

    
        
          Forbidden Submission

        

        
        
          Lillith Wilde

        

        
          Published by Lillith Wilde, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FORBIDDEN SUBMISSION

    

    
      First edition. March 15, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Lillith Wilde.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230770985

    

    
    
      Written by Lillith Wilde.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


	Chapter One

The heat wave had turned the house into a furnace, the kind of sticky, suffocating warmth that made every breath feel like a chore. The AC had sputtered its last pitiful gasp two days ago, and now the air hung heavy, thick with humidity and the faint tang of sweat. Sophia sprawled across the couch in the living room, one leg dangling over the armrest, the other tucked beneath her. Her thin tank top white, threadbare, barely there clung to her skin, damp patches blooming under her arms and across her chest. The cotton shorts she’d thrown on rode up her thighs, the fabric soft and worn from too many summers. She didn’t care. It was too hot to care.

She tilted her head back, letting a lazy sigh slip out as she pressed a glass of iced lemonade against her forehead. Condensation dripped down the side, cool against her flushed skin, and she watched a bead of water slide all the way to her wrist before she flicked it away. The house was quiet, too quiet, except for the distant hum of cicadas outside and the occasional creak of the old floorboards settling under the heat. Her mother had left an hour ago, off to some work conference three hours away, her suitcase rattling down the driveway as she’d waved a distracted goodbye. Three days. Three whole days alone in this simmering cage of a house.

And then there was Daniel. 

The back door swung open, and she didn’t need to look up to know it was him. The air shifted, grew heavier somehow, like his presence sucked up what little space the heat hadn’t already claimed. She heard the scuff of his sneakers against the tile, the faint grunt as he dropped his gym bag by the entryway. He’d been out running always running, like he could outpace whatever demons gnawed at him. Sophia kept her eyes on the ceiling, pretending not to notice, but she could feel him there, lingering at the edge of her vision. A shadow, a weight, a pull.

“Jesus, Sophia,” he said, his voice low and rough, cutting through the stillness like a blade. “You trying to melt into that couch?”

She smirked, rolling her head to the side just enough to catch his eye. He stood in the doorway to the kitchen, one hand braced against the frame, the other wiping sweat from his brow with the hem of his shirt. The motion tugged the fabric up, revealing a glimpse of taut muscle, glistening and hard-earned. His dark hair was damp, sticking to his forehead, and his chest heaved slightly from the run. He was forty-two twice her age, give or take but the years hadn’t softened him. If anything, they’d carved him sharper, all edges and intensity. And those eyes storm-gray, piercing locked on her with a heat that had nothing to do with the weather.

“Maybe I am,” she shot back, her tone light but laced with something daring. “It’s too hot to move. You gonna fix the AC, or do I have to suffer all weekend?”

 

He didn’t answer right away. His gaze flicked down, tracing the length of her legs, the way her shorts bunched up against her thighs, the damp outline of her tank top. It wasn’t the first time she’d caught him looking not the first time she’d felt that slow, deliberate sweep of his attention but today it lingered. Today it burned. She shifted slightly, letting her legs stretch out a little more, and his jaw tightened.

“Put some damn clothes on,” he said finally, his voice dropping an octave, rougher now, like gravel underfoot. “You’re not a kid anymore. You can’t just… lounge around like that.”

The words were a reprimand, but they didn’t land like one. There was something else there, something coiled tight beneath the surface anger, maybe, or hunger. She sat up slowly, swinging her legs off the couch, and grabbed an ice cube from her glass. 

“It’s a hundred degrees, Daniel,” she said, popping the cube into her mouth and rolling it across her tongue. “What do you want me to wear, a parka?”

His fists clenched at his sides, the knuckles whitening for a split second before he forced them loose. “Don’t play games with me, Sophia.”

“Who’s playing?” She tilted her head, sucking on the ice, letting it melt against her lips. Her voice was casual, but her pulse wasn’t it thudded hard in her chest, a wild, reckless rhythm she couldn’t ignore. She didn’t know why she pushed him like this, why she kept nudging the line they’d both been toeing for months. Maybe it was the heat frying her brain. Maybe it was the way he looked at her like she was a problem he couldn’t solve, a temptation he couldn’t shake. Or maybe it was the fact that she’d stopped seeing him as just her stepfather a long time ago.

He took a step closer, then stopped himself, like an invisible leash had snapped taut. “You’re asking for trouble,” he muttered, almost too low to hear, but the words hit her like a spark to dry grass.

She stood up, barefoot against the warm hardwood, and drifted toward the kitchen counter, brushing past him close enough to feel the heat radiating off his skin. 

“Maybe I am,” she said, glancing back over her shoulder. “What are you gonna do about it?”

