
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The

Forbidden

A Dark Romance by LT Autumn






[image: ]




[image: ]

The Forbidden

Copyright © 2025 LT Autumn. All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual persons or situations is purely coincidental. No part of this book may be reproduced or distributed in any form without the author’s written permission, aside from brief quotations used in reviews or critical articles. Cover design and interior formatting by the editor.

––––––––

[image: ]


ISBN (eBook): 978-1-0492-1689-8

ISBN (Paperback): 978-1-0492-1688-1

LT Autumn

Dark Romance Author

https://linktr.ee/l.t.autumn



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


For those who survived what should have destroyed them. For the quiet souls who learned that love can still be dangerous and still worth it.
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Evelyn

The city didn’t just glow tonight, it throbbed.

A slick, sinful heartbeat kept time with my own as I stepped out of the cab and into the sharp bite of downtown air. Neon bled across wet pavement, streaking pink and electric blue over my borrowed dress like some prophetic warning. 

I didn’t belong in this part of the city. I don’t usually do this. I didn’t usually pretend so hard it burned. But tonight wasn’t built for my comfort. Tonight, demanded sacrifice.

A work function—mandatory, political, suffocating. The kind of gathering where careers were made and destroyed depending on who saw you, who didn’t, and who pretended not to. I had never belonged in rooms like this, no matter how convincingly I smiled.

The ballroom swallowed me the whole moment I crossed the threshold. The chandelier above looked like a constellation trapped in glass—a frozen sky suspended by wealth older than my bloodline.  

Light fractured across tailored suit, glittering gowns, and predatory grins. Laughter ricocheted off marble walls, silky and artificial. The air tasted like expensive perfume and inherited arrogance. People here were born into thrones.

I’d grown up clawing for the right to breathe. And then there was me. A dress I borrowed from a friend with better finances and worse morals. Heels that felt like medieval torture. A spine held together by sheer performance. My fingers tightened around a champagne flute I hadn’t dared sip. My stomach groaned, but nerves had alchemized hunger into nausea. Every hors d’oeuvre on the passing trays looked like a still life instead of food.

I made a polite, aimless loop around the ballroom—nodding at strangers, side-stepping ambitious interns, ducking the bored wives of executives who scanned the room like hunters searching for entertainment. The music thrummed low, a smooth jazz number that crawled under my skin instead of soothing anything. 

My shoulders stayed locked, my breath shallow. Finally, I reached the refreshment table and abandoned restraint. One flute. Then another. The champagne went down bright and reckless, a poor substitute for courage. My borrowed dress clung too tightly around my hips, the zipper threatening mutiny. My heels bit my ankles. The smile I wore felt like a porcelain mask ready to crack.

A tray swept by. I snatched a cracker, nibbling automatically as I scanned the crowd—and then I felt him. That gaze hit me first, hot as a hand pressed between my shoulder blades. 

My heart stuttered violently before I even turned.

Alexander Hunt. 

The name alone commanded silence in meeting rooms and shivers down corporate ladders. CEO. Power incarnate. The kind of man people orbited but never touched. The kind of man rumored to ruin lives with a single well-timed smile. 

He stood across the ballroom like he owned not just the company but gravity itself. Tall, polished, lethal. A midnight suit sculpted to a body built for violence and immaculate control. A face carved with cold intention.

Our eyes met—and the world slid out from beneath me. His stare locked onto me with a precision that felt indecent, as if he were already imagining me without the dress, without the borrowed confidence, without the breath in my throat. Heat shot through my chest. 

My fingers trembled around the champagne glass. I looked away because I had to. Because if I didn’t, I might’ve drowned in him right there on the marble floor. And something in his gaze told me—He would have let me.

Chapter 2

Alexander

There she was.

Wrapped in black satin that clung to her like a whispered sin—soft, delicate, begging to be undone. Evelyn Hart. The quiet one. The thoughtful one. The one who tried—foolishly, adorably—to make herself invisible in a world built for sharks.

Invisible to everyone but me. 

She hovered by the refreshment table, a trembling creature among predators. Her fingers shook ever so slightly as she lifted a cracker to her mouth, unaware of the devastation she caused with a gesture that innocent. 

