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THE LINE

“Some lines are meant to be crossed,

Some hearts are meant to meet again.”

A Novel
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For those who crossed the line for love... and found themselves there.
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The night was too quiet.

Then—

A shiver.

A broken breath.


A woman trembled on the cold floor, her body barely holding itself together. Her fingers shook uncontrollably as she clutched a shattered phone, the cracked screen flickering in and out of life... much like her.



Blood slid down from her temple, warm against her skin.

She pressed the phone to her ear.

One ring.

Two.

Then—

“911, what’s your emergency?”

Silence.

A faint gasp.

“Hello? Ma’am, can you hear me?”

Her lips parted, but no words came—only pain.

“Ma’am, are you in danger? Please respond.”

A whisper finally broke through.

“...I...”

Her voice trembled.

“...I need help...”

“Okay, stay with me. What’s your name?”

She swallowed hard, fighting to stay conscious.


“...Jasleen...”

A breath. “...Jasleen Kaur...”



“Jasleen, tell me what happened.”


Her grip tightened around the phone. “I... I was hit...” Her breathing became uneven. “...badly... I think I’m bleeding...”



“Help is on the way. Stay with me. Who hurt you?”

A pause.

Then—

“My husband...”

A tear slipped down, mixing with blood.

“...he took my baby...”

The operator’s tone sharpened.

“Ma’am, what is your husband’s name?”

Jasleen tried to answer.

Her lips moved.

“Gur—”

The phone slipped from her hand.

A dull thud.

Silence.

Minutes Later

Red and blue lights tore through the darkness of Chimney Heights.

Police vehicles surrounded the house.

Paramedics rushed inside.

Moments later, a stretcher emerged.


Jasleen Kaur—unconscious, pale, her hair matted with blood—was lifted into the ambulance.



Sirens pierced the night.

Next Door

Knock. Knock. Knock.

A pause.

Then louder.

Knock. Knock.

Inside, a man stirred.


He sat up slowly, dragging a hand over his face before getting to his feet. Still half-asleep, slightly irritated.

Bare-chested, tattoos stretched across his arms and torso. He walked to the door and pulled it open halfway.



Two officers stood outside.

A man. A woman.

“Sorry to disturb you at this hour, sir,” the male officer said.

The man leaned against the frame, voice rough with sleep.

“...Yeah. What’s going on?”


“We received a report from your neighbor’s house. Possible assault. We’re checking if you heard or saw anything unusual.”



He frowned faintly. “Not really... I was asleep. 


“A beat.” maybe I heard something. Like yelling.” A small shrug.

“Thought I was dreaming.”



His eyes sharpened slightly.

“What happened?”

The female officer stepped forward.


“The victim has been identified as Jasleen Kaur. She’s been taken to the hospital—unconscious.”



Something flickered in his gaze.

Quick.

Controlled.

Gone.

“...Jasleen,” he repeated.

“Do you know her?”

He shook his head casually.

“Not really. Saw her move in. We talked... once or twice.”

“And her husband?”

“Never met him.”

The male officer nodded, jotting something down.

“Alright. If you remember anything—”

But the female officer hadn’t moved.

She was watching him.

A little too closely.

He noticed.

Of course he did.

A slow, effortless smile touched his lips.

“Didn’t expect company tonight.”

She blinked, then straightened.

“Officer Amanda Cruz.”

“Rabat.”

A pause.

“Rabat Vega.”

“Nice to meet you, Mr. Vega.”

He tilted his head slightly.

“Likewise, Amanda.”

The silence between them stretched—subtle, charged.

The male officer cleared his throat.

Loudly.

Amanda ignored him.

“If we need to follow up—”

Rabat extended his hand.

“Got something I can write on?”

She hesitated—just for a second—then handed over her notebook.

He took it, scribbling slowly.

Deliberately.

Then handed it back.

“604... 484... 6969.”

Amanda glanced at the number, then back at him.

“We may call.”

Rabat’s smile lingered.

“I’ll be waiting.”

A beat.

Then softer—

“Encantado de conocerte.”

Amanda’s lips curved slightly.

“...Likewise.”

The male officer exhaled in quiet annoyance.

