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    To The Reader
Happy Reading and let your imagination guide you as you read. 
Hope you like this. Enjoy! 
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Act 1: The Obsession
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The Fan Who Wouldn’t Leave

The stadium roared as Jason Blake took his final bow. The flashing lights, the deafening cheers, the energy of the thousands of fans—it was intoxicating. Jason smiled, waving as he exited the stage, his heart pounding with the high of another successful concert.

From the shadows of the crowd, Emily Carter watched him with unblinking eyes.

She had been here before, in this same spot, in every city. She had seen this moment a hundred times, but it never got old. Watching Jason move, hearing his voice—it was everything.

As the stadium emptied, Emily stayed behind, lingering near the barricades. Security was ushering people out, but she knew how to blend in. She always did.

Her heart pounded when she saw Sophia Reynolds step onto the stage, running into Jason’s arms. Sophia’s laughter rang out, clear and beautiful. “Hug me more, superstar”, Sophie mumbled as they hugged tightly. 

Emily’s hands curled into fists.

She had spent years watching them. Loving Jason. Waiting for Sophia to make a mistake.

And soon, Sophia would. ’And I will be in Jason's arms forever, the one and only Mrs. Blake’. 

Emily smiled at her thoughts. 

Emily just had to be patient.

But it has been a decade-long, and the more Emily stalks, the more she understands how sure Jason’s love was for Sophia. She inserts herself in all of Jason’s friends' circles just so he can be at all times close to Jason, watching, dreaming, wishing, hoping of him in her arms, and plotting on how to get rid of Sophia.

The Perfect Shadow

The back entrance of the stadium was buzzing with activity. Security guards stood near the exits, ensuring fans didn’t sneak in for a final glimpse of Jason Blake.

But Emily Carter wasn’t just another fan.

Dressed in black, her hair tucked under a hood, she moved with the ease of someone who had done this before. Security was nothing but an obstacle—one she had learned to navigate over the past decade.

She waited near the staff exit, eyes locked on the sleek black SUV parked nearby. Jason and Sophia would leave through that door. They always did.

She knew their routine better than they did.

A soft drizzle began to fall, and she shivered, but the discomfort was nothing compared to the thrill racing through her veins. Jason was just a few feet away.

The door swung open.

Laughter. Footsteps. Then, his voice. “You don’t know how happy I am you came tonight, babe. I love you more every day. Let’s have babies already. What are we still waiting for”.

Jason’s deep, melodic tone sent a shiver through her. He was speaking to Sophia, his arm draped over her shoulder as they stepped outside, shielded by security.

Emily clenched her fists inside her jacket.

She hated how effortless it all seemed for Sophia—walking beside Jason like she belonged there. Like she wasn’t stealing what should have been Emily’s life.

Sophia tucked a strand of wet hair behind her ear and whispered something to Jason. He grinned. That grin—the one that Emily had memorized from every interview, every concert, every stolen moment from a distance.

She had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from screaming.

Instead, she stepped back, melting into the shadows as the SUV pulled away.

This wasn’t over. This was never over.

The First Move

Emily sat in her dimly lit apartment, surrounded by newspaper clippings, printed screenshots, and candid photos.

Jason’s face stared back at her from every corner of the room.

She ran her fingers over the glossy surface of a magazine featuring Jason and Sophia on the cover. "The Power Couple of the Decade," the headline read.

Emily snorted. Not for long.

She picked up her phone, scrolling through the dozens of social media accounts she had created over the years. Some were dedicated fan pages, some were anonymous profiles—tools for a much greater plan.

Tonight, she would plant the first seed.

She opened an anonymous account and typed carefully: "Sophia Reynolds isn’t who she says she is. Open your eyes, Jason. Before it’s too late."

A slow smile crept onto her lips as she pressed post.