The rest of the room blurred. Dulled. It collapsed into white noise. All I saw was her. The way her chest rose and fell—too fast, too shallow. She hated this ballroom, hated the posturing, the politicking, the suffocating opulence. It clung to her like smoke, unwelcome and uninvited. And still—she stayed. She endured. She played the part with a fractured, stubborn grace. And she had no idea what that did to me.

“No idea,” I murmured under my breath as another executive yammered beside me about quarterly projections, blissfully unaware I had stopped listening minutes ago. 

My patience snapped—I did not tolerate boredom, and this man was a walking sedative. But Evelyn...Evelyn was oxygen.

I stepped away mid-sentence, leaving him talking to the ghost of my attention. Conversations stuttered as I moved. Eyes shifted. People cleared a path—instinct, reverence, fear, who could say? It didn’t matter. None of them mattered. 

My gaze never left her. Not for a breath. Not for a heartbeat. 

She felt me before she saw me. 

I watched the shiver coil up her spine, watched the way her shoulders stiffened in that beautiful, betraying way. And then—finally—she turned. Our eyes collided, and the impact struck with the force of a storm tearing through glass. 

Fuck. 

Those eyes. Wide. Unsure. Dark with something she didn’t dare name. And then, kitten...

You looked away. You dared to break the connection as if you weren’t already caught, already claimed, already spiraling into something you’d never escape. 

My jaw flexed. Because you had no idea what that tiny act of defiance sparked in me. No idea how badly I wanted to follow you into that frightened little heartbeat and ruin every illusion you had about being unnoticed. You looked away—And all it did was make me want you more. 

Chapter 3

Evelyn

“Evelyn!”

Jared’s voice cracked the tension like a cheap joke in the middle of a symphony. IT guy. Office flirt. Always tipsy after two drinks and disastrous after three. 

He stumbled toward me with a sloppy grin and two cocktails sloshing dangerously close to my borrowed dress. “You vanished on me earlier,” he said, offering the drinks with a flourish. “Thought I’d lost my favorite girl.”

“You flatter all the girls by the snack table, Jared,” I said, forcing a lightness into my voice. “I’m not that special.”

He winked—poorly. “You are tonight. Come on, one drink won’t hurt. Loosen up a little.” He shoved a glass toward me. His fingers brushed mine... and lingered. Too long.

“I’m good, thanks.”

“One sip,” he insisted, leaning in with breath that smelled like desperation and citrus. “You’ll like it. Sweet and strong. Just like you.”

My stomach tightened. I stepped back. And then—a voice behind him. Calm. Controlled. Sharp enough to peel skin. “She said no.” 

It wasn’t raised. It didn’t have to be. It sliced through the noise like steel drawn from a sheath. 

Jared blinked, confused, turning—and paled. Alexander stood beside me now. I hadn’t even heard him approach. A presence, not a man. Too close. Too composed. Too dangerous in that quiet, beautifully disciplined way that promised consequences Jared was not built to survive.

“Hey man,” Jared laughed nervously. “I was just—”

“Leave.” One word. A verdict, not a request.

Jared froze, swallowed hard, then scurried away like prey that finally recognized its predator. Alexander exhaled slowly, his gaze sweeping over me in a controlled assessment—checking for damage, insult, injury. That focus alone nearly brought me to my knees. 

“Are you okay?” he asked, voice lower than the music, but infinitely more powerful.

I nodded. “Thanks.” 

“You shouldn’t have to thank me,” he replied. “That should’ve never happened.” 

“I’ve had worse.” 

His jaw tightened. “That doesn’t make it acceptable.” 

Silence opened between us, not empty, but charged. His presence wrapped around me like a storm cloud about to break, full of pressure and heat and something dangerously familiar, though we had barely spoken. Then— “Come,” he said. “You need air.” 

Not a command. Not exactly. But my body obeyed before my mind consulted me. I followed him on unsteady legs, the champagne beginning to assert itself—warming my skin, loosening my caution, making me braver or stupider or both. 

The crowd swallowed us as he guided me toward the balcony. People parted instinctively; he moved through them like a shadow cut with purpose. By the time we reached the open doors, cold wind rushed in, slicing through the heat of the ballroom and biting at my bare skin. But I could breathe again. 

