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The Forbidden Tryst  

Hidden hearts, forbidden desires—where love dares to defy the silence. 

By: Doctor James  
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Prologue 
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It was a warm summer evening in the quiet little village of Cefalù, Sicily, where we both lived. We had decided to meet in a secluded spot, intending to possibly end the situation we’d entangled ourselves in. Both were married, both had children, and were part of the same circle of friends in a small town with a population of only 14,000 people—this could never end well for anyone. 

It was around seven o’clock when I arrived at our meeting place, the spot where everyone in the village used to walk their dogs. Strangely enough, it was unusually quiet that day. I’d come ten minutes early, and to my surprise, she was already there, sitting in her car.  

Her black Aston Martin was parked under a canopy of trees, dappled light playing across its sleek surface. I pulled up beside her and turned off my engine, feeling a mixture of nerves and anticipation. What would I say? What would she say? 

As I stepped out of my car, closing the door behind me, I turned to see her stepping out of her car with an effortless grace. She wore a kneehigh black dress, her red lipstick catching the fading sunlight as her dark hair was tousled gently by the breeze. My jaw dropped; I was utterly captivated. The sunlight pierced through the gaps in the trees, glinting off her car’s hood, making her eyes sparkle. I was momentarily paralyzed by the vision of her. Then, snapping back to reality, I walked toward her. 

A hundred thoughts raced through my mind, none of them rational. As we drew closer, without thinking, I leaned in for a kiss. To my shock, she did the same. Within moments, we were all over each other, completely lost in the moment.  

The warmth of the sun radiated against my back as I lifted her skirt above her hips, revealing the black French knickers that always drove me wild. Seeing them sent goosebumps racing across my skin, my body burning with arousal. 

A sudden, freak rain shower broke over us, droplets bouncing off the car as they ran down our faces. The rain only added to the electric thrill of the moment. She swung her legs around my waist as her hands deftly unfastened my jeans and pulled them down.  

She slipped her underwear aside and drew me closer, holding my bare back. I grabbed her waist, and we became one, the thrill of passion mingling with the intoxicating danger of being in such a public space. Our movements were fevered, driven by desire and the primal allure of the forbidden. 

We were both trembling with pleasure, the sound of our heavy breathing merging with the rhythm of the rain. Her nails dug into my back as she pulled me closer, urging me to go harder, faster. We locked our bodies together, every nerve ablaze, and shared a release so powerful it felt like the earth itself had shifted beneath us. As the endorphins coursed through us, we kissed one last time, tenderly now, as the rain began to ease. 

Pulling away, we quickly straightened ourselves, grinning sheepishly at the absurdity of what had just happened. “Well, that certainly didn’t go as planned,” she said, her eyes dancing with mischief. 

I laughed, unable to suppress my smile. “No, it didn’t.” 

She climbed into her car, blowing me a playful kiss as she reversed out of the lot. I gave her a slight wink, unable to wipe the grin off my face as I watched her drive away. My heart raced as I turned the key in my ignition and headed off, the exhilaration of what had just unfolded leaving me both thrilled and terrified. 
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The Day That Changed My Life 
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Standing on the field that warm July evening, preparing for the kids’ training session as usual, I had no idea that this day would change my life forever. It was a typical Wednesday at 5:45 p.m., and I was setting up the pitch, greeting the boys and their parents as they arrived. The routine felt predictable, almost automatic. Then, out of the crowd of people emerged a little boy and his mother. 

“Hiya, I’m Maria, and this is Sebastian, but we all call him Seb. Is it okay if he tries out?” she asked. 

I froze. My eyes locked on her, and for a moment, my mouth went dry, and my stomach churned with nervous knots. She was stunning—an olive-skinned goddess. As the world seemed to slow around me, a million thoughts raced through my mind, none of which I could articulate. Finally, I pulled myself together. 

“Hi, I’m Marco. Nice to meet you,” I said, reaching out my hand. “Yes, of course, he’s welcome.” 

