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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 one another 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.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Temptation

[image: ]




Act 1

Noun — the desire to do something, especially something wrong or unwise.

“Kira was temptation dressed in shyness, and I never pretended I planned to resist.”
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I was in the back, makeup fixed, scrolling my phone when Snow came in.

That’s not her real name.

Casey is.

But Snow’s the one she wears on stage. We all have stage names—the last thing any of us wants is some creep with a hard-on trying to track us down outside the club.

She grinned. “You’re up next.”

I glanced at her, deadpan. The lineup glowed on the screen. I didn’t need commentary.

“And?” I asked. She knows I hate these games.

“There’s someone out there you’re going to like.” Her eyes glinted.

I arched a brow. “Am I supposed to guess, or are you going to tell me who and where?”

Half-priced drinks, the fight on TV, the place packed—I wasn’t about to scan a hundred faces for her mystery guest.

Snow just laughed. “No need. You won’t miss her.” She patted my shoulder and slipped away.

Her.

That was interesting. Women don’t often show up here. Sure, other clubs draw them—the ones that market to women, the girlfriends proving they belong, the watchdogs keeping tabs on their men.

But here? Rare.

Maybe it’s the location.

Whatever the reason, Snow was right. I was curious.

I locked my phone, grabbed my bag, and headed out.

Candy was finishing her last dance when I reached the edge of the hall.

That’s when I saw her—sitting with a group of men.

Baby-faced. Perhaps younger than them, or just looked it.

She didn’t act like a girlfriend—no glare at Candy, no possessive lean into one of the guys.

She wasn’t showing off either. They were comfortable with her, and she with them.

Option three: maybe she liked women.

If so, the closet door was firmly shut. Her eyes stayed on whichever guy was talking, not on Candy.

And Candy’s rare—exotic, charming enough to have anyone eating out of her hand.

I’d fuck her myself if I wanted someone to match bravado instead of surrender.

“Couldn’t even wait, huh? Knew it.”

Snow again, suddenly behind me.

“Does personal space mean nothing to you?” I muttered.

She rolled her eyes.

“Please. In two minutes, you’ll have hands groping, slapping, stuffing bills in every corner. Save the speech for someone else.”

A low chuckle slipped out despite myself. I hated her. I loved her. Like a sister. She knew my tells, my patience, exactly how far to push before I snapped.

“You think she likes girls?” The question slipped out.

“Does it matter?” Snow smirked. “If you want her, she’ll want you. Anyway, I need a drink.”

She tugged her top lower and sauntered toward a balding man in a rumpled suit.

By the time she was back on stage, he’d have bought her a drink, a dance, maybe everything in his wallet.

She was right, though. I usually get what I want.

Maybe because she was the only girl in a sea of sameness.

Maybe because she was beautiful.

Or maybe I just like pulling strings—watching people twitch, deciding when to let them snap.

Who knows.

But she had my attention.

Candy’s song ended. She crouched to sweep up her cash, smiling at some man she’d already hooked.

I dropped down beside her, gathering the bills within reach and sliding them into her pile.

She glanced at me, then at the girl, and rolled her eyes.

Candy wasn’t subtle.

She didn’t need to be.

She knew me—predictable.

She didn’t interfere either. She knew better.

With me, enabling was safer than resisting.

And she wasn’t wrong. People figure it out: I only help when there’s something—or someone—I want.

Candy left.

I wiped the poles, chalked my palms, and stretched as the transition track faded.

The DJ’s voice cracked through:

“She seduces, she stings—welcome to the stage, Sapphire.”

I get three songs.

The first—Rihanna’s Skin. Hypnotic beat sliding over the room like smoke.

I started slow, then sharper. Bills flew. Ones falling steadily. Fives, tens flashing.

I let the ones pile, ignored the bigger bills.

Money wasn’t the point tonight.

She was.

Her group was near the left pole.

I moved toward it like it was the only thing in the room.

She dropped her eyes, like she’d caught me changing. Cute.

Her guys whooped, hollered.

I picked one close enough to keep her in my sight.

“What brings you here, cutie?”

“Birthday celebration,” he grinned.

I took his hands, pressed them to my chest.

“Whose birthday is it?”

“Birthdays,” he said. “The twins.”

He pointed to the boy beside her, then to her.

I twirled his cap between my fingers.

“You brought her here for her birthday?”

He laughed. “Theirs. Kira’s cool. Like a little sister to all of us. Mostly, we’re here for her brother Kairo. But she doesn’t mind. She likes girls—won’t admit it, though.”
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