I stepped out into the night, exhaling a shudder I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. He followed, closing the door behind us, shutting out the noise and the eyes and the world that wasn’t built for me.

“Thanks,” I murmured. “Again.” 

He didn’t answer. The space between us pulsed—alive, electric, pulling at me like gravity suddenly remembered my name. I lifted my eyes to him. And he wasn’t looking at the city. He was looking at me. Like I was the only light in the dark. 

Chapter 4

Alexander

I should have walked away.

I knew that. Knew the correct protocol, the chain of command, the professional distance men like me were expected to maintain. I should’ve handed you off to HR, to security, to anyone paid to care about things like boundaries and liability. But your eyes were glassy with champagne, shimmering like something breakable. 

Your lips parted on uneven breaths as you tried—and failed—to gather yourself. Your pulse fluttered in your throat like a trapped bird. And I couldn’t leave you. Not tonight. Not like that. Not when everything in me screamed to stay. 

You stood in front of me on the balcony, shivering in that black satin dress that hugged you like a secret. Your arms crossed beneath your chest, pushing your curves higher, making you look both defiant and devastating. Completely unaware of the chaos you stirred inside me—chaos I had spent a lifetime killing in other men but never recognizing in myself. 

“You’re drunk,” I said. Softer than I intended.

My voice didn’t soften. My voice was an instrument of control—cold, clean, and efficient. But with you... it altered. It warmed. It betrayed me in ways I hadn’t allowed since I was young enough to be stupid and reckless. 

I stepped closer. 

A deliberate violation of the distance I maintained with everyone else. “You shouldn’t be here alone.” 

Your breath caught. Barely. But subtlety never escaped me. I noticed everything—your inhale, your tension, the faint sway of your knees fighting the champagne. Every molecule of unease and desire that pulsed off you like heat. 

“You didn’t have to step in,” you whispered, trying for composure but failing beautifully. That tiny tremor in your voice gave you away.

“Yes,” I said, holding your gaze. “I did.” 

My hand moved before I authorized it. A breach of my own defenses. Fingers brushing your hair behind your ear, grazing the tender line of your jaw. 

Your skin was warm—too warm. You flinched, not from fear but from surprise, as if you never expected a man like me to touch you gently. Hell, I didn’t expect it either. The contact shot through me like a live wire. Something slow, dangerous, claiming. “You don’t like attention,” I murmured. “So why come?” 

Your eyes flickered, searching for the safe answer—there wasn’t one. I had cornered you gently, deliberately, testing the wall you’d built around your life. A wall I could see the outlines of but not the foundation. A wall made of survival and stubborn pride. 

I wanted to know what forced you into this ballroom. What made you wear a dress you didn’t feel powerful in. What made you tremble like you didn’t think you had the right to exist in spaces like these. 

Your silence told me more than your words ever could. And God help me...it made me want you even more.

Chapter 5

Evelyn

“I should leave,” I whispered.

It wasn’t a plan, just a trembling instinct. A plea for distance my body didn’t believe in. 

“I’ll drive you,” Alexander said.

“I can—”

“I said I’ll drive you.” The finality in his tone slid through me like a lock turning. Not cruel. Not coercive. Just... absolute. A man who didn’t repeat himself unless he meant it. 

The car was silent at first, the kind of silence that throbbed.

Streetlights streaked gold across his jaw. The city murmured outside the windows, far away and irrelevant. Then—his hand found mine. Large. Warm. Unyielding in a way that made my breath trip. “You’re still shaking,” he murmured, thumb brushing my wrist like he was trying to steady a pulse he had personally wrecked. 

We stopped at a red light. Time held its breath. I turned toward him just as he leaned, and our lips met in the middle. It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t exploration. It was a claim, a fault line breaking open, a kiss with teeth hidden beneath restraint. His hand rose to my jaw, holding me there, deepening the moment just enough to tell me he’d thought about this—wanted this—far longer than tonight.

My fingers curled into his suit jacket, helpless to anything but the pull between us. When he finally broke away, his breath dragged across my mouth. 

“I’m taking you home,” he growled—quiet enough to be private, rough enough to undo me completely. Heat rolled through me in waves. 

“Good,” I whispered. Not brave. Not clever. Just honest. Because it was already too late to pretend, I didn’t want whatever happened next.

