
​​[image: ]

Table of Contents

BLURB

EXCERPT (from Chapter 6)

COPYRIGHT

DEDICATION

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

EPILOGUE

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

THROUGH FIRE SERIES OVERVIEW

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

BLURB

[image: ]


Charlie Hale is a tough-as-nails FBI agent with one mission: uncover the truth behind the brutal murders of judges and prosecutors in Traverse City, Michigan. What he doesn’t expect is being forced to work with Alexis “Lexi” Vega, a brilliant cyber specialist who challenges him at every turn and just happens to be the bane of his existence.
As tensions spark between Charlie and Lexi, their investigation unravels a web of greed, drugs, and corruption that reaches far beyond their small town. When they discover just how high the conspiracy goes, the stakes become deadly. The powerful leader behind the network has plans for them, and those plans include making sure they never leave alive.
In a world where trust is fragile and danger lurks in every shadow, Charlie and Lexi must fight side by side to survive. But as bullets fly and secrets unravel, they find something neither of them expected: love. And in the end, it might be the only thing strong enough to save them.
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Smoke thickened, curling through the shattered warehouse. Lexi hauled Charlie upright, dragging his arm over her shoulders.

He winced, barely managing, “Lexi... go... leave me...”

She barked a bitter laugh. “Right. I’ll leave you here so Adrian can finish the job. Solid plan.”

More gunfire. Shadows moved through the flames, Adrian’s men, closing in.

“Move!” she snapped.

Charlie staggered beside her, breath ragged but determined. They crashed through a twisted doorway and into the open yard. Cold air hit like ice, but relief was short-lived. Masked silhouettes swarmed the dock. SWAT was pinned behind containers, bullets chewing through steel.

Lexi shoved Charlie behind crates as rounds punched metal inches from their heads.

“Stay low!” she yelled, firing two clean shots.

Charlie forced himself upright, weapon shaking. “They’re not letting us out.”

“Oh really? Was it the bullets or the flaming death trap that gave it away?”
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This book is dedicated to all the fans of true crime TV shows.

With Love,  V.V.
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The first bullet shattered the calm.

Judge Eleanor Price jerked backward, crumpling against the mahogany railing of her lakeside deck as the bourbon glass slipped from her fingers. Crimson spread across her silk blouse, blooming bright against the winter air. Her gasp drifted across the frozen lake like a dying ghost.

From the tree line, the shooter lowered his rifle with surgical precision, no rush, no hesitation. Just a clean retreat into the shadows.

Miles away, Charlie Hale’s phone buzzed on the dashboard of his black SUV. He didn’t need to look. Bad news had a particular vibration. Aiden Lewis, his partner, confirmed it the second Charlie answered.

“Another one,” Lewis said. “High profile. Same signature.”

Charlie’s jaw flexed, grip tightening on the wheel. Three judges in two weeks. All tied to the corruption case his sister had nearly died for. He’d sworn Jordan was done with that nightmare.

But promises didn’t stop bullets.

He flipped on the siren. “Send me everything. Lock down the scene. No leaks.”

“Already done,” Lewis said. “But you’re not gonna like this next part.”

Charlie exhaled through his teeth. “Hit me.”

“She wasn’t alone.”

His pulse kicked. “Who?”

“Lexi Vega. Cyber division. Said she was meeting the judge about a sealed file. And Hale... she’s already talking to the press.”

Charlie swore, slamming his palm against the wheel. Lexi Vega. Trouble wrapped in a leather jacket and a grin sharp enough to draw blood. Brilliant, reckless, allergic to authority. A walking migraine on a case already teetering.

He pushed the SUV harder, siren screaming through the night. Somewhere ahead, a woman with too many secrets and a mouth that never shut was about to blow up his crime scene.

And maybe save it.
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Charlie crouched beside Judge Price’s body, cold wind biting at his face as he examined the entry wound. Clean shot. Professional. No hesitation.

He rose just in time to see Lexi lounging near the tech van like this was a casual Tuesday, not a homicide involving a federal judge.

“Put that tablet down,” he said, voice clipped.

“Relax, Hale.” She didn’t look up. “I’m pulling metadata before your boys stomp all over it.”

Charlie stepped in, casting a long shadow across her screen. “Alexis Vega,” he said slowly, savoring the reaction.

Her head snapped up, eyes narrowing. “Don’t.”

He smirked. “What? That’s your name, isn’t it?”

“It’s Lexi.” Chin up, shoulders squared. “Only people who want to get their ass kicked call me Alexis.”

Charlie’s grin widened. “Noted.”