“We’re done here.”

Amanda handed Rabat her card.

“In case we need anything else.”

Their fingers brushed.

Brief.

Intentional.

“Good night,” she said.

Rabat stepped back.

“Buenas noches... cuídate.”

The door closed slowly.

Inside

Silence returned.

Rabat stood still for a moment.

Then turned.

His phone lit up on the table.

The screen glowed in the dark.

11 missed calls.

His eyes narrowed slightly.

The name on the screen—

Jasleen

He stared at it for a few seconds.

Unreadable.

Then—

A faint smile touched his lips.

Not warm.

Not surprised.

Something quieter.

Something deeper.

He picked up a cigarette.

Lit it.

The flame flickered against his face before fading.


Smoke rose slowly into the air, curling like a thought that refused to settle.



His gaze drifted toward the wall—

toward her house.

He exhaled.

“Too soon...”

A pause.

Another drag.

“...or maybe...”

A shadow of a smile.

“...just in time.”

The smoke thickened, dissolving into the dark.

And Rabat Vega stood there—

thinking.

Planning.
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The world came back in fragments.

A soft beep.

A distant voice.

Light—too bright.

Jasleen’s eyelids fluttered open.

White ceiling.

Strange smell.

Cold.


She tried to move, but a sharp pain shot through her head. A faint gasp escaped her lips.



A nurse noticed immediately and stepped closer.

“Hey... easy,” she said gently. “You’re okay.”

Jasleen blinked, confused.


“...Where am I?” Her voice was dry, barely audible. “What... what happened?”



The nurse adjusted the blanket over her.


“You’re at Surrey Memorial Hospital. You were brought in last night.”

A reassuring smile. “You’ve been injured, but nothing critical. The doctor will explain everything in detail, alright?”



Jasleen stared at her for a second.

Then suddenly—

“My baby...”

Her breathing quickened.

“Where is my child?”

The nurse hesitated.

Just for a moment.

“I... I’m sorry, hun. I don’t have any updates on that.”

Jasleen’s face crumpled.

“No... no, no...” Her voice broke. “I need my baby... please...”

Tears spilled down her cheeks.


“Simran...” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Simran... where are you...”



Her body shook as the sobs took over.

“Please... bring her back... please...”

The nurse glanced toward the door, nervous now.

“Doctor—!”

The doctor rushed in, calm but alert.


“Jasleen, listen to me,” she said firmly, checking her pulse.

“You need to calm down. Your blood pressure is rising, and that’s not good for you right now.”



Jasleen shook her head weakly, crying.

“My baby... they took her...”


“I understand,” the doctor said, softer now. “But the police are already involved. They’re looking for your child. You’re safe here.”



Jasleen tried to speak again, but her breathing was becoming erratic.

The doctor exchanged a quick look with the nurse.

A subtle nod.

“We need to sedate her,” she said quietly.

The nurse prepared the injection.

Jasleen barely noticed.


“Simran...” she whispered again, her voice fading.

“Simran...”



The needle slid into her arm.

Her body slowly relaxed.

Her breathing softened.

Tears still lingered on her face as her eyes drifted shut.

“...Simran...”

And then—

Darkness.

Later That Morning

Music pulsed through the gym.

Bodies moved in rhythm.

Feet pounding against treadmills.

The group session was in full swing.


“Come on, push it!” the instructor, Brad, shouted. “Last round—don’t give up now!”



Sweat glistened under the bright lights.

Bridgette kept cycling, breathing hard but steady.

Behind her, Rabat matched her pace effortlessly.

Focused.

Controlled.

Unbothered.

“Five more seconds!” Brad yelled. “Give me everything you’ve got!”

Then—

“Stop!”

The machines slowed.


“Good work, everyone,” Brad said, clapping his hands. “Grab your drinks, take five, then continue your solo sessions.”



Rabat stepped off his treadmill, grabbing his protein shake.

Bridgette wiped her face with a towel, still catching her breath.

“So,” Rabat said casually, taking a sip, “how’s John?”

Bridgette smirked. 


“As usual.” She glanced at him. “What about you? You look like you didn’t sleep.”



Rabat let out a low chuckle.

“Didn’t.”

