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To Forbidden and Dangerous Love

frederick & mya


Frederick Jones, or “Freddy,” as he was known to most, embarked on a fourteen-hour drive to get as close as possible to New Orleans. His destination? Fort Lauderdale, Florida—a place where he hoped to start anew.


Having spent many of his adult years in New York as a stock analyst, Frederick yearned for a change of scenery. The harsh winters of Manhattan had taken their toll, and he sought a warmer, more welcoming environment. After fifteen years in the bustling city, he decided it was time to move on.

A sign depicting a gas station with a convenience store caught Frederick’s attention while he drove. Glancing at the gas gauge, he noticed it was down to a quarter of a tank—much lower than he had realized.


Time to refuel, he thought.


He took the exit to the gas station, following the road as it curved around a bend. Ahead of him, a massive sugar cane truck lumbered along, a few dried cane leaves fluttering out of the bed and landing on the hood of the black Toyota Camry he’d rented for the long journey.

Frederick’s relief was palpable when the gas station finally came into view on the right. With a sigh, he maneuvered toward the station and into the parking lot. Once parked, he stretched his long arms before stepping out of the vehicle.

Frederick Jones had a clear plan: drive straight to New Orleans and spend at least two days soaking in the city’s vibrant culture. However, reality intervened. Low on gas and with his stomach grumbling from the long journey, he knew a brief pit stop in a small town unknown to him was inevitable. It wouldn’t delay him much, and he’d still have ample time to reach his ultimate destination in Florida.

As Frederick stepped out, the scent of fried beignets mingled with lively jazz melodies, wrapping around him and immersing him in the charm of the small town just outside the city.

He unfolded his lanky legs from the confines of the car, sunlight pouring down harshly, accentuating their length. The day was a canvas of azure, the sun a bold brushstroke across the sky. Squinting against the glare, Frederick sought refuge for his eyes.

Quick fingers retrieved a pair of shades from the breast pocket of his dark blue polo shirt. With them perched on his nose, he surveyed his surroundings, capturing every detail like an artist studying his canvas.

Raking long, masculine fingers through his wavy blond hair, Frederick towered over the gas station patrons bustling around him. His height set him apart—a gangly figure against the backdrop of ordinary travelers.

With a polite smile here and there, he acknowledged those who met his gaze. His icy blue eyes sparkled, revealing a friendly demeanor that masked hidden depths. A real charmer hailing from South London, Frederick found himself traversing the southern states.

To the unsuspecting, his smile was an invitation—an irresistible allure for women. He attracted them effortlessly, drawing their attention like moths to a flame. His deep British accent sent shivers down their spines; most couldn’t help but giggle when he uttered a simple “hello.” Some blushed crimson, their eyes darting away to avoid his seductive, bedroom gaze.

Frederick understood the desire that simmered in these women—the heat pooling between their thighs. It thrilled him, fueled his own hunger. Unbeknownst to them all, he harbored a darker mystery—one that would forever alter their lives if revealed.

Inside, the low-lit station smelled faintly of oil and fried food. Its aisles were lined with an assortment of snacks and drinks. Frederick’s eyes wandered to the magazine rack, searching for something to capture his interest. Outdoor magazines held no appeal, and entertainment publications didn’t captivate him. With a busy life leaving little room for television, Frederick found solace in the radio—especially ‘80s new wave—and true crime podcasts, which fueled his fascination.

Yet today, he sought something elusive, something not typically found in off-the-beaten-path gas stations. His craving wasn’t for romance or sensuality; rather, he hungered for raw violence—unfiltered and unapologetic.

Disappointment etched across his features when he couldn’t find what he wanted, and he soon abandoned the rack, veering toward the food counter instead.

The air carried a heady aroma of spices clinging to the sizzling pork cutlets that filled a silver tray beneath a sneeze guard. Boudin, fried boudin balls, and cracklings sizzled under the warm glow of a nearby lamp. Frederick’s expression shifted from simple hunger to genuine curiosity. He had never seen a spread quite like this before.

As if summoned by the scent, an attendant appeared from behind the counter. The man’s stout frame and round, ruddy face peeked out from beneath a navy-blue ball cap. Greased dark hair mingled with strands of white—a testament to years spent tending this flavorful haven. He grinned from behind the food station, his missing teeth giving him a jack-o’-lantern-like appearance.

“You wanna sum boudan bawls?” he asked, pouring more crackling into the tray.

“I beg your pardon?” Frederick inquired, arching an eyebrow. The dialect struck him as peculiar; never had he heard such speech.

“He’s asking if you’d like some boudin balls,” a soft voice murmured.