Let the game begin.
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Act 2: The Destruction of Sophia
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A Whisper of Doubt

Jason Blake scrolled through his phone as he sat in the backseat of his SUV. Rain drizzled against the tinted windows, the city lights blurring into a golden haze.

Beside him, Sophia rested her head on his shoulder, her perfume faint but familiar.

“Babe, you okay?” she murmured, sensing his tension.

Jason exhaled, hesitating before turning the screen toward her. “This again.”

Sophia’s sleepy eyes flickered open as she read the anonymous post.

"Sophia Reynolds isn’t who she says she is. Open your eyes, Jason. Before it’s too late."

Sophia frowned. “Trolls. Don’t let them get to you.”

Jason ran a hand through his hair. He was used to rumors—came with the fame—but something about this felt different.

This wasn’t the first time someone had hinted at Sophia hiding something.

First, there had been strange emails, then fake stories in gossip columns, and now this.

Jason shook it off, forcing a smile. “Yeah. You’re right.” He kissed her forehead. “Just another jealous fan.”

But the seed had been planted.

The Lie That Worked

Emily smirked as she refreshed the post’s comments. Thousands of people had seen it.

Some dismissed it as nonsense.

But others? They were starting to ask questions.

That was all she needed.

She picked up her burner phone, dialing a number she had memorized.

A woman’s voice answered. “Who is this?”

Emily deepened her tone. “I have information about Sophia Reynolds.”

Silence. Then, cautious interest. “What kind of information?”

Emily’s lips curled.

“Something that will ruin her.”

Breaking the Perfect Image

Days later, tabloids exploded with headlines: 

"Sophia Reynolds’ Secret Affair?". "Leaked Photos Suggest Sophia Might Not Be So Loyal!"

"Jason Blake Betrayed?"

Jason stared at the photos on his phone, his grip tightening.

Blurry, grainy pictures showed Sophia at a bar with a man, a hand on her lower back, their faces close.

Jason’s stomach twisted.

He wanted to believe it was fake. But what if it wasn’t?

Sophia stormed into their apartment, tossing her bag on the counter. “Jason, you can’t seriously think this is real.”

He looked up at her, his jaw clenched. “Then explain it.”

Her face paled.

Emily watched the scene unfold from afar, scrolling through the chaos she had created online.

It had begun.

And Sophia had no idea just how far Emily was willing to go. Sophia and Jason started fighting almost every day. Sophia couldn’t understand how Jason can just fall for all these craps as she thought Jason had known her for a long time now – 5 years that’s enough for him to know who she is. How could he possibly fall for this? “Someone is trying to break us up can’t you see, Jason?”, Sophia would cry during their fights. But Jason was losing his trust. 

The Disappearance of Sophia Reynolds

The fights between Jason and Sophia became frequent to the point where Sophia had to secretly move out of their penthouse. At this point, she could feel, she was losing Jason and she felt helpless. Jason was going behind her back but wouldn’t just be honest about it to Sophia. 

Then Sophia started receiving threats. 

Texts. Emails. Handwritten letters were left on her car windshield.

At first, she ignored them. Then, she started feeling watched.

One night, she woke up to a soft noise in their apartment. Footsteps.

Heart pounding, she reached for her phone and dialed Jason—but the call went to voicemail.

Then came the final warning.

A note slipped under their front door, written in red ink:

"Leave Jason. Or I’ll make you disappear."

Because of these threats, Jason asked Sophia to move back to their home when she asked him if she could stay with him. Jason was now a different person. He was always out at night. Coming home late.  Sophia gave up fighting with him and let him be, giving him that space.

He returned home from one of his nights out, and Sophia wasn’t at home. She went from room to room calling for her but no answer. ‘It’s 3 am, and where could Sophie have gone to at this time?’ Jason said to himself while going from room to room. 

The Search for Sophia

Jason Blake stood in the middle of their penthouse, his head spinning.

Sophia was gone.

Her phone was on the nightstand. Her purse was still in the closet. Her car was
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