Kneeling down to Seb’s level, I smiled and gave him a little fist bump. “Hi, Seb. Go join the other boys!” 

My attention immediately shifted back to Maria. I couldn’t help but ask, “So, tell me a little bit about Seb. Is he shy? Does he know anyone here? Does he play much football?” 

She began talking, her lips moving effortlessly, but I couldn’t focus on her words. All I could see were her mesmerizing eyes and her radiant smile, which sent goosebumps racing down my spine. I had no idea how long she’d been speaking when I realized I hadn’t caught a word of it. Desperately trying to cover for my lapse, I blurted out, “Okay, that’s great, but the most important question is: what team does he support?” 

She laughed and replied, “Juventus is our team.” 

“Perfect! He’ll fit in just fine. That’s my team, too,” I said with a grin. Her smile widened, and at that moment, I noticed a twinkle in her eye. It felt as if she were silently telling me, I like what I see. 

I went back to the training session. “Alright, boys, all come in, please!” I shouted, trying to gather the group. Balls and kids were scattered everywhere, and my distraction from Maria only made things more chaotic. “Right, I want everyone to welcome our newest member, Seb! Everyone, say hi.” 

“Hi, Seb!” the boys shouted in unison. Some already knew him from school and the village, which helped him settle in quickly. As I set up drills and divided the boys into groups, I couldn’t stop glancing at the parents—or rather, at Maria. She stood there, poised and confident, chatting with other parents. I placed myself so I could sneak occasional looks in her direction. 

“Okay, Marcus and Luca, come out and demonstrate for everyone,” I instructed, trying to focus. “Control, pass, then run to the back of the line. Everyone watching? Quiet, please, no talking. Right, boys, go! Control, pass, run... Well done, that’s it! Great work. Everyone got that?” 

“Yes!” the boys bellowed enthusiastically. 

As they began, my eyes drifted back to Maria. I couldn’t think of anything else. My mind was consumed by the image of walking straight over to her, placing my hands on her face, and kissing her passionately. The vision grew vivid as I imagined picking her up by her bum, which I had noticed and couldn’t take my eyes off earlier when she walked away in those tight navy-blue jeans 

“Marco?” My training partner snapped me out of my reverie. “Shall we get them doing something else?” 

“What?” I stammered. 

“Are you okay? You seem distracted, like your mind is somewhere else.” 

“Yes, I’m fine. Just a long day, sorry,” I replied quickly, trying to refocus. 

“Right, boys, well done! Great work. I’m so proud of you all. Okay, now it’s time for shooting, corners, and then a match.” 

A loud cheer erupted. The drills went smoothly, and soon, the boys were burning off their endless energy in a game. Parents gathered closer to cheer their kids on, giving me another opportunity to see Maria up close. I tried to keep my focus on the game, but I could feel her catching me glancing her way a few times. 

Finally, the session came to an end. Thank God, I thought, relieved to escape the overwhelming distraction. I blew the whistle to signal the end. “Alright, boys, great job! High-fives all around. You did amazing today.” 

After high-fiving all the kids and telling them what a great job they did and how proud I was of them all, the parents thanked me as they collected their own children, giving them hugs and kisses and praising them as well. 

As I picked up the cones, I could see Maria and little Seb walking over to me out of the corner of my eye. 

“Hiya,” she said softly, and I melted. 

“Hey, Maria. Did you enjoy that? Seb did really well, don’t you think?” 

“Yes, he fitted in well. How did you find it, Seb?” 

“Yes, it was fun,” Seb replied shyly. 

“That’s good. I hope to see you next week?” I asked, trying to sound casual. 

“Yes, I want to come back, Mum. Can I?” 

In my head, I was praying, Please say yes. 

“If you want to, of course you can,” she said, smiling at Seb before looking up at me. Her blue eyes sparkled, and her smile lit up the darkening evening. 

She reached out her hand to shake mine, and I panicked internally. My palms were sweaty, but I quickly wiped them on my shirt and apologized. 