Chapter 6

Alexander

The taste of you still burned on my tongue as I drove through the slick, rain-glossed streets of the city.

One hand on the wheel. The other gripping yours with a certainty that startled even me—like your hand belonged in mine, like you belonged exactly where I had you. 

That kiss had detonated something in me. 

You didn’t shy away. You didn’t gasp and push me back. No, you leaned in, soft mouth hungry, like you’d been starving for something you didn’t yet know how to ask for. For me. 

My jaw flexed as I stole a glance at you, lit only by the dim wash of the dashboard lights. Your cheeks were flushed, lips kiss-bruised, pupils blown wide. Your chest rose and fell like every breath was a negotiation. Good. You weren’t supposed to breathe around me unless I gave you permission. 

“You have no idea what you’ve done to me,” I muttered, voice low enough to vibrate between us. “You think you’re this quiet little shadow at work...”

I shook my head, grip tightening around the wheel. “...but you walk into a room, Evelyn, and I fucking feel it.” 

You turned your head like you might pretend you didn’t affect me—but your thighs pressed together, betraying you. Your hand tightened around mine like you were clinging to the only solid thing in the world. By the time we pulled into the underground garage of my building, restraint was a thin, fraying thread. 

The moment the car stopped, I stepped out, came around, and opened your door. Not out of courtesy. Not out of politeness. Out of control. Out of possession. Out of the need to guide you, touch you, keep you close. 

You stood—legs unsteady, breath uneven, pupils still blown from champagne and something far more dangerous: desire. 

I stepped into your space, close enough that my breath brushed your cheek.

“You sure you want this?” I murmured, my voice a velvet blade. “I need to hear you say it.” Your lips parted, but I didn’t let you answer—not yet. “Because once you step into that elevator with me, Evelyn...” 

My fingers brushed your jaw, tilting your face up. “...I’m not stopping.” 

My thumb brushed your lower lip, slow, deliberate. “Not tonight.” 

I leaned closer, my mouth ghosting over your cheek, your ear, your throat—all without touching, all threat and promise. “Not until I’ve ruined every man who ever made you feel like you weren’t enough. You’ll never be alone again.” 

You shivered—not from cold. From possibility. 

From me.

Chapter 7

Evelyn

His building loomed like temptation carved in glass and stone—too tall, too polished, too private.

A place where men like him brought women they didn’t intend to forget. The lobby was silent, marble and gold. The elevator was worse—private, gilded, mirrored on all sides. A confession booth disguised as luxury. 

He stepped in behind me, and the doors slid shut with a sound that felt like fate. Before I could even turn, he backed me into the mirrored wall—hard, deliberate, his body caging mine without ever feeling threatening. “You wore that dress to kill me.” His voice was low enough to melt through bone. 

I opened my mouth to deny it, but he didn’t give me the chance. His hands bracketed my hips, pinning me gently, insistently, my flushed body pressed against the cold glass. The shock made me gasp.

“You’ve been driving me mad,” he growled against my jaw. 

“I didn’t mean to.” 

“You did.” And then his mouth claimed mine. Hard. Deep. A kiss that wasn’t searching—it was taking. Like he wanted to taste every word I had swallowed all year, every apology I’d never spoken, every fantasy I’d been too afraid to indulge. 

My hands found his shoulders, clutching. His body pressed fully against mine, heat radiating through his suit, restraint trembling under the surface. Then his hand slid down—fisting the hem of my dress. Dragging it up my thighs with a reverence that felt like sin. 

A moan escaped me—helpless, humiliating, honest. The air thickened with something feral. His lips broke from mine just enough to speak, breath ragged. “Do you want me to stop?” 

“No,” I whispered into his mouth—liquid courage flooding every fragile boundary I’d ever built. Consequences could come in the morning. Judgment could wait. Tonight, I let myself want the man I’d pretended not to see. The man my best friend teased me about relentlessly, laughing that I froze every time he walked past my desk.

She called it the Alexander Effect, the way the internet devoured his photos, analyzing every tailored suit, every boardroom stare. And now he was here, pressed against me in an elevator, his breath shaking, his touch claiming, his control unraveling between heartbeats. 
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