
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Crossing Lines

        

        
        
          Theo Gray

        

        
          Published by Theo Gray, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CROSSING LINES

    

    
      First edition. September 22, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Theo Gray.

    

    
    
      Written by Theo Gray.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Juliette

I didn’t come here to start over.

I came here to disappear.

The town of Wexley Bay looked like it had been airbrushed by nostalgia—sun-bleached cottages, a harbor that smelled of brine and memory, and a main street lined with clapboard storefronts that promised hand-poured candles and gluten-free regrets. Seagulls circled lazily above the fishing boats docked along weathered piers, their distant cries mingling with the soft clink of rigging. The kind of place that whispered stay awhile to tourists and stay small to everyone else.

I needed small.

I needed quiet.

The house I’d rented sat on the outskirts of town, where manicured yards gave way to tall grass and wildflowers that pushed up defiantly through cracks in the sidewalk. It had peeling blue shutters, faded paint that had long given up resisting the sea breeze, and a porch swing that creaked like it held onto secrets.

For me, Wexley Bay was just far enough off the map that no one would ask the wrong questions. Or recognize the woman who’d once worn courtroom heels like armor and shredded egos before noon.

I’d lasted three weeks in New York after the fallout. Long enough to watch my reputation bleed out in slow motion while polite smiles turned to polite silence. Long enough to feel every whispered gossip burn its way into my skin. The tabloids had their whisper campaign. The board had their scapegoat. My carefully curated life had unraveled in public, my shame dissected over expensive cocktails and boardroom whispers.

Now, I was trying very hard not to feel like the punchline to a very expensive cautionary tale.

My suitcases hadn’t even cooled on the dusty wooden floors before I poured myself a glass of wine and stood barefoot in the doorway, letting the warm evening air wrap around me as I attempted to exhale months of tension.

Then I saw him.

Across the street.

Leaning against the hood of a black vintage Jaguar like a goddamn cologne ad come to life.

Sebastian Cross.

Of course. Of course he’d be here.



The glass tightened in my grip until my knuckles turned white.

He hadn’t seen me—I didn’t think. I ducked back from the doorway with my heart doing sprints and my breath catching like I’d been caught stealing something.

Sebastian Cross. Here, of all places? This couldn’t be a coincidence.

But fate had never struck me as creative.

Just cruel.

I paced the narrow front hall, floorboards creaking beneath my restless steps like they were tired of secrets, too. My skin itched, my chest tightened. Memories surged back, uninvited and unwelcome.

Two years. Two years since the law firm imploded, and I walked out with a cardboard box, my pride leaking out of every step.

Sebastian had been the match that lit the fire.

The press painted him as gracefully stepping down. Me? "Let go pending internal review"—translation: buried, silenced, erased.

I hadn’t seen him since.

Until now.



From the side window, I watched like a coward.

He didn’t pace. Didn’t fidget. Just leaned back against the Jaguar like the world could come to him. Arms crossed. Collar tugged slightly by the ocean breeze, completely infuriating.

He looked older. Sharper. Still painfully put-together. Still carved out of restraint and ambition.

Then he turned.

And looked directly at my house.

I ducked again, my breath shallow, chest hammering.

There was no way this was random.

Yet here he was. Casual. Calm. Close enough to undo me all over again.

I poured another glass of wine, heavier this time. My hands trembled, splashing droplets onto the countertop. I took a long, unsteady sip, feeling the alcohol burn all the way down.

I had come here to reset. The legal aid job I’d landed was small, underpaid, and exactly what I needed. No cameras. No lawsuits. Just meaningful work.

No one here knew about Langford & Cross. No one knew I’d trusted a man with everything—and watched him vanish the second it cost him something.

At least, that had been the plan.



I pulled out my laptop and the worn legal pad I still used when I needed grounding. The interview was tomorrow. I’d be composed. Controlled. Unflappable.

No distractions.

No drama.

No men with courtroom voices and betrayal carved into their spines.

Yet, as I lay in bed that night, sea air curling through the cracked window, I couldn’t stop replaying the way Sebastian had turned.

Not like he was surprised.

More like he already knew I was here.

And he was waiting.
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Juliette

I woke before sunrise, the room still shadowed in muted blues and grays. Sleep had been a distant promise—broken by restless dreams filled with crowded courtrooms and whispered betrayals.

I rose slowly, rubbing my eyes as the day's reality settled around me. Sunlight filtered softly through the sheer curtains, washing the walls in gentle gold, highlighting the worn patterns of wallpaper I hadn’t noticed the night before.

In the quiet morning, my memories were sharper, clearer. I remembered Sebastian’s cold stare, the clinical detachment as our boardroom conversation unraveled into something brutal, merciless. My chest tightened at the memory, anger simmering beneath fresh waves of humiliation.

After brewing a strong pot of coffee, I took my mug outside and settled onto the creaky porch swing. Morning mist curled over the grass, and the ocean air was cool against my cheeks, carrying the distant murmur of waves and faint hints of salt.

Today’s interview felt suddenly daunting. I knew nothing about small-town politics, local dynamics, or the community ties that bound Wexley Bay. I wasn’t sure how to fit into a place that felt both inviting and unknowable.

Yet, in spite of everything, the thought of meaningful work stirred something deep inside me—a quiet determination, an ember stubbornly glowing beneath the ashes of my confidence.

I pulled my cardigan tighter around myself, bracing for whatever came next. No matter how small this new beginning was, it was mine.

Sebastian Cross could stay across the street, a shadow in the past I was determined not to let touch my future.

Today was about stepping forward.

Even if every step was heavy with the weight of what I’d left behind.
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Chapter Three
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Sebastian

She saw me.

I’m not sure if she meant to look straight at me, or if it was reflex—like muscle memory remembering how to flinch. But there was no mistaking the flicker of recognition in her eyes. Then, just as quickly, she was gone from the doorway.
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