She crossed her arms. “You think you’re cute, don’t you?”

“I do,” he said. “And I think you’re stalling. Why were you meeting Judge Price?”

Lexi’s lips curled into a wicked smile. “Wouldn’t you like to know, Charles?”

His jaw tightened. “It’s Charlie.”

“Oh, I know.” She brushed past him with a flick of her hair. “But Charles sounds so... uptight. Fits you perfectly.”

He watched her stride toward the van, boots crunching in fresh snow. “This is going to be hell,” he muttered.
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Lexi pretended to focus on the tablet, but her pulse still ticked from the way Charlie had said her name. Alexis.

Damn him. Anyone else tried that, she’d break their fingers.

But when he said it, low, deliberate, that iron-clad voice wrapped around the syllables in a way she wasn’t prepared for.

She flicked her gaze up, catching his profile as he barked orders to Lewis. That jawline could cut glass. The shadow of stubble made him look even more dangerous. And those eyes, storm-dark, steady, looked right through you, like they wanted truth and weren’t afraid to tear down walls to get it.

Her thoughts drifted, traitorous. His hair was longer than last time, brushing his collar when the wind moved it. She imagined threading her fingers through it, tugging just enough to crack that stoic control he wore like armor.

Focus, Vega. You’re here to crack a killer’s code, not fantasize about the Bureau’s brooding poster boy.

Still, when he turned and their eyes collided across flashing lights, her stomach flipped. And when he said her name again, Alexis, she knew one thing with unsettling certainty:

He was the only man alive who could get away with it.
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Charlie watched Lexi swagger toward the tech van, boots crunching like she owned the place. Fury simmered under his skin, but that wasn’t the real problem.

The real problem was her voice in his head. Charles. Like a dare he had no business wanting to rise to.

It shouldn’t have gotten under his skin.

But it had.

Just like those sharp brown eyes that cut through every defense he’d ever built. Eyes that didn’t flinch. Eyes that made him think things he had no business thinking on a triple-homicide investigation.

And her hair, dark, loose, brushing her shoulders, made imagining his fingers in it far too easy. Her lips, that wicked grin... yeah. He knew exactly how to wipe that smirk off her face.

Charlie shoved the thoughts aside. Focus, Hale. Judges are dropping. You don’t have time for distractions.

He thumbed open his phone.

Charlie: You’re a bad influence

Jordan: ???

Charlie: Ever since you fell for a suspect, now I’m thinking about Lexi in ways I shouldn’t

Jordan: 😂 Told you it happens when you least expect it. Good luck, big brother.

Charlie shoved the phone away, muttering, “Hell no. Not happening.”

But when Lexi glanced over her shoulder and their eyes locked again, he knew he was lying to himself.
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Charlie hated being late. He hated mess. And he absolutely hated that Lexi Vega was already waiting by his SUV, leaning against the hood like chaos made flesh.

Her leather jacket gleamed under the streetlight, that smirk pure trouble. He’d spent half the night trying, and failing, to forget the way she’d said his name like it was a private joke. Charles. It still echoed in his head.

“Morning, sunshine,” Lexi said, pushing off the hood. “Ready to play chauffeur?”

Charlie unlocked the doors. “You’re riding with me because Lewis says you’re essential. Don’t make me regret it.”

“Oh, Hale,” she purred, sliding into the passenger seat. “You regretted it the second you saw me.”

He climbed in, gripping the wheel tighter than necessary. Her perfume, sharp and sweet, hit him like a punch. He stole a glance and instantly regretted it. Hair glowing in the streetlight. Eyes daring him. Lips he shouldn’t be thinking about.

He shook himself. Case first. Fantasies never.

Lexi stretched out, boots propped on the dash. “So, Charles, what’s the plan?”

“It’s Charlie,” he bit out.

She grinned. “Not to me.”

“Fucking hell.”

Lexi’s soft laugh filled the SUV. Charlie wasn’t sure he’d survive this case with her.
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The diner smelled like coffee and bacon, the kind of place where secrets shouldn’t exist but always did. Charlie slid into the booth across from Lexi. She was already halfway through a plate of pancakes, tablet propped against the napkin holder like a shield.

“You eat like you’ve got nothing to worry about,” he muttered.

“Stress burns calories,” she said. “I’m just staying ahead.”

His phone buzzed. Unknown number. No caller ID.

A single sentence: the scales tip when the blindfold falls

Charlie frowned. “What

























[image: ]
























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THRiJGH
SHADOWS





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
THROUGH
SHADOWS
'AND STEEL

Through Fire Series Book 2 ,;7
VIVIAN VINCENT





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





