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I was playing solo, just trying to take the edge off a long day, when she landed in my lobby. “Azure” lit up on the roster. No mic at first. Just her tag blinking green, hovering beside mine like she’d been there before.

She wasn’t bad. I noticed that first. Quick reflexes. Sharp instincts. No bullshit. But then her voice came through my headset mid-match—light, high, and a little breathless.

“You gonna carry me or what?” she teased, laughing when I missed a shot.

That voice. Younger than I expected, but not a child. Playful. Warm.

“Not with you distracting me,” I said, leaning forward. “You always flirt with your teammates, or am I special?”

“Oooh,” she said, drawn out. “That confidence. I like it.”

She laughed again, this time quieter. It crackled a little in my headset, like she was trying not to smile too hard into her mic.

We finished the round fast. Won. I queued again without thinking, hoping she’d stay. She did.

“You’re actually decent,” she said after the next match. “That’s rare on this server.”

“Coming from someone named after a sky color?”

“It’s Azure. It’s French. Shut up.”

I grinned. She wasn’t trying hard. That’s what got me. The ones who tried were easy to ignore. She just was. A little chaos, a lot of sweetness.

“Do you always play this late?” I asked.

“Yeah. I can’t sleep. My brain won’t shut up unless I’m in another world.”

I understood that too well. I leaned back in my chair, exhaled slow, adjusted the mic closer.

“Same,” I said.

There was silence for a few seconds, but not the bad kind. Not awkward. Just... easy.

“So stay a while,” she said. “Maybe we can shut each other up.”

My heart beat once—hard. That kind of line from a stranger would usually sound cheap. With her voice, it felt dangerous.

“I’m in,” I said. “Let’s see what you’ve got, Azure.”

“Hope you’re good with being second place.”

“I’m good with you saying please when I pass you.”

“Oh, that’s how you play.”

She giggled, and I could almost picture her: knees tucked up, eyes bright, biting her lip while she said too much and loved it.

I didn't know what she looked like. Didn't need to. That voice had heat under it. That laugh. The way she drew out her vowels when she was flustered and tried to cover it with sass.

She made the screen feel warmer.

When the next match loaded, she hummed—literally hummed—a few bars of something low and rhythmic.

“You always make music when you’re nervous?” I asked.

“You always notice everything?”

“Only when it’s worth noticing.”

She didn’t respond right away. I waited.

“Your voice,” she said softly. “You sound older.”

“Older than what?”

“Older than me.”

“How old are you?”

“Old enough to know better,” she said, almost whispering.

That laugh again. Not playful this time. Something else. Something edged with interest.

“Older than me?” I said, pushing back.

“Not a chance.”

I heard her breathing, just a little. Shallow. Close to the mic.

“Okay, mystery man,” she said. “Let’s play.”

She stayed with me for three more rounds. Every match, the tension ratcheted up. I didn’t know anything about her except the heat in her voice and the way my hand drifted to my lap every time she spoke just a little softer than before.

I couldn’t see her. But I wanted to.

And that scared me more than it should have.
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We kept playing.

Night after night, same time. Always late. Always just us.

Sometimes it started with a match. Other nights we just sat in a private lobby and talked, controllers idle in our hands, her voice low and open like we were sharing a bed and not a server.

She never showed her face. Never told me her name. But she gave me pieces. Let me hear her laugh. Let me feel her moods through her breath.

And I kept showing up.

“You sound older,” she said one night, right after a win. “Not old. Just... like a man. Not a boy.”

I smirked, even though she couldn’t see it. “You say that like it’s a bad thing.”

She giggled. “No. It’s kind of hot. You talk like you already know what I’m thinking.”

“Do I?”

“Sometimes.” She paused, then added, “Sometimes I wish you didn’t.”

I leaned back in my chair, eyes on the ceiling, headset snug against my ears. I’d stopped pretending I wasn’t addicted to her voice.

“You’re dangerous, Azure.”

“Please,” she said, scoffing softly. “I’m the least dangerous person you’ve ever met.”

“No,” I said. “You just haven’t figured out how to be dangerous yet. That’s worse.”

She went quiet. Not gone—just quiet. Then I heard her breathing shift.

“You always notice everything?” she asked, voice lower.

“Only when it’s worth noticing.”

Another beat passed.

“I think about what you look like,” she said.

I swallowed.

“You picture me too?” she added, suddenly shy. “Or is that just a me thing?”

“I picture your mouth when you talk like that,” I said, my voice tight. “How you bite your lip when you're nervous. The way your eyes flutter when you laugh.”

“Oh,” she whispered.

“You like that?”

“Yeah,” she breathed. “It makes me feel... real.”

“You are real.”

She laughed, breathy and unsure. “I’m pixels in your ears.”

“And still the hottest thing I’ve heard in years.”

There was a pause.

“I’m not good at this,” she said quietly. “Like, in real life. I have no idea what I’m doing with men.”

“You’re doing just fine.”

“Talking is easy here,” she said. “But if you saw me in person... I’d probably choke.”

I adjusted in my chair, my body already hard just from her voice.

“I’d help you breathe,” I said.

She made a noise then—small, involuntary.

“I think you’d ruin me,” she said.

“I think you want me to.”

She didn’t respond, but I could hear her shifting. Maybe curling up. Maybe touching herself. I didn’t ask. I didn’t need to.

We played one more game that night. Didn’t speak much. Just short commands, half-laughs, the occasional caught breath.

After the match ended, neither of us logged out.

“You ever meet someone and just want to say something filthy?” she asked.

“Say it,” I said.

“No.” She was laughing again, but it was softer. “I’d die.”

“I won’t tell.”

“I bet you’d make it worse.”

I let a beat stretch.

“I’d make it better.”

She exhaled, and it sounded like surrender.

—-
[image: ]


She was quieter than usual that night. Not gone, just... thoughtful. I could hear it in the way she sighed between matches, the way her mic picked up the sound of her blankets rustling while we waited for another queue.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said softly. “Just thinking.”

“You don’t usually do that when we’re gaming.”

She laughed once under her breath. “Not true. I think too much. You just distract me from it.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“It is.”

We loaded into a new match. She played distracted. Missed shots. Hesitated in cover



























































[image: ]



































































[image: ]














































[image: ]





























































[image: ]












































































































[image: ]











































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





