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CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Blaze

      

      

      

      The sound of rapid gunfire fills my headphones as I sit in front of my computer, immersed in the virtual world. My fingers dance over the keyboard with ease, a testament to countless hours spent honing my skills. Blaze Montgomery – that's me, a computer programmer by day and an avid gamer by night. The glow of the screen reflects off my tattooed arms, a canvas of ink and dedication.

      "Nice shot, man!" Dylan Sinclair's voice comes through the headset, complimenting my latest kill. He's my best friend, my right-hand man in this pixelated chaos. We've been gaming together for years, our camaraderie forged through shared victories and crushing defeats.

      "Thanks, bro," I reply, grinning. "You're not doing so bad yourself."

      Our avatars charge through the battlefield, side by side, just like we've always been. Dylan's got my back, and I've got his. It's a bond that goes beyond the game, extending into the real world where we've laughed, fought, and celebrated life together.

      "Watch your six, Blaze!" Dylan warns, and I instinctively dodge an incoming attack.

      "Saved my ass there," I say with a chuckle.

      "Always, man," he responds, his laughter echoing mine.

      We push forward, our teamwork and skill dominating the match. It feels good, this perfect rhythm we've found together. But despite the thrill of the game and the satisfaction of our partnership, I can't shake the nagging feeling that something is missing—or rather, someone.

      My mind drifts to Nova, Dylan's little sister. She's like the sun—warm, radiant, and impossible to ignore. But she's also forbidden fruit, her brother's most treasured possession. I can't help but feel a twinge of guilt as I think about her, knowing how much it would hurt Dylan if he knew the truth about my obsession.

      "Focus, Blaze!" Dylan's voice snaps me out of my reverie, and I quickly return my attention to the game. We can't afford to lose now, not when we've come this far.

      "Sorry, man," I mumble, shaking off my thoughts of Nova. "I'm back in it."

      "Good," Dylan says, his tone light and teasing. "Can't have you daydreaming on me now."

      We continue playing, our focus sharp and our determination unwavering. But as I steal glances at Nova's social media profile, open on my second monitor, I can't help but wonder how long I can keep up this charade. My loyalty to Dylan is absolute, but my desire for Nova is a wildfire that threatens to consume me.

      "Great game, Blaze," Dylan praises, and I can hear the smile in his voice.

      "Same to you, man," I respond, forcing myself to stay present in the moment. "Again tomorrow night?"

      "Definitely," he agrees, and we sign off for the night.

      As I sit in the dim glow of my computer screen, the sound of gunfire replaced by silence, I can't help but feel a sense of longing. My thoughts drift toward Nova again. I imagine her blonde hair, the way she seems so carefree and how chipper her voice always sounds when I hear her talking to Dylan over the headset.

      I smile to myself as I pull up her social media profile and browse through her pictures for the millioneth time.

      I don't know how long I get lost in her, but I finally come to my senses with a shake of my head and a long sigh.

      I need to take my ass to bed and stop dreaming of what can never be.
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        * * *

      

      The sun dips low on the horizon as I settle into my desk chair, a fresh cup of coffee steaming beside my computer. My fingers tap an impatient rhythm along the edge of my keyboard, itching for the familiar sensation of WASD keys beneath them. I've spent all day tangled in the web of code that pays my bills, but now it's time for the play that keeps me sane.

      "Ready to roll?" Dylan's voice crackles through my headset, and I can picture him lounging in his own gaming lair, hundreds of miles away.

      "Born ready," I reply with a smirk, cracking my knuckles before diving headfirst into the virtual battleground we've conquered countless times before.

      As bullets whiz past and explosions rock our shared digital world, I thrive in the chaos. This is where I belong, in control and untouchable. But even with my focus honed to a razor's edge, there's still a part of me that drifts, thinking of a certain social media icon.

      "Shit, Blaze, watch your six!" Dylan shouts, snapping me back to the present. I suppress a curse at myself, spinning to take out the enemy that snuck up behind me.

      "Thanks, man," I mutter, trying to shove the image of Nova's latest selfie out of my mind. It's not the first time she's been a distraction, and if I'm honest, it won't be the last.

      "Anytime," Dylan grins, oblivious to the inner turmoil he's just saved me from. "Now let's go kick some ass."

      We fall into our usual rhythm, picking off targets with practiced precision. But as the hours wear on, my thoughts drift once again toward Dylan's little sister. I wonder what she's doing right now—probably laughing with friends or curled up with a book, unaware of the twisted desire that tugs at my heart.

      "Yo, Blaze," Dylan says, snapping me out of my reverie. "Wanna call it a night? I'm beat."

      "Sure, man," I agree, feigning exhaustion. The truth is, I could play for hours more, but I need some time alone with my thoughts—and with Nova's digital presence.

      "Good game," he tells me before signing off.

      "Good game," I echo, my fingers already twitching toward the bookmarked page that will transport me into her world.