“Sorry, they’re a bit sweaty.” 

“It’s fine,” she replied, shaking my hand. Her touch lingered just a second longer than necessary. 

“Thank you for tonight,” Maria said. 

“It was my pleasure. I’ll look forward to seeing you next week.” 

“Most definitely,” she replied, smiling. 

“Great, I’ll look forward to it,” while all I could see was me kissing her. 

Let go of her hand, Marco, I told myself, realizing I had held it for far too long. With that, she smiled once more, turned gracefully, and walked down the field, embracing Seb with a warmth that matched the smile she’d left behind. 

I must’ve just stood there for what seemed like ten minutes, just looking at her backside in those jeans, thinking, I hope she turns around so I can get one last look at her. But she never did, and I just thought, Why would she turn around? 

I chuckled to myself, thinking, Wow, that was a crazy moment. Collecting all the equipment and locking it away, I said thank you to the other coach for his help, shaking hands. He asked once again, “Is everything okay? You didn’t seem to be yourself tonight.” 

“Yes, I’m fine. Thanks for asking. I’ve got a lot going on at work. It’s totally cool, but thanks for asking the question. Have a good evening, and see you next week.” 

Driving home, I laughed, talking to myself, “What the hell was that, Marco? She’s stunning. Beautiful. Perfect. But this isn’t professional at all. Get a hold of yourself.” I took the short drive back to my wife and children. 

I pulled into the driveway, stuck my key in the lock, and opened the door to my two dogs coming down the hallway like Lamont Marcell Jacobs Jr., a hundred miles an hour, before jumping up and almost knocking me off my feet. 

“Hey boys, have you missed me?” I stroked them both as each one tried to get more attention than the other, pushing each other out of the way. 

Rita popped her head out of the kitchen, “Are you ready for dinner?” 

I said, “Yes, lovely, I’m so hungry, I’ll quickly get washed. Anything you need me to do, Bella?” 

“No, it’s all done. The table’s set and I’m just dishing up. Okay?” 

A few minutes later, while I was sitting at the table, Rita walked in, holding the dinner plates. I looked up, and all I could see was Maria holding them with that great smile and beautiful, big blue eyes. 

She leant over, kissing me on the lips, and I grabbed her face, pulling her closer as I imagined those lips of Maria’s. A long, slow, passionate kiss. I had goosebumps running down my arms while the endorphins raced through my blood, sending a surge of life right through me like I’d never experienced before—not even in a gym. 

Pulling away and opening my eyes, I expected to see the woman I had just met only moments before standing in front of me. Then reality hit me like a truck straight in the face. Rita looked at me with a mix of surprise and amusement. 

“Where the hell did that come from?” she asked, raising an eyebrow but then adding with a smile, “But I’m not complaining; it was lovely.” 

“I just felt the urge, Bella,” I said, returning her smile as she sat down next to me. 

So, how was the game tonight?” 

Composing myself, I replied, “It was really good, Bella, thanks. The boys did really well. We had a new boy come and try out.” 

“Ah, that’s nice. Any good?” Rita asked. 

“Yes, I was impressed with him. Little Sebastian—he did really well, and he and Francesco seem to hit it off.” Francesco was my oldest son. 

“Ah, that’s nice. Be good for him to have a new friend.” 

“Yes, that would be great for him. Maybe if Seb comes back and they become friends, I’ll ask his mum if he’d like to come out one Saturday or something with me and Francesco?” 

“Great idea.” 

“Dinner is lovely, Bella, thank you.” 

“So, how was your day?” I asked. “The boys okay?” 

“Yes, my day was fine—same old, just clearing up after the two Tasmanian devils as always,” she said, referring to our two youngest boys, Riccardo and Tommaso, aged four and three. They were only thirteen months apart. From 5:30 AM to 6:00 PM every day, the house looked like it’d been burgled—a state most parents can relate to if they have toddlers. Riccardo, being slim and very
































[image: ]



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
F@KBIDDEN

TRYST





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