Frederick’s pulse quickened as he turned and met the gaze of a beautiful Black woman in a lilac sundress. Her natural curls framed her face like a sensuous halo, while her eyes—rich, smooth milk chocolate—held secrets he longed to uncover. The curve of her lips, perfectly inviting, tempted him beyond reason. Frederick’s fingers itched to trace the contours of her mouth, igniting a fire that threatened to consume them both.

Mya was her name. Her journey spanned from the neon-lit streets of Las Vegas to this small Louisiana town. The floral overnight bag she clutched held her entire world, its faded fabric whispering stories of countless adventures.

As she adjusted the small bag slung over her shoulder, Frederick’s eyes traced the delicate curve of her left hand. No ring adorned her finger, nor was there a telltale mark where one had once rested. Perhaps she was unattached—or perhaps love had left its imprint elsewhere.

And then, as if fate itself conspired to reveal her essence, Frederick caught a hint of Mya’s perfume—a soft, calming fragrance that wrapped around him like a gentle embrace. It suited her perfectly: intoxicating and perilous, like a potion brewed by a voodoo priestess.

Mya had a way of ensnaring men with wicked grace. In her presence, their thoughts shifted from polite conversation to primal desires—fantasies of bedding her, of unraveling the mystery that clung to her like a silken veil.

Frederick, at that moment, was one such man. His mind churned with unnatural thoughts—fantasies dancing on the edge of the forbidden. What would he give to explore the contours of her lips, to trace the curve of her spine, to lose himself in the depths of her eyes?

But Mya was no mere heartbreaker. Beneath her beauty lay a secret—a menacing truth no man should dare uncover. It whispered warnings, urging caution. To delve too deeply into her paradox was to court danger—a thrill that both terrified and delighted Frederick.

For a moment, their eyes locked—a collision of souls across the crowded room. No words passed between the two strangers, only a charged silence that hummed with unspoken promise.

Frederick, ever the charmer, broke the spell. His lips curved into an award-winning smile—one that had melted countless hearts. But this time, it was not for the usual adoring women. It was for her—the woman who held his gaze, her eyes a mystery waiting to be unraveled.

As he stepped closer, the room faded away, leaving only the two of them in this suspended moment. Frederick’s voice, smooth like aged whiskey, cut through the air.

“What exactly is boudin?”

“It’s a Cajun sausage made with rice, crawfish, and loads of seasoning,” Mya replied.

Their eyes never left each other.

With a playful smile, she continued, “Sometimes it’s made with chicken or pork, but judging by the smell of seafood, I’d guess it’s crawfish.” She turned to the attendant. “Am I right?”

The man’s grin broadened, revealing a toothless expanse. His head bobbed in agreement as a cackle escaped his lips.

“Are you from around here?” Frederick asked, his tone casual though his eyes studied her intently.

“No, I’m from out West. Just passing through, same as you, sir.”

Frederick frowned slightly. “H-how did you know I was passing through?”

“You’re definitely not from around here with that British accent. If you were, you’d have known what he said.” She dropped her gaze and headed for the cooler.

Frederick followed quickly. “How do you know so much, only being from the West?”

“This isn’t my first time in Louisiana. I’ve been around different cultures most of my life.”

Mya grabbed four small bottles of pineapple juice, cradling them in her arms.

Frederick stood beside her, holding the door as she searched for another drink.

“Where are you heading?” she asked, juggling the bottles.

“I’m traveling to Florida,” he said, keeping close behind her.

“Oh yeah? What part?”

“Fort Lauderdale.”

She laughed softly while searching for her debit card in a small black pocketbook she’d pulled from her teal handbag.

“What?” Frederick asked, his brows knitting together. “What’s so funny about Fort Lauderdale?”

Her smile widened. “Nothing. It’s just that Fort Lauderdale is a party town—college kids flock there during spring break. I figured you were going for a good time.”

“On the contrary,” he said. “I’m moving there for a new life.”

She turned to the clerk. “Can I get a couple of boudin balls and a pound of crackling, please?”

“À venir tout de suite,” the man said, returning to the counter.

“What on earth did he say?” Frederick asked, puzzled.

“They speak Cajun, Creole, or French out this way. The further south you go, the harder it sounds. I’m guessing he said, ‘coming right up.’”

“You picked up the language in two days as well?”

“It’s somewhat French. I studied it in high school and spent four months in France. Their broken version here is easy to understand.”

“Here ya are, cher,” the attendant said warmly, handing over the food.

Mya smiled and handed over her card.

“No,” Frederick said, intercepting her as he reached for his wallet. “Let me.”

