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    For those who believe a choice can be small.It never is.Every action binds. Every silence lingers.Every path leaves its trace.
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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.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Coerced ACT 1
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past tense: coerced; past participle: coerced

To persuade (an unwilling person) to do something by using force or threats.

“I was coerced into being hers, whether I wanted to be or not.”
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I don’t know why I’m writing this.

Liv says it’s to help me work through my unresolved emotions.

I looked at her like she was insane.

How can I “resolve” anything when the issue is sitting right here beside me?

I reminded her that anything I write—if it were ever found—would get her arrested.

She says no one will ever see it. She wants me to write as we drive, and when we arrive at our new home—our fresh start—we’ll burn it.

She says everything will be perfect now. 

We have a house. 

Money. 

Each other.

She’s right. We do. 

But where she sees freedom, I see prison.

Where she sees security, I see blood money.

And where she sees love, I see the catalyst—the one who upended my life.

She doesn’t laugh at my comment. Instead, she pushes the pen and journal into my hand and tells me to write—before I make her lose her temper.

I don’t push her further.

When she loses her temper, I get hurt.

So I buckle my seat belt.

And I write.
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Paper Walls
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I was alone.

My mother died shortly before my high school graduation. One day, she was fine, the next, we were rushing her to the hospital. Tests were run, and the diagnosis came back a death sentence.

Stage four. 

No treatment plan. 

Enjoy the time you have left.

She never left that hospital.

She never saw me walk across the stage.

My father stayed long enough to watch me graduate and to tie up loose ends—making sure bills were paid, the house secured, the car insured. We owned everything outright. Before he left, he promised he’d keep covering the main expenses: electricity, taxes, and insurance. And then he was gone.

I didn’t blame him. He was heartbroken. They’d been childhood sweethearts, intent on growing old together. Now she was gone, and living in the house that still smelled like her—with a daughter who looked too much like her—was more than he could bear.

After he left, I took a year off. College made no sense. I didn’t know what I wanted to do. I told myself it was to grieve. But that was a lie. I missed my mother, yes. But mostly, I wasted away instead of living.

Shortly after my nineteenth birthday—after receiving a gift from my father, shipped early with a pre-scheduled text—I decided I couldn’t keep wasting. If I weren’t going to college, then I needed a job.

My choices were simple:

—A local retail shop, like if Nordstrom birthed a Goodwill.

—Or waiting tables at the diner down the street.

I didn’t want to wait tables. People were already cruel enough, and somehow, restaurants brought out the worst of them. I didn’t want my income tied to fake smiles and swallowed ignorance. So I chose the retail shop.

And that’s where I met her.

The shop had only been open a few months. Before that, it had sat empty for nearly a year. Before that, it was an office. And before that—a studio, I think.

A Help Wanted sign hung in the window. I went in.

Behind the counter stood a woman in her late forties. Auburn hair streaked with gray. Tall. Toned. She was smiling like she’d been waiting for me.

“I saw the sign in the window,” I said. “Are you still looking for someone?”

Her smile widened. “Yes, dear, I am. It’s full-time. I need someone to help out here while I tend to the first location.”

I blinked. “I didn’t realize this was a chain.”

“Not a chain yet, dear. Technically, this is my second location. The first is two towns over. My daughter will oversee things here day-to-day, but she’ll need help. I’ll be going back and forth between this one and the original, depending on where I’m needed. If you’re interested, available to start tomorrow, and have an ID—consider yourself hired.”

I stared at her, confused. Places worth working don’t usually hire on the spot. If I hadn’t been so desperate to avoid waiting tables, maybe I would’ve listened to the little thrum of warning in the back of my mind.

But I didn’t.

And that day was the beginning of the end.

There are moments in life when you take the easy path, thinking you’ve spared yourself trouble. I understand now: the easy path always leads to harder times later.

She hired me.

I filled out the forms—direct deposit, previous jobs, the usual formalities. Her name was Mrs. Luwuste, though she told me to call her Elaine. Mrs. Anything makes me feel old, she laughed.

Elaine asked me a lot of questions, but not about my work history—which, truthfully, didn’t amount to much beyond babysitting and dog-sitting. Instead, she wanted to know about my parents. My friends. My hobbies. “I like to know the people who work for me,” she said with that smile.

She showed me everything: when orders came in, how to check them, how to price, and how to run the register. It was a lot to take in, but she walked me through every step—patient, steady, hovering close as I learned under her eye.
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