The air between them crackled, thick and electric, and for a moment, neither of them moved. She leaned against the counter, sipping her lemonade, the glass cold against her palm, while he stayed rooted where he was, his breathing uneven. She could see it the war in his eyes, the fraying thread of his self-control. It had been unraveling for weeks, months even, stitched together by stolen glances and accidental touches. The time he’d brushed her hair off her shoulder in the hallway, his fingers lingering too long. 

 

The night she’d overheard him arguing with her mother, his voice tight with frustration, only to catch him watching her through the crack of her bedroom door later that same evening. Little moments, piling up like kindling, waiting for a match. And then her mother’s voice broke the spell, tinny and distant through the phone on the counter. Sophia had forgotten she’d left it on speaker during the earlier call. 

“Hey, Soph, just checking in, I’m about an hour out. Tell Daniel I’ll be back Monday morning, okay? Love you.”

The line went dead, and the silence rushed back in, heavier now, sharper. Sophia set her glass down, the clink of it against the counter loud in the stillness. She turned to face him fully, her heart slamming against her ribs. 

“Three days,” she said, her voice soft but steady. “Just you and me.”

His eyes darkened, a storm rolling in, and he took a step toward her slow, deliberate, like a predator sizing up its prey. 

“Sophia,” he said, and it wasn’t a warning anymore. 

It was a plea, a surrender, a spark igniting the fuse they’d both been pretending didn’t exist. The house was empty. The rules were gone. And whatever came next, there’d be no turning back.

The space between them shrank with that single step, the kitchen suddenly too small, too warm, too alive with the hum of something forbidden. Sophia’s breath hitched as Daniel closed the distance, his shadow falling over her like a storm cloud swallowing the sun. She didn’t move couldn’t move not with the way his gaze pinned her in place, raw and unguarded, stripping away every pretense they’d clung to for months. The air was thick, heavy with the scent of his sweat and the faint citrus of her lemonade, and it felt like the world had narrowed to just this: the two of them, teetering on a razor’s edge.

“Sophia,” he said again, quieter now, his voice a rough whisper that sent a shiver racing down her spine. 

He was close too close his chest rising and falling with breaths that seemed to fight for control. She could see the tension in his shoulders, the way his hands flexed at his sides like he didn’t trust himself to touch her. But his eyes betrayed him, dark and molten, drinking her in like she was the only thing keeping him tethered to the earth.

She should’ve stepped back. Should’ve laughed it off, turned away, let the moment dissolve into the heat-soaked haze of the afternoon. 

 

But her feet stayed planted, her body tilting toward him instead, drawn by a pull she couldn’t name and didn’t want to fight. 

“What?” she whispered, the word barely audible, a challenge wrapped in a dare.

He didn’t answer not with words. His hand lifted, hesitant at first, hovering an inch from her face like he was giving her one last chance to stop him. She didn’t. She couldn’t. And then his fingers brushed her cheek, rough and calloused against her skin, tracing the curve of her jaw with a tenderness that felt at odds with the fire in his eyes. Her breath caught, a soft gasp slipping out, and that sound small, involuntary snapped something in him.

His hand slid to the back of her neck, firm now, possessive, pulling her closer as his other arm snaked around her waist. She stumbled into him, her hands landing against his chest, fingers curling into the damp fabric of his shirt. He was solid, warm, a wall of muscle and heat that made her head spin. For a heartbeat, they froze there, noses inches apart, his breath hot against her lips, her pulse hammering so loud she was sure he could hear it.

“This is wrong,” he murmured, the words ragged, like they’d been ripped from somewhere deep inside him. 

But he didn’t pull away. If anything, he tightened his grip, his thumb brushing the base of her skull, sending sparks skittering down her spine.

“I know,” she said, and she meant it, she knew it but the truth didn’t stop the ache pooling low in her belly, the way her skin burned where he touched her. 

She tilted her head up, just enough to close the gap, her lips grazing his in a tentative, trembling brush. It wasn’t a kiss not yet just a question, a spark waiting to catch.

He groaned, low and guttural, and that was it the dam broke. His mouth crashed into hers, hard and desperate, all restraint gone in an instant. She melted into him, her hands sliding up to grip his shoulders, nails digging in as she kissed him back with a hunger she hadn’t known she possessed. His lips were firm, insistent, tasting of salt and something darker, something that made her dizzy with want. His tongue swept against hers, a slow, deliberate claim that drew a whimper from her throat, and she felt him shudder in response, his grip on her tightening like he was afraid she’d slip away.

He pressed her back against the counter, the edge biting into her hips, but she barely noticed. All she could feel was him his hands roaming her sides, skimming the damp fabric of her tank top, his thigh nudging between hers with a boldness that made her gasp. 

 

 

She arched into him, her body acting on instinct, chasing the heat, the friction, the need that had been simmering beneath every glance, every word, every accidental touch for far too long.

“Daniel,” she breathed, his name a plea as she broke the kiss, her lips tingling, her chest heaving. 

His forehead pressed against hers, his breath coming in sharp, uneven

















































