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Chapter 1


The sinister power of thoughts


It is the year 2077. Who are you? Who am I? Who is she? Who is he? Such are the questions we can ask ourselves, well over eleven billion times. Eleven billion people are currently inhabiting our planet Earth, and new ones are being born every day. Each of us has a different perception of the world. Each individual takes a different view of the world every day, and perhaps lives a life you could never imagine. It is impossible to empathize with a person and perceive their emotions the same way they do. Why is this so? The answer is simple. You do not know their entire life story. If we knew it, we would have a more profound understanding of this person. We would more easily be able to grasp both their actions and their thoughts. Everyone has their own life story that makes them the person they are today. Some people are happy to share everything about themselves, are open and may have had an entirely different childhood than someone who is usually quiet or generally rather reserved and dislikes revealing much about themselves. Everyone will carry at least one chapter with them that they do not want to read out loud. Sporadically, a single word of our opposite is enough, and immediately our thoughts create a picture in lightning speed, which one would rather not see anymore. There is always an urge to tell this to at least one person. Those people who rarely speak up would probably love to tell their entire life story. Nevertheless, fear is the enemy that keeps us silent. Our minds torment us with questions before we can even tell a traumatizing story to someone we trust, for instance. How will my opposite perceive me? Will they take me seriously? Will they think I am lying or crazy? Will they regard me as a nasty person from now on? Can I trust this person to keep my secret?


We cannot get to know all eleven billion people inhabiting our earth in one lifetime. There is simply not enough time for that. I cannot imagine how many beautiful souls I am missing out on. People emitting a glow of security, people who have a smile that can heal wounds. People with a ring in their voice that evokes butterflies in your stomach, or the first perception of a familiar voice that puts a smile on your face. People with that certain something, whether it be the way they speak, their quick wit, or their unique sense of humor. People with eyes that say more than a thousand words. They say that the eyes are the mirror of the soul. Our eyes can betray us if the person we are talking to has good observation skills. If you look carefully, you can see joy, pain and disappointment in our eyes. People tend to talk a lot, so I observe what they actually do. I pay attention to facial expressions, gestures, the pitch of their voices and how they phrase a sentence. Often, all it takes is one wrong word or a glance at the floor from the person we are talking to and our mind sets off an alarm. Thoughts control what we do and say, and we forget how dangerous this understanding is. We humans have the ability to manipulate other people's thoughts. The more we know about the person standing in front of us, the easier it is to manipulate them.


There are different instruments of manipulation. I shall not list them all here, but I would like to mention and explain two important ones. The first instrument of manipulation is ourselves. There are people who have a certain talent for speaking. They are extremely quick-witted and eloquent. Other people get what they want by other means. Take fear as an example. Scare a person, and they will do what you want them to. Tell someone to put their dream aside because they will never be able to achieve their goal anyway. Tell them that there are thousands of other people who have tried, invested a lot of money in a similar idea and failed. It is wrong to tell someone that their dream is impossible to achieve. You are not that person with the idea and the determination to try something new. How is someone supposed to know if they can achieve their goal if they never try? The second and certainly the most special instrument of manipulation is called music. You must now be thinking that this is supposed to be a joke. However, I am not joking. Music can manipulate an entire society. Music can awaken memories, old feelings, joy, and sadness in us. Certain lyrics can evoke emotions and make us cry. Music can change our entire attitude, way of thinking and behavior. Some lyrics can reshape our values. In today’s modern times, the music industry is dominated by lyrics where violence, drugs, and sex are the main issues that our new generation unconsciously identifies with. We live in a world where a child molester is punished with more leniency than someone who downloads music illegally. One of the most famous cases is the mother of four from Minnesota. On the charge of illegally downloading twenty-four songs, the thirty-two-year-old was fined nearly two million Dollars. It was the first verdict related to such a copyright infringement in the USA. A representative of the US record industry was indeed thrilled with the verdict. How can feelings of joy arise in someone when they know that a young mother’s life has been destroyed by this verdict? Where is there any kind of humanity? Do we want to live in such a system?


