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Dedication

To those who loved deeply, 

trusted fully, 

and learned—sometimes painfully—

that choosing yourself is the bravest act of all. 

This story is for you. 




Disclaimer

This book contains themes of emotional manipulation, psychological control, obsession, and intense romantic conflict. 

The events and characters depicted are fictional and intended for storytelling purposes only. The author does not promote or glorify violence, abuse, or harmful behaviour in relationships. 

Reader discretion is advised. 




Introduction

Love has many faces. 

Some are gentle. 

Some are intoxicating. 

And some arrive disguised as devotion—only to reveal danger beneath desire. 

Love In The Line Of Fire is a romantic thriller that explores how attraction can blur judgment, how obsession can wear the mask of affection, and how strength often awakens only when innocence is tested. 

This is not a story about perfect love. 

It is a story about awareness, survival, and the moment a woman realises that love should never demand her silence, her fear, or her life. 
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Chapter 1: The Girl Who Lived Simply

She had always believed that a quiet life was a safe life. 

Morning arrived the same way every day for Anaya—soft light slipping through thin curtains, the distant call of street vendors, the kettle whistling before it boiled too far. She lived in a small rented room above a tailor’s shop, the kind of place people passed without noticing, and she liked it that way. Nothing dramatic ever happened here. Nothing dangerous. Nothing that asked too much of her heart. 

She rose before the world fully woke, tying her hair into a loose braid, fingers practised and gentle. Her reflection in the cracked mirror showed a girl who didn’t try too hard—simple cotton dress, clear eyes, lips that curved naturally when she smiled. People often mistook her quietness for weakness, her modesty for ignorance. She never corrected them. 

Outside, the street smelled of dust and tea leaves. Life moved slowly here, like it was content with itself. Anaya walked to the bus stop with her bag tucked close to her side, watching couples argue softly, shopkeepers lifting shutters, children dragging schoolbags heavier than their dreams. 

She worked at a small publishing office—proofreading manuscripts, correcting grammar, fixing other people’s stories while her own remained unwritten. It wasn’t glamorous, but it paid enough. More importantly, it kept her invisible. 

Invisible was safe. 

At lunch, she ate alone, reading novels she borrowed from the second-hand stall down the road. Romance always found her in pages, never in life. She liked it that way. Love, she believed, was meant to be gentle. Earned. Quiet. Like a hand reaching for yours without demanding anything in return. 

She had seen what happened to women who mistook intensity for love. 

Her mother had once done the same. 

By evening, the sky bruised into shades of violet and grey. Anaya left work later than usual, the office lights blinking off one by one. She wrapped her shawl tighter around herself as the wind picked up, unaware that this ordinary delay—this one small change—was already shifting the shape of her fate. 

The café on the corner was crowded, laughter spilling out onto the pavement. She hesitated, then stepped inside, needing warmth more than solitude. The place smelled of roasted coffee and rain-soaked coats. She ordered her usual—plain tea, no sugar—and found a seat near the window. 

That was when she felt it. 

Not a touch. Not a sound. 

A presence. 

She didn’t look immediately. Something inside her warned her not to. Instead, she took a slow sip of tea, her heartbeat oddly unsteady. The air felt thicker, heavier, as though the room had tilted without her noticing. 

When she finally glanced up, her eyes met his. 

He was leaning against the counter, tall, impeccably dressed, dark hair falling just imperfectly over his forehead. His smile was easy—too easy—like he had learned exactly how to wear it. There was confidence in the way he stood, in the way his gaze didn’t flicker or apologise. 

He wasn’t staring.

He was choosing. 

Anaya looked away first, irritation pricking her calm. Men noticed her sometimes—it wasn’t new—but this felt different. Not admiration. Not curiosity. 

Assessment. 

She focused on the rain streaking the window, counting drops to steady herself. When she glanced again, he was still there. Still watching. Still smiling faintly, as though he knew something she didn’t.

She finished her tea quickly and stood to leave. 

“Careful,” a voice said, smooth and low, just as she stepped past him. “The floor’s slippery.”

She paused despite herself. 

“Thank you,” she replied politely, not meeting his eyes.

“You’re welcome,” he said. “Though I suspect you’d have managed just fine without me.” There was amusement in his tone. Confidence. A familiarity that unsettled her. 

She nodded and moved on, heart tapping faster than it should have. Outside, the air felt colder. She walked quickly, telling herself she was imagining things. Telling herself he was just another man with too much charm and nowhere to put it. 