Mya’s gaze lingered on him, her subtle smile igniting curiosity. “That’s not necessary.”

“It’s the least I can do.”

She stood by while Frederick paid for her purchase and his gas.

“Merci,” she said with a smile as she retrieved her purchased items and headed for the door with Frederick right behind her.

Outside, they found solace at a weathered picnic table. The once-blue sky had begun to darken, an unseen current tugging at their senses.

Mya handed Frederick a boudin ball and a plastic fork.

“You’re going to like this,” she said. “I guarantee it.”

Frederick smiled as he studied the fried ball. “Okay… cheers.” He took a bite, then smiled approvingly.

“This is wonderful.”

Mya’s warmth filled the silence that followed.

Frederick looked upward. The once-clear sky now harbored a brewing tempest—black clouds gathering like ancient sentinels.

“Those clouds look monstrous,” he said.

Mya shrugged. “It’s Louisiana. From what I’ve been told, it’s hurricane season.”

“You mean there’s a hurricane coming?”

“I don’t think so… not today anyway. But I should get moving before it pours down.”

She packed the food into her overnight bag and held out her hand. “It was nice meeting you, sir.”

He took her hand firmly. “Likewise. I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name.”

“People call me Mya. What’s yours?”

“My name’s Frederick—but people call me Freddy.”

“Well, Freddy, it was a pleasure meeting you again.”

His heart sank at the sound of his name from her lips—a melody that stirred both curiosity and desire.

As she walked away, the rain began to fall, sprinkling her lilac sundress until it glistened.

Frederick hesitated, caught between reason and the pull of her mystery. Then he followed, his heavy footsteps slapping against the wet pavement.

Thunder rumbled overhead. Mya glanced back, her eyes a storm of their own.

“Where’s your car?” Frederick called.

“I’m hitching a ride,” she replied with a shrug.

“That’s dangerous.”

“Don’t worry. I only ride with women.”

“Women can be just as dangerous.”

“I haven’t met any yet,” she said with a hint of mischief. “See you around, Freddy.”

With that, she continued down the road until her figure vanished against the gray horizon.

Frederick hurried back inside and asked the clerk, slightly out of breath, “How far is it to the nearest town?”

“Thibodaux isn’t far,” the man said. “If you keep going, you’ll hit N’awlins.”

“I’m sorry?”

“You know—N’awlins. The Big Easy?”

“Oh, yes, of course—New Orleans.”

“Yeah, that’s what I said,” the man muttered, shaking his head.

Frederick bought a mint container and exchanged a brief nod with the cashier—the last smile the man would ever see from him.

Outside, the rain poured harder. Frederick climbed into his Camry, where a half-eaten boudin ball sat beside his phone. But it wasn’t the food or the phone that occupied his thoughts. It was Mya—mysterious, elusive, haunting him like a melody from an ’80s new wave song.

As he started the engine, her image lingered. How could he let that gorgeous creature escape? She wasn’t supposed to resist him. Mya was supposed to obey, to follow him to the car. Instead, she’d slipped away, leaving his quota unmet.

Frustration weighed heavily on him as the feeling of defeat slowly crept in.

Mya trudged through the rain-soaked landscape; her yellow raincoat clung to her like a second skin. The downpour was relentless, blurring the edges of the road and turning the world into a watercolor wash. Each step sent a spray of mud up her legs, soaking her sandals and making her feet squelch uncomfortably.

Why she hadn’t purchased those sturdy rain boots back in Houston was a mystery even to herself. She had dismissed them as unnecessary, and now, with every slippery step, she regretted that decision.

Ahead, the town loomed as a hazy silhouette through the curtain of rain. Mya’s determination pushed her forward, even as doubt gnawed at her. As she approached the town, its lights flickered to life, casting a warm glow against the gray backdrop. Mya’s breath hitched. She was tired, wet, and cold, but the promise of shelter and a dry place to rest spurred her onward.

At the rain-slicked crossroads, her heart began to pound. A vehicle pulled up to the curb, its windows fogged from the air conditioning inside. The engine idled, the soft hum of the motor blending with the drumming rain.

The man inside leaned out, his face glistening with sweat, and offered her a ride. His voice carried a mix of curiosity and concern, cutting through the humid evening air. The headlights cast long shadows on the pavement, creating an almost surreal atmosphere.

Mya hesitated, the weight of her decision pressing down as she glanced between the car and the dark road ahead. Something about the man’s eyes—the way they assessed her—sent a shiver down her spine.

Shaking her head, she declined his offer with a polite smile. The rain intensified, drumming harder on the car’s roof while the driver sped off, disgruntled.