Her smile widened.

“Oh... so you missed me?”

Rabat laughed.


“Yeah. Terribly.” A pause. “Would’ve been nice to have you in my bed.”



Bridgette rolled her eyes, amused.

“Please. You’d complain in five minutes.”

“Not last night,” Rabat replied smoothly. “Felt a little... empty.”

She raised a brow.

“Aw. That’s new.”

Rabat shrugged lightly.

“Had some unexpected company though.”

Bridgette slowed her movement.

“Company?”


“A police officer,” he said, almost casually. “Came knocking in the middle of the night.”



Bridgette stopped completely now.

“Wait—what?”

Rabat moved over to the bench press, helping her position the bar.

“Easy,” he said. “Don’t rush it.”

She gripped the bar.

“You’re changing the subject.”

“I’m spotting you,” he replied calmly.

She scoffed.

“I hate your f—king commands.”

Rabat smirked.

“You don’t hate them in bed.”

Bridgette exhaled sharply, pushing the weight up.

“Shut up.”

Rabat helped guide the bar.

“So what did she want?” Bridgette asked.

“Nothing much,” he said. “Just questions.”

“About?”

Rabat paused for a second.

Then—

“You know the Indian girl next door?”

Bridgette frowned.

“Yeah... what about her?”

“Something happened,” he said. “Police took her to the hospital.”

Bridgette’s expression hardened instantly.

“Men...” she muttered under her breath.

Rabat raised an eyebrow.

“Oh? What’s going on?”

She dropped the bar onto the rack.

“Nothing.”

“John still treating you well?” Rabat asked, watching her.

She gave a dry smile.

“Too well.”

A beat.

“So, well that he’s become completely useless in bed.”

Rabat laughed.

“Well... I’m always available.”

She shot him a look.

“You’re unbelievable.”

“Honest,” he corrected.

Bridgette shook her head.


“Sleeping with your ex while married to someone else...”

She let out a short laugh. “God, why can’t we just stay normal?”



Rabat leaned back slightly.

“Normal is overrated.”

She smirked.

“Friends with benefits, huh?” A pause. “You pervert.”

Rabat just smiled.

“Anything for you, baby.”

Parking Lot

The air was cooler outside.

Bridgette walked toward her car, unlocking it.

Rabat followed at a relaxed pace.

As she opened the door, she paused.

“You should go see her.”

Rabat frowned slightly.

“Who?”

Bridgette looked at him.

“Jasleen. The neighbor.”

Rabat tilted his head.

“Why?”


“Because she’s probably alone,” Bridgette said simply. “And you’re right next door.”



Rabat shrugged.

“I already told the police I don’t know her well.”

Bridgette scoffed.


“Fuck the police.” She looked at him directly. “At least act like a decent neighbor.”



Rabat laughed under his breath.

“Community watch now?”

“Don’t be an asshole,” she shot back.

He smiled, amused.

“In that case... maybe I should impress the police first.”

Bridgette shook her head, giving up.

“You’re impossible.”

She got into her car.

Rabat gave a small wave.

“Drive safe.”

The engine started.

She pulled away.

Alone

Rabat leaned against his car.

Pulled out a cigarette.

Lit it.

The flame flickered briefly, then disappeared.

He exhaled slowly.

Smoke drifted into the air.

His expression shifted.

Subtle.

Distant.

Thoughtful.

For a moment, the noise of the world faded.

And something else crept in—

Confusion.

Or maybe calculation.

His gaze lowered.

Then slowly lifted.

Somewhere far from the parking lot.

Somewhere else entirely.

He took another drag.

Exhaled.

And stood there—

lost in thought.
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Chimney Heights, Surrey — 6 Months Ago


“Jasleen, puttar... can you hold the baby for a second? I need to help Gurpreet with the bags,” Kuldeep called out, slightly breathless.

“Ji, Mataji,” Jasleen replied softly, adjusting Simran in her arms.

(Yes, mother.)

The driveway was cluttered with boxes, suitcases, and pieces of a life still unsettled.



Gurpreet wiped sweat from his forehead.


“This is getting heavier than I thought,” he muttered. “Moving house, handling everything...”
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