      As I scroll through her photos, devouring each new detail like a starving man, I feel a sick thrill in the pit of my stomach. She's so close, yet so far away, and the knowledge that I shouldn't be doing this only makes the experience more intoxicating.

      "Fuck," I whisper, leaning back in my chair as my eyes linger on one particularly alluring shot of her in a bikini. It's torture, plain and simple, but it's a pain I've grown addicted to.

      "Get a grip, Blaze," I chastise myself, forcing my hand away from the mouse. "You can't keep doing this."

      But even as the words leave my lips, I know it's a lie. I'll never escape the gravitational pull of Nova Sinclair, and as long as her brother remains my best friend, she'll always be just out of reach—an unattainable beacon in the dark, beckoning me toward my own destruction.
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        * * *

      

      The sound of gunfire echoes through my headphones as I duck behind cover, my heart pounding in my chest. It's getting worse. I've become consumed by the thought of Nova. I'm playing games with Dylan—as usual—but tonight, it seems like nothing can distract me from the seductive pull of Nova's memory.

      "Blaze, you good?" Dylan's voice comes through the headset, snapping me back to the present.

      "Yeah, just...thinking," I mutter, forcing myself to refocus on the game.

      "About what?" he asks, his tone light and teasing.

      "Nothing important," I lie, not wanting to betray my hidden obsession.

      As we continue playing, my thoughts drift back to the first time I heard Nova's voice. It was a night just like this one, and she had been drinking at her brother's house. The sound of her laughter had trickled through the headset, sweet and intoxicating, making me feel like I'd caught a glimpse of something forbidden.

      "Hey, who's that?" I asked Dylan at the time, unable to hide my curiosity.

      "Nova, my sister," he replied, chuckling. "She's tipsy and wanted to say hi."

      "Hi Blaze!" Her voice slurred slightly but remained vibrant and full of life. "Dylan's told me so much about you."

      "Hey, Nova," I responded, desperately trying to keep my voice casual. "Nice to finally meet you."

      "Likewise! You're kinda famous around here," she teased, and I could hear the smile in her voice. "I've seen you dominate these games, and it's pretty damn impressive."

      "Thanks," I said, blushing despite myself. "You should join us sometime."

      "Maybe I will," she purred, and then, without warning, she added, "You know, Blaze, if you keep playing like this, I might just have to suck your cock."

      My heart skipped a beat, and my breath caught in my throat. For a moment, the world seemed to stand still, and all I could hear was the pounding of my pulse in my ears.

      "Nova!" Dylan shouted, his voice a mixture of shock and laughter. "What the fuck?"

      "Oops," she giggled, her tone unapologetic. "Guess I had one too many shots."

      "Sorry about that, man," Dylan said, sounding embarrassed. "She gets a bit... wild when she's drunk."

      I still couldn't speak, though, my heart beating out of my chest.

      "Blaze, you good, man?" Dylan asked after my silence. "What are you doing?"

      "Putting on my shoes," I joked. I couldn't resist the urge to fuck with Dylan.

      "You better fucking not be," Dylan warned. Though there was a laugh in his voice, I could also hear the protective edge to it.

      "What, man? I'm coming to see your sister. You heard her offer."

      "I swear to god, Blaze..." Dylan trailed off with a laugh.

      "I'm just fucking with you, man," I finally managed to choke out admist my laughing, my body thrumming with adrenaline and desire.

      "Seriously, bro, I'm sorry about my sister."

      "It's...fine," I assured him.

      But it wasn't fine. Not even close. From that moment on, I couldn't shake the image of Nova's lips wrapped around me, her eyes locked on mine as she brought me to the edge of ecstasy—an edge I knew I could never cross without betraying my best friend.

      "Blaze?" Dylan's voice breaks through my reverie once more. "Dude, we're getting killed here. Focus."

      "Right," I say, my fingers tightening around the controller. "I'm on it."

      As I throw myself back into the game, I can't help but feel like I'm losing control of something much larger than our virtual battleground. And as my thoughts drift back to Nova, I realize just how dangerous that loss could be.
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        * * *

      

      The sun glares through my window, making it impossible to sleep any longer. I groggily lift my head from the pillow and glance at the digital clock on my nightstand. It's barely nine a.m. on a Saturdday, but I'm wide awake now—and it's all her fault. Nova not only haunts my every waking thought now, but she also dominates my dreams.

      There's no escape from her, but truth be told, I don't even want to escape her image.

      "Morning," Dylan greets me as I join him on the headset. He's already on the game. "You're up early."

      I grunt as I pour myself a cup of coffee. We exchange our usual weekend morning pleasantries, but I can't help feeling like there's something hanging between us, and I know exactly what it is. It's a secret I'm desperately trying to keep.

      "Hey, do you remember that night a couple months ago when Nova was drunk at your place?" I ask casually, taking a sip of my coffee.