We humans forget how small we are in this unimaginably large universe. If you look up at the sky in a clear night, you might spot a few stars. There are still people who do not know that stars are suns and that our solar system may not be the only one in the universe. For a long time, humankind assumed that the Milky Way is located next to Earth, although our planet is located in the middle of this galaxy of over a hundred billion stars. A ray of light would need a hundred thousand years to cross the Milky Way. If a ray of light would take that long, how long do you think it will take humankind to cross the distance? We still do not have a spaceship that moves faster than light, and no telescope that can peer into space with such crystal clarity. At least this is what the researchers tell us, claiming that they have already explored one percent of the universe. In my opinion, as a researcher, I would not claim such a thing because nobody actually knows the ultimate size of the universe. Nobody knows neither beginning nor end. There are other galaxies in the universe, such as the neighboring Andromeda Galaxy, which is well over two million light years away from Earth and possesses about a trillion stars. These distances are unimaginable to some people. For me personally, there is something magical about the universe. Stars die, new stars are born, and those facts by themselves are fascinating. Nevertheless, what fascinates researchers the most is the center of the Milky Way, in which sits a monstrous black hole. It is arguably the most mysterious object in the universe. Black holes exert such a powerful attraction that nothing escapes them, not even light. Everything that comes too close to them disappears into nothingness. A black hole is a bottomless pit that is created when a star collapses under its gravity at the end of its existence. Imagine the opposite of an explosion. An explosion is something that proceeds from the inside out. The opposite of this is called an implosion. The star implodes and is compressed into the tiniest space. It devours everything that gets in its way, and nobody knows the path it will take. The thought that something like this really exists is scary. We live on a blue planet that revolves around a ball of fire, with a moon that moves the sea. And yet, not all people believe in a higher power, spirits, magic, or simply a miracle. I would rather not steer you towards a belief or a religion. There is just one thing I want everyone to be aware of, and that is that we do not even need a religion to teach us what is good and what is evil. Common sense knows this very well. The universe is infinitely big, we are so small, and yet we were chosen to inhabit earth. This thought alone makes me believe that my existence is somewhat special. Why am I here? Why are you here? We have to find the answer to this question by ourselves. Maybe that answer resides in the universe, and no human being will ever be able to fully explore the universe, there is not enough time for that either. The distance is infinitely long, the time is too short, and this is probably well conceived. I, personally, believe in a higher power. Call it God, the light, energy, the universe, an inner voice or conscience. I want to call it God, and I am not talking about a God from a book who tells us how we should be.


"We were brought into this world with a free will and there is a reason for our existence. Now, we have to ask ourselves the question between good and evil. Do I want to do something good or something evil for humankind? Every morning of our lives brings a new beginning. What we do and say on each new day reveals who we are and who we want to be."


Jay Bogicevic


In the story that awaits us, various souls will introduce themselves and share their life stories. They are all human beings just like us and were born into a life they could not choose for themselves. All these souls have abilities that set them apart. They have been blessed by God with many talents; it is up to them what they decide to do with them. Some of them have abilities that are of monetary value. Not a single one of these souls can be found twice on this planet with their life and skills. Nevertheless, all these people are connected by one thing: a shared history with various perspectives.









Chapter 2


Dreams come true


Trey’s perspective


TREY


I am Trey, and I was born in New York on May 3, 2042. My parents are African American with Caribbean roots. Due to my father’s job, we have had to move many a time. I lived in New York until I was seven years old, then I spent four years in Zurich, Switzerland. For a short time, my father also worked in Los Angeles and Paris. My parents, my sister and I got tired of moving. We all missed our home, our extended family in New York, so after a few years we moved back there. I can still remember how happy I was about that. My most important goal in life and in my career was to become a professional dancer. This dream could only be fulfilled in the city of dreams. I adore the hip-hop, the R’n’B, the jazz, the bass, and the beat in the streets of New York. As soon as my ears catch good music, it awakens an energy in my body that is beyond words. An energy that literally forces my body to dance.


