
Forbidden Romance 
Upon considering what to do today, Lawrence had the inclination of attending the local 
coffee house to meet with Lidia. “Ah, Lidia…” Lawrence wishfully whispered as he spoke 
his wantonness aloud catching himself off-guard. He shook his head; straightened the finely 
crafted Windsor knot which stood proudly atop his crimson silk tie, cleared his throat, took 
one last hopeful look into the blue eyes in the mirror, moved his fingers through his hair, 
placed the strap of his bag over his head resting on his left shoulder in one swift movement, 
front door locked and secured and away he started towards town. 

The morning was fresh with the prospect of the new day. It had rained hard the previous 
night, and this made the scenery along his way pleasant and full of the unrepentant and 
uninterrupted blue of the great sky. The foliage now plentiful and fully refreshed impressed 
Lawrence. He imagined that he was a great knight of old and personified the foliage like into 
a creeping, slithering dragon along the road and above his head, dark green and impressive. 
The sun felt warm on his face, he enjoyed this, and thought “Good, summer is on its way”. 
As Lawrence walked almost blindly down the road towards the coffee house he 
imagined…the what-if, the if-only, the ever-present and unrelenting possibilities that tortured 
him daily. 

Suddenly woken up by a cacophony of screeching brakes, engine reverberation and a high 
pitched “Why don’t you watch where you’re going...?” Lawrence takes an unpredicted, yet 
thankfully subconscious sharp jump back onto the pavement where, apparently, pedestrians 
belong. Quickly eyeballing left to right and feeling the warm glow rushing to his cheeks, he 
wipes the sweat from his brow with his sleeve as a schoolboy would and with the absence of 
any witness, apart from a meandering cat; he instantly feels a whole lot better, “Crikey cat. 
That was a close one. Wake up, Lawrence. For God’s sake man, if not your own!” The 
ginger-white mini-tiger looked up at him and rubbed its neck and belly across Lawrence’s 
freshly pressed black trousers rumbling a purr through the fabric. He brushed cat hair from 
his trousers, petted the little beast and carried on his journey not fully realizing the 
consequences of this display of kindness. The cat would have had him stood there all day. 

Concentrating on his footfall, eyes wide open, his nostrils suddenly flare with excitement as 
the rich aroma of steamed milk, and cinnamon and freshly ground roasted beans hits a 
rushing gushing hissing fall of molten water. He couldn’t hear it yet, but the barista machine 
was popping, spluttering and foaming from every orifice, working doubly hard for the cue of 
patrons awaiting hot silky brimming cups of pleasure. Each one preciously holding bespoke 
liquids ranging from shades of blacks through browns, to bright and creamy whipped-up tall 
and tasty White Mountains, overflowing as the mountains erode above the hot tides of Coffee 
Ocean hidden beneath. These cups had the best kinds of secrets contained within them good 
enough to satisfy the diverse taste buds of the clientele eager to contribute to the profits that 
morning. 

A shiny bell rings and a clumsy yet smartly dressed man walks through the carefully crafted 
wooden doorway with bevelled glass and shiny handles. In unison, the group turn 
momentarily with a directed territorial stare that seemed to last an eternity. It was rather much 
less and more than likely mere seconds. The uniform, well-presented, heads turn back and 
just as quickly as it had happened, it was forgotten about. Lawrence joined the end of the 
eager cue of what can only be described as a finely pressed cohort. This group was weighed 



down by raincoats and umbrellas that were never going to be needed on this day, as well as 
by briefcases full of important documents which had great meaning, that whilst in the fervour 
of this cue, had little meaning and were of no importance whatsoever. The group was intent 
on satisfying its perpetuating and irrevocable salivations. 

In the rumble of the coffee house, Lawrence stood tall and distracted. He looked at the 
interesting abstract art on the walls and the very large and complicated menu on the wall. He 
often wondered, “Why do these places put ‘Al la Carte Menu’, when ‘Al la Carte’ means; 
‘On the Menu’. It doesn’t make sense to have a sign displaying, ‘On the Menu Menu’ now 
does it?” Again, his eyes led his face to view all sorts of visual delights; the chaos behind the 
counter, the customers with their unique orders and very similar outfits and then on the wall, 
he saw it. What he saw gave him a warm glow. It was the item he had given to Lidia the first 
time their eyes met. The first time he saw her smile. He often thought, “Was it that she was 
just offering good service? I’m sure we had a connection”. He recalls how he handed it to her 
and she made a promise to him to put it on the wall. He recalls the soft touch of her hand as 
the exchange was made. There hung the poster, promise intact. He had asked her to put it up 
to advertise the Creative Writing Course he was running at the local college. As he 
remembered the success of the posters and the number of wonderful new students he had 
been able to take on, he regretted the clause in his contract forbidding student and teacher 
relationships. The feelings about it were placing him in a paradox as Lidia was one of the first 
people to sign up and his best student by far, he gets to be with her each Thursday night in 
class and that is all his contract will allow. With a saddened heart he daydreams until 
suddenly a loud, “Next Please!” comes from behind the counter; with a genuine smile on her 
face and welcoming big brown eyes, stands an unknowing Lidia. 

End 

 