      "Which time?" he snorts. "She's always getting hammered when she comes over. What about it?"

      "Did she...ever say anything about what she said?" I pry, trying not to let my voice betray the urgency behind my question.

      Dylan's quiet for a moment before he answers. "Not that I recall," he says finally. "Dude, she probably doesn't even remember, and I'm sorry again. I wouldn't take it personally. That was just Nova being silly."

      I laugh. "I know, man," I say even as my heart falls. I'm not stupid. I know she wasn't serious, but having it confirmed still feels like a knife through my heart.

      We commence playing, but my mind drifts from the game.

      Maybe I can pretend it never happened, that she never whispered those sinful words into my ear, igniting a fire inside me that refuses to be extinguished.

      But pretending isn't enough. I need to see her, even if it's only through a screen. I pull out my phone, tapping through my carefully curated collection of Nova's social media accounts.

      Her most recent post is a selfie, her golden hair cascading around her shoulders as her blue eyes sparkle in the sunlight. She's wearing a bikini, her slender body pressed against a surfboard as the ocean laps at her feet. The caption reads: "Chasing waves and catching rays! [image: water wave][image: sun] #beachbabe."

      "Fuck," I whisper, my heart pounding in my chest as I swipe through the other photos. She looks so carefree, so innocent—completely unaware of the dark thoughts that consume me whenever I think of her.

      My thumb hovers over the screen, desperate to leave a comment, to let her know that I'm watching her, that she's not alone. But I can't. Not without betraying everything I am, everything I've built with Dylan.

      "God damn it, Nova," I mutter under my breath, my grip on the phone tightening until my knuckles turn white. "Why did you have to say those words?"

      As I continue to scroll through her pictures, I realize that no matter how hard I try to fight it, I'm already in too deep. I'm trapped in this twisted web of desire and obsession, and there's no way out—at least, not without losing her. And that's something I simply cannot do.

      "Blaze!" Dylan calls over the headset. "What are you doing, bro? We've got a game to play! We're getting slaughtered."

      "Sorry!" I murmur over the headset, quickly closing the app and shoving my phone in my pocket.

      As I turn my attention back to the TV, controller in hand, I can't help but feel like I'm losing control of my life—one click, one swipe, one sinful thought at a time. But as the screen lights up, and I lose myself in the virtual world once more, I know that there's no turning back.

      Because when it comes to Nova Sinclair, I'm all in—consequences be damned.
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        * * *

      

      I'm sitting on the edge of my bed, staring at my phone, wondering how the fuck I got here. It's the same routine every night—work, game with Dylan, and then obsess over his little sister, Nova. My loyalty to my best friend is tested every time my thumb hovers over her profile picture.

      "Fuck," I mutter, fighting a losing battle against my desire. I shouldn't be stalking her like this, but goddamn, it's like an addiction. My heart races, and I can feel the heat rising in my cheeks as I think about her.

      "Blaze, man! We're getting our asses handed to us. Where are you?" Dylan's voice breaks through my headset, pulling me back to reality.

      "Sorry, dude. Just needed a sec. I'm back." I take a deep breath, trying to shove my obsession for Nova to the back of my mind as I focus on the game.

      The truth is, I'd do anything to protect her. But how am I supposed to keep her safe when I can't even trust myself?

      "Nice save, Blaze!" Dylan cheers as we narrowly avoid defeat. He has no idea that while I'm saving virtual lives, I'm constantly battling the urge to cross the line with his sister.

      "Thanks, man," I reply, injecting some charm into my voice, masking my inner turmoil. "You know me, always looking out for my teammates."

      "Damn right!" he laughs. "But seriously, man, we make a hell of a team."

      "Always have, always will," I say, attempting to reassure both him and myself.

      And yet, Nova invades my thoughts again. Her laugh, her smile, the way she makes me feel alive when everything else in my world feels stagnant. I want her so fucking bad, and it takes every ounce of self-control not to act on it.

      "Blaze? You still there?" Dylan's voice pulls me back again, and I shake my head to clear my thoughts.

      "Sorry, man. Just spaced out for a sec."

      "Hey, no worries. Just don't let it happen during the game, alright?" He chuckles, and I force a laugh in response.

      "Deal."

      As the night wears on, my mind can't help but drift back to Nova. The internal struggle between loyalty and desire threatens to consume me, an ever-present battle raging within. I know I need to keep her safe, even if it means keeping my distance. But fuck, that's easier said than done.

      "Alright, Blaze, I'm calling it a night," Dylan says, yawning. "Catch you tomorrow?"

      "Definitely, man. Sleep well."

      "Thanks, you too."

      As I take off my headset and turn off the console, the silence of my room feels suffocating. The darkness mirrors the twisted desire in my heart, a constant reminder of the line I'm precariously balancing on.

      "Nova," I whisper into the void, my voice heavy with longing. And as I close my eyes, I know deep down that this unrelenting obsession might destroy me.
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