My parents are God’s greatest gift. They are caring, loving and supportive of everything I am interested in. Whenever we have a celebration at home with the family, they all want me to perform my dancing skills. I am anything but shy and love to show off my talent. My mother would say that I am obsessed with it, and this actually comes pretty close to the truth. My parents recognized and encouraged my talent from an early age. During my childhood, I attended various dancing schools in New York and got better and better. My talent gained me popularity in high school; however, it was my looks that I attracted most people with. My classmates, who did not have the guts to approach me at school, sought to connect with me through social media. Heaps of messages were on each of my accounts. They called me the school’s girl crush – but I remained down-to-earth. I got along well with everyone, the nerds, the misfits, the hoopsters, the footers, the cheerleaders, and of course all the girls at school. From a young age, my parents taught me that I should treat everyone the way I would want to be treated. Although I was so popular, I did not find the girl with that little something during that time. Often my relationships failed because most of the girls did not have the brains I was looking for. Some of them did not even know who Malcolm X was or that the first black President of the United States of America was named Barack Obama. I was looking for a girl who would accept me as the center of her life and teach me new things.


After I graduated from high school, my parents wanted me to move on to college. For the first time, my parents and I had a real argument. The teachers at my school and my parents knew I was destined for greater things. My parents wanted to make sure I had a plan B in case things did not work out with my dream of dancing. I did not let them talk me into anything, and was quite determined. My sister Olivia, who is younger than I am, loved the same music as me. She knew how popular I was thanks to my talent and believed in my dream. To stop depending on my parents, I looked for temporary jobs and put some money aside. My father was not too thrilled, but he respected my persistence and the way I pursued my goal. After the argument, a few months passed, and I got my first chance to appear in a music video. It was not anything mind-blowing, but I was able to gain some experience and met new people who knew about show business, which is something I strive for. They were amazed by my talent and how quickly I mastered the routines. Therefore, I got more small jobs and took part in several projects. The pay was always much too low, and often I took the job without getting paid at all. Some people suggested to me that I should apply for a job as a dance teacher in different dance schools. After a short time, a dance school in Brooklyn gave me the chance and I quit my two temporary jobs. My students loved my engaging and humorous way of teaching. Word spread, and so I taught beginner and intermediate hip-hop several days a week. I motivated my students to keep practicing, told them my story of how I got this job, and that one should never give up on their dreams.


It was 2061, and I was proud of everything I had accomplished at the age of nineteen. I was still living with my parents. My sister and I loved to watch music videos and carefully study them. We were always extremely fond of Liyah’s videos. Liyah was one of the biggest stars of our time. Not only was she a good singer, but she could dance and act incredibly well. Liyah was an inspiration to many people and became a big star at the age of fourteen. She not only wrote songs that were tremendously metrical, but she was also one of the kind of people who managed to create incredibly soulful music. Her image to the world represented a pure soul, besides that, for me, she was one of the most beautiful people I have ever seen. She possessed a special smile and sweet dimples on both cheeks. Liyah radiated a light in each of her videos that was beyond description. I was totally in love with her and kept telling all my friends that she would be my future wife. At that time, I read in the media that Liyah had been spotted with rapper Jayden in a restaurant. Jayden was known for his bad boy image. Everyone in New York knew that he had been a drug dealer in the past. Like me, he grew up in New York and was one of the best rappers in the world. He created the hottest rap music; not surprisingly, his music videos were of such a high level like no other. Jayden even started his own music label "Golden Jams” and had some of the best people under contract, except Liyah. He also had his own streaming service, any artist in the world could join. He was as much as ten years older than Liyah, and honestly, I did not understand what she saw in him. In my eyes, Liyah was an angel and Jayden showed himself as a monster in his videos.


In 2061, Liyah turned twenty-two years old. She was at the peak of her career, selling millions of records worldwide, getting some solid movie roles, and being present on every red carpet. Appearing in one of her music videos one day was among my biggest wishes. She was the princess of show business. Unfortunately, I had to abandon my dream quickly. Liyah died in a plