordan glanced at the railing, blood glinting in the light. “There was a struggle. Just not here.” 

Ramirez shifted. “You think this was planned?” 

“Too neat for random. Pills in his pocket, no cash, no phone? Someone’s sending a message.” 

Daniels spoke up. “Monroe family’s known. Sister Avery works at Blue Harbor. Witness says they argued two nights ago. Loudly.” 

Jordan’s brows rose. “About what?” 

“Couldn’t hear. Just Avery telling him to ‘get his act together.’” 

Family fights weren’t unusual. But paired with drugs and a corpse? That was motive. 

“Pull diner footage,” Jordan ordered. “And track his recent contacts.” 

Her gaze lingered on the evidence bag. Then she thought about the diner. She’d been there a couple weeks ago, remembers coffee, bacon, chatter. And a waitress with auburn hair and sharp green eyes. Avery Monroe. 

Jordan pushed the thought aside. “Get his phone records. Check pier cameras.” 

Ramirez hesitated. “You think the sister’s involved?” 

Jordan stared at the lake, black and endless. “Everyone close to him is a possibility.” 

As she walked back to her Jeep, the cold biting through her jacket, her mind circled back to the diner. The clatter of plates, Avery’s laugh, warm and low as she interacted with her customers. She shook her head. This wasn’t about her. It was about Ethan Monroe, dead with pills in his pocket and secrets in his past. 

Tomorrow, she’d be at that diner. And Avery Monroe wouldn’t be simple. 

* * *
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FLUORESCENT LIGHTS hummed as Jordan entered the precinct. She dropped her gloves, studied the evidence photos...Ethan’s body, the pills, the receipt. 

Captain Robert Morris appeared in the doorway, arms crossed. “Hale. Walk me through 

it.” 

“Male, twenty-five. Blunt force trauma. Found at the pier. No wallet, no phone. Pills in his jacket. Receipt from Blue Harbor. His sister works there.” 

Morris raised a brow. “You think she’s involved?” 

Jordan hesitated. “Witness heard them argue. She’s protective, maybe desperate. But my gut tells me it’s not her.” 

“Your gut doesn’t close cases,” Morris said. “Start with her. If she’s clean, move on.” 

Jordan nodded, though her thoughts drifted. Avery Monroe. Auburn hair. Quick smile. 

Now tied to a murder. 

Morris tapped the photo of the pills. “If Ethan was dealing, this isn’t just family tragedy. 

It’s supply chain.” 

Jordan’s jaw tightened. “I’ll talk to Avery in the morning.” 

As Morris left, Jordan stared at the lake through the station window, its surface black and endless. She couldn’t shake the image of Avery, laughing behind the counter, unaware her world was about to implode. 
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CHAPTER 2
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The morning air carried lake water and frying bacon as Jordan pushed open the glass door of The Blue Harbor Diner. A bell jingled overhead, conversation humming, locals with coffee, fishers trading stories. 

She scanned the room. Chrome stools lined the counter, sunlight flashing off polished edges. Coffee and maple syrup scented the air, ordinary comforts on a day that wasn’t ordinary. 

Then she saw her. 

Avery Monroe stood behind the counter, auburn hair knotted loosely, green eyes sharp as they swept the rush. She moved with practiced ease, plates sliding, orders scribbled, but tension pulled at her shoulders. 

Jordan’s pulse ticked. Detective first, everything else later. 

She stepped forward, boots clicking tile, and waited until Avery turned. 

Recognition flickered, then cooled. “Morning,” Avery said evenly. “Counter or booth?” 

Jordan lifted her badge. “Neither. Detective Jordan Hale, Traverse City PD. I need a word.” 

The diner hushed for a beat. Avery’s jaw tightened, then she nodded toward the back hall. 

“Office. Give me a sec.” 

Jordan watched her disappear through the swinging door, noting the quick glance at the cook, the tremor in her hand as she set down the coffee pot. This wouldn’t be simple. 

* * *
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THE OFFICE WAS CRAMPED, shelves of paper goods pressed against a humming soda machine. A desk sat under a flickering light, cluttered with order pads and a chipped mug: 

World’s Okayest Waitress. 

Avery leaned against the desk, arms crossed, expression hard. “You want to talk? Talk.” Jordan closed the door, diner noise fading. She stayed standing, silence stretching until Avery shifted. 

“Ethan Monroe,” Jordan said. “Your brother.” 

Pain flickered across Avery’s face. “What about him?” 

“He was found dead last night near the pier.” 

Avery’s breath caught, though her voice stayed sharp. “You’re lying.” 

Jordan shook her head. “I wish I were.” She slid a photo across the desk. Ethan’s face, pale under floodlights. Avery stared, knuckles whitening. 

After a long beat, “Who did this?” 

“That’s what I’m here to find out.” Jordan’s tone softened, barely. “You argued two nights ago. Witness heard it.” 

Avery’s eyes flared. “We fought. He was spiraling. But I didn’t kill him.” 

Jordan studied her. “Spiraling how?” 

“He was broke. Angry. Spending time with people I didn’t know.” “People who sell pills?” Jordan pressed. 

Avery’s jaw clenched. “I don’t know.” 

Silence stretched, heavy. Tension crackled, not just suspicion, but something else. 

“You think I’m a suspect,” Avery said flatly. “I think you’re the last person who saw him alive.” The light buzzed overhead. Neither moved. 

Jordan drummed her fingers against the desk, irritation rising. Avery’s defiance wasn’t grief, it was steel. Most people broke. Avery didn’t. 

“Spiraling,” Jordan repeated, clipped. “That’s all you’ve got? Broke, angry, bad company? Not helpful.” 

Avery’s lips curved, sharp. “Maybe because I don’t have the answers you want.” 

Jordan stepped closer, heat under her collar. “You told him
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