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    For those who carry the unbearable weight—who step into fire not for glory,but because no one else will.For those who try to save the unwilling,the unworthy,and bear the silence, the scorn, the scars.This is for the heroes who never asked to be—and who save us all the same.

      

    


[image: Cover]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



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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Pawn - Act 1
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The Board
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“You need to reset the Board,” she tells me. That voice—patient, loving—makes anger go slack in my hands.

“Why? What’s the point? We’ve played this game with different moves, different pieces. The result is always the same.” My voice wavers. Childish. I loathe it.

“Sweetheart, we play this game for you,” she answers, as if the rules were carved in stone. “Because I love you, I give you a chance to save them. Say the word, and I’ll retire the Board. Why continue to help those who don’t want it? You cannot save what wants to be erased.”

I roll a pawn between my fingers. The little head is worn smooth from centuries of use. I could almost see my reflection in its crown. ​

“Because I was them once,” I whisper.

She reaches across the table and lays her hand over mine, stilling the piece. Her touch burns, even now, like hunger.

“You were never them,” she says. “I knew you were different when I met you. You saw me for who I was, not the illusion I offered. That is why you sit here with me now, and they do not. Nor will they ever.”

Despite myself, I look up at her. My hands shake. The smile that rises feels like treason. I begin to reset the Board.
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Opening Move
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How we arrive in these places is irrelevant. Irrelevant, I tell myself, as though repeating it could make it true. To you, it might look like bad science fiction or clichéd fantasy. It’s neither. It’s my life—what’s left of it.

When Aranea finds her next mark, the world rearranges. A position opens, or perhaps it was always hers. And me? I’m slotted into whatever role amuses her.

I’ve been a secretary. Handmaid. Once—God help me—I was her daughter. Never again. Reality bends to her story. People accept it without question. Until it is too late.

I knew the new piece we were playing the moment she walked in. Yes—she. My love has never had any interest in men. Her eye has always been for the feminine form.

It wasn’t the “popular girl,” though Aranea toys with them. The ones surrounded by admirers—men who want to consume them, women who either consume, become, or bask in their glow.

Nor the cutter in the corner, the one who carves pain into her skin and stitches the lie on when asked if she is okay. No.

It was the other. The one who neither went unnoticed nor sought to be seen. She answered the loud girl, smiled politely at the cutter, then sat beside a boy.

Not handsome in the headline way that turns heads now, but in the face women choose later—when the glitter dulls and they want someone steady, someone who might be a father. He’s just her friend. He wants more.

She was pretty—without the armor of paint or brand. Brown hair in a loose ponytail, a cartoon tee, jeans. A girl clinging to childhood, or forced to remain in it. Children are easier to control than adults.

Her face was soft.

Disarming.

A weapon if she learned how to wield it. I already knew everything about her. Or at least everything Aranea knew: upbringing, parents, future ambitions. Without that knowledge, you play blindfolded—unable to see a piece, unable to anticipate a move.

I didn’t need to turn to know Aranea was smiling at me—her silent way of saying, Good luck. And luck is what I would need.

This time she’d taken the role of professor at a prestigious college. I was her aide—student aide, technically. Enrolled, perhaps. It doesn’t matter. These are schools where students walk away with more than diplomas: connections, futures preordained.

When I finally turned, she leaned close, voice pitched for me alone. “I do believe the opening move is mine, luv.” She straightened, stood, and cleared her throat.

Students scurried to their seats. Except for two boys, lingering beside the popular girl. They were too enthralled with their competition to notice the air had shifted. One dangled a private jet, promising weekends at his family’s villa. The other countered with yachts and island-hopping. I smiled. Aranea does not tolerate being ignored.

Her palm struck the desk—sharp as a gunshot. Silence snapped down.

“Desperation,” she said, eyes on the boys, “is not attractive. You may think Miss—”

“Carmichael,” the girl offered quickly.

“Miss Carmichael is interested in you. But truly, I believe she enjoys the fools you make of yourselves—and will laugh about it later with the man she actually wants. You flaunt money that isn’t yours but your parents’. To a girl who does not want for money. Do yourselves a favor. Save the embarrassment. Take your seats.”

The first sulked back.

The second looked ready to argue—unaccustomed to being told no, especially by a woman he deemed beneath him.

None of them were above her. None were beyond a single dismissive sentence. They were insects. She reminded him. The fight drained from his face.

He sat.

Miss Carmichael flushed red.

Aranea.

I alone know her real name. As for mine—anyone who once spoke it turned to dust centuries ago. I am simply hers: her love, her sweetheart, the one she kept.

Whatever mask she wears—doctor, scholar, lover—the face beneath is always hers. Hair like black silk. Eyes silver-gray—cold as steel caught in starlight. They see. Reflect. Miss nothing. Her body feels like mockery: curves made to tempt, strength in every line. Perfection clings to her like a web spun in the dark.

I tore my gaze away. My lungs burned as if under water.

Focus, I order.

Focus before panic swallows me whole. I had to be the only chance this girl had. Desire was a luxury I couldn’t afford.

“My name is Professor Helen,” she said, voice silk on glass. “I’ll be your Humanities professor. This is Cassandra—or Cass—my student aide. I call her student lightly. She’s enrolled, but you’ll rarely see her in anyone’s class but mine.”

A ripple of laughter. She had them already. The room shrank; the air thinned. The Board was hers before I’d even lifted a piece.

“But don’t worry,” she continued, “she makes herself useful in other ways—making sure none of you fail my class. So if you’re struggling, ask Cass.”

Chuckles follow.

I mocked a hand wave, acknowledging my assigned role.

“Now,” she said, “you are paying to be here, paying to learn—or your parents are. Though it is day one, I see no point in wasting time.

Troy—everyone knows the broad strokes: Helen, Paris, Achilles, Hector. The heroes. The villains. Strip away the poetry and gods and you are left with this: a city burned because of desire.”

She let that land. “Desire has always been stronger than reason. Troy didn’t fall because strategy failed. Troy fell because people reached for what was not theirs to have. Once claimed, they’d rather burn the world than release it.”

The girl leaned forward.

Aranea—Helen—kept her face smooth. If she’s Helen and I am Cassandra, then the piece’s name must be Polyxena. Polly, for short. The girl’s smile was faint.
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