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INTRODUCTION
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Welcome to The Alphabet Series. Each book in this collection takes its shape from a single letter. Each letter tells its own story. These are not sequels, nor do they rely on each other to make sense. They are standalone novellas—dark, intimate tales that can be read in any order, chosen like pieces from a board. What connects them is not character or timeline, but theme: power, obsession, and the fragile line between love and ruin. Each letter is its own lens into the human condition, revealing how desire shapes us—and how it devours us. Begin here, or begin anywhere. 

There is no wrong place to start. The letters will always be waiting.
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Dedication
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I have been loved, and I have loved—

and still, I cannot define love.

This is for those still searching for its meaning.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Metamorphosis
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Act 1

Noun- a change of the form or nature of a thing or person into a completely different one, by natural or supernatural means.

They might call it madness. But it was never that. It was metamorphosis—the slow, deliberate becoming of who we were always meant to be.
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One
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Sophie

We were driving along a highway that wound through the mountains. It had been raining earlier and was still sprinkling occasionally, so, between the fact that the sun had vacated the sky long ago and the clouds had hidden any sign of moon or stars, it was dark. The only light came from our headlights or the rare passing car.

I’d switched on the car’s overhead light—Lex hated it; she said it was a distraction—but she’d rather tolerate the glow than have me squint in the dark and ruin my eyes.

“But I don’t want to go among mad people,” Alice remarked.

“Oh, you can’t help that,” said the Cat. “We’re all mad here.”

“Why must you always read out loud?” she asked, taking her eyes off the road long enough to give me an exasperated look.

I tucked the crumpled receipt I’d been using as a bookmark back between the pages and shut the book.

“I told you before—my eyes move too fast sometimes, faster than my brain can process, and I miss things. Reading out loud forces me to slow down. Besides, my reading out loud is as close as you get to reading a book yourself, so consider me your free audiobook service. The downside is you’re stuck with whatever I’m currently consuming—which, right now, happens to be the classics.”

She didn’t reply—she just shook her head, chuckled, and kept her eyes on the road.

Her left hand tapped the steering wheel in a steady rhythm, a quiet metronome against the hum of the engine. Tap, tap, tap. Sometimes I wondered if she thought the repetition kept the car moving—as if, if she stopped, everything else might stop too.

Control is her religion. Rhythm, her prayer.

Lex. My friend, my protector, my lover, and my accomplice ... or maybe I’m hers.

We were headed for the next town, leaving behind enough bodies in the last one to keep the police scratching their heads for years.

But I’m getting ahead of myself. I’m going to do something most people don’t: I’m going to tell you why—the unfiltered reason we kill.

Yes, I said kill. How else did you think we were leaving bodies behind? Or did you assume it was some clever euphemism?

The why starts years before we ever met.
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Sophie

Lex’s full name was Lexington—her father’s choice. He’d wanted a son. Instead, he got a daughter and lost the woman he loved in the same night.

He remarried soon after; a man of his standing was expected to. But his heart had been buried with Lex’s mother, and there was none left to spare for his new bride—or for the daughter who carried his dead wife’s face.

The woman he chose was twenty-three, a barista with a large family and no college prospects. She had a knack for looking after children, which was enough to catch his attention. He offered her an unspoken bargain: she would care for his daughter and appear beside him at business functions. In return, she’d have comfort and stability. He also made it clear that he expected her to remain faithful—not out of love, but because he would not tolerate his name being disgraced.

To her credit, Mary did care for Lex. But the kind of affection a child needs—the softness, the warmth, the sense of belonging—never came from her father.

Lex spent her early years with the woman she considered her mother, though she learned quickly never to call her that in front of him. It enraged him.

“She is not your mother. Your mother is dead because of you.”

So in front of her father, she said, “Mary.” But alone, when his ears were far away, she whispered, “Mom.” And Mary would smile and call her daughter, sweet girl, or simply Lex.

As a neglected child who knew more loss than nurture, Lex developed tics young—but Mary always shielded her from scrutiny.

At four, Lex would open every door and drawer in the house, insisting that everything needed to “breathe.” Mary would follow quietly behind, closing them one by one.

At six, Lex began washing her hands three times in a row or flicking a light switch on and off three times before leaving a room. Mary planned their mornings around the rituals so they could still make it out the door on time.

And when Lex’s fingers tapped out a familiar pattern on her knees—an anxious rhythm that drew her father’s attention—Mary would grab her hands, still them, and take the brunt of his anger herself.

Then, when Lex was eight, she lost the only mother she had ever known—not to death, but to her father. He had always been heavy-handed and quick-tempered. Whether he’d been that way before she was born, she never knew. What she did know was that his temper often found its outlet in Mary.
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