Moments later, another car glided to a stop. Its headlights cut through the downpour, illuminating the road. Mya squinted, her breath catching as she stared at the driver’s silhouette, which seemed eerily familiar. A sense of recognition and dread washed over her. She stepped closer to the passenger door and watched as the window slid down. Her heartbeat quickened, pounding louder with each passing second.

And there he was—Frederick. His eyes were a storm of concern and determination, searching hers for a connection. The space between them seemed to crackle with unspoken words, and Mya’s pulse raced, each beat a reminder of the uncertainty swirling between them.

“Can I take you to the next town?” he offered, his tone warm and inviting.

Mya hesitated, torn between caution and curiosity. She knew the risks—the danger of accepting rides from mysterious strangers—but this man, with his cryptic allure, defied all logic.

Mya’s eyes met Frederick’s, raindrops clinging to her long lashes. “Why?” Her voice was steady despite the tremor within. “Why are you here?”

His smile held secrets of its own. “Because it’s raining, and I imagine we might be heading in the same direction.”

Mya’s pulse quickened as Frederick’s smile curved—a dangerous crescent that held both promises and perils. His eyes, dark and inscrutable, bore into hers, and she felt like a moth drawn to a flame.

Other women had succumbed to that smile, their hearts fluttering like fragile wings. But Mya wasn’t like other women. She had learned to tread carefully in the presence of conundrums.

Yet curiosity tugged at her—the same curiosity that had led her to this sodden crossroads. Mya stepped closer, her sandals sinking into the mud.

Frederick’s gaze remained on her, assessing and calculating with an intensity that felt almost magnetic. His lips parted, revealing teeth that gleamed like polished obsidian.

“Where are you headed?” His voice was a velvet blade, slicing through the rain’s patter.

Mya’s heartbeat quickened. She could tell him the truth—the mundane details of her journey—or she could play the game, match wits with a man who thrived on mystery.

“To the next town,” she replied, her smile a fragile shield. “And beyond.”

Frederick’s laughter danced on the edge of danger.

“A seeker,” he murmured. “I like that.”

Mya tilted her head, meeting his eyes. “Why offer me a ride?” she asked, her voice steady, though uncertainty flickered behind her words. “What do you want?”

His gaze held hers, unyielding. “Maybe I don’t want you walking in the rain alone. Or perhaps I’m looking for a companion for the road.”

Mya weighed the risks—the allure of adventure against the chill of uncertainty.

Frederick’s smile widened, revealing a hint of vulnerability. “Choose wisely, Mya,” he whispered, his voice low and urgent. “For some paths lead to salvation, while others unravel the very fabric of reality. The weight of your decision will echo through eternity.”

Mya gave Frederick a perplexed, warning look, her eyes conveying what words couldn’t. She stepped into his car, leaving the rain-dampened crossroads behind.

“Thank you,” she said, glancing at him with a small, apologetic smile. “I apologize if I get your seat wet.” She shifted uncomfortably, trying to avoid the dampness.

“I’m not worried about that,” Frederick said, taking her bag and tossing it into the back seat.

Retrieving a flimsy blanket from a large, dark leather bag, he placed it on her lap. “Remove your coat and toss it back there.”

Mya followed his instructions, draping the blanket over her legs to shield them from the chill.

Frederick revved the engine, and they sped into the night—a collision of fate and desire, where smiles held secrets and roads twisted into infinity.

“Do you want me to turn off the air conditioner?”

Mya shook her head, her gaze drifting toward the rain-streaked window.

“It’s a few miles to the next town… or so the clerk back there said.”

“I know,” she replied softly. “Remember, I’m no stranger to Louisiana.”

Mya took a deep breath, then exhaled as she relaxed her head against the headrest. “It was nice of you to pick me up.”

“I did offer, if you remember—back at the gas station.”

She giggled and leaned her head even farther back, eyes fixed on the wet world outside.

“He also mentioned New Orleans isn’t far from the next town.”

Mya’s eyes fluttered, weighed down by exhaustion. She fought to keep them open, each blink a struggle against the pull of sleep. The world blurred at the edges, and she clung to wakefulness, determined not to succumb to the darkness tugging at her consciousness.

“Why are you hitchhiking?” Frederick asked, his voice calm as he navigated the rain-drenched road. “It’s awfully dangerous.”

“As I said before, I know who to get in a car with.” She wiped rainwater from her upper lip and sighed deeply.

“You must be exhausted from walking.”

“I haven’t been hitching long.” Mya’s eyelids grew heavier, the weight of exhaustion pulling her into a half-slumber.

Frederick stole a glance at her, his expression unreadable. Why had she embarked on this journey? What secrets lay hidden in the rain-soaked miles?

His smile deepened, lines etching at the corners of his mouth. He understood the pull of weariness—the way it unraveled defenses and stripped away masks. Mya’s defenselessness intrigued him. She was no ordinary hitchhiker; she carried mysteries of her own.

As Mya’s eyes drifted shut, Frederick’s fingers tightened on the steering wheel. What dreams danced behind those closed lids? What memories whispered in the folds of her mind?

He glanced at her once more, committing the moment to memory—rain, darkness, and a woman on the brink of surrender. And so they drove, two souls entwined by chance, navigating the storm together.

Mya’s breath slowed, and Frederick’s smile lingered—a silent promise that this journey was far from over.


Finally, he thought. She has succumbed to my charm. I will meet my quota after all.


The rain persisted, a relentless curtain that blurred the road every few miles. Frederick squinted through the downpour, his grip tightening on the steering wheel, and the windshield wipers struggled to keep pace. Each swipe offered only a fleeting glimpse of the road ahead, making every mile feel like an eternity.

Beside Frederick, Mya slumbered, her form a silhouette against the dim gray of the car’s interior. One leg peeked out from beneath the blanket, bare and vulnerable, catching the faint light filtering through the rain-streaked windows. It was a small, unconscious rebellion against the confines of safety, an unintentional invitation to Frederick’s gaze.

His eyes flickered to her—her dark skin, her delicate ankle. The temptation was raw, primal, forbidden—a magnetic pull that defied logic and reason. The silence seemed to hum with unspoken tension, an electric charge which made his pulse quicken.

Frederick clenched the steering wheel, forcing himself to focus on the drenched road. But his resolve faltered as his eyes caught the slip of her sundress strap, revealing the curve of her shoulder.

The sound of Frederick’s rapid heartbeat echoed in his ears, drowning out the rain’s rhythmic patter. A shiver ran down his spine as his mind wandered, untethered and ravenous.

Mya’s neck—a column of openness—seemed to beckon him. The thought of his fingers there, exerting control, consumed him. The fantasy blurred the road into a treacherous haze, a dangerous mix of duty and desire.

Each mile was a battle, Frederick’s grip on the steering wheel a tether against the primal urge threatening to overtake him. The windshield wipers beat a frantic rhythm, but they couldn’t clear the fog of yearning clouding his thoughts.

Frederick’s eyes fixed on the road while his mind wrestled with the storm brewing within.

Mya slept on, oblivious to the turmoil beside her. The rain whispered its secrets against the windows, and Frederick wondered which path he would choose, salvation or damnation.

The urge became unbearable, driving him to pull the car onto the shoulder of the road. He killed the engine, leaving only the drumming rain like the soundtrack to his inner conflict.

Adjusting his seat, Frederick removed his seat belt and leaned closer to Mya. He froze when she stirred, waiting for her breathing to settle before continuing.

Gently, he traced a finger along her neck, inhaling the faint scent of her perfume that persisted in the humid air. Slowly, his touch wandered to the loose strap of her dress, his fingers brushing the smooth skin of her shoulder.

The strap slid further down, revealing the soft curve of her breast. A rush of heat flushed through Frederick’s body, his veins pulsing with a mix of excitement and arousal.

Carefully, he cupped one of her breasts in his hand, giving it a gentle tug, relishing the rush of exhilaration that coursed through him. Although Mya mumbled something incoherent in her sleep, she remained undisturbed.

Feeling emboldened, Frederick leaned in closer, his breath mingling with the intoxicating scent of her perfume. His lips grazed her nipple, sending a shiver down his spine as his heart hammered with expectancy.

Mya’s eyes opened to fingers fondling her breasts, and with a furrow brow, she gave Frederick a piercing glare.

“What are you doing?”

His head rose to meet her eyes and he snapped that charming smile in return, though this time, it carried a more sinister edge.

“Just relax,” he whispered, his breath warm against her skin as his fingers grazed the side of her face. “I won’t hurt you... unless you give me cause to.” His voice was a soft promise, laced with an unsettling edge.

Perched upright in her seat, Mya locked eyes with Frederick and said firmly, “I’ve encountered men like you.” She declared strongly, her gaze unwavering. “Your smile disarms, but your intentions are far from innocent.”

Frederick, both perplexed and intrigued, offered another smile.

“You don’t know anything about me.”

“I know you’re thinking of ten ways to violate me. However, what you don’t know is I have something on me that could knock you the fuck out or rip a hole right between your fucking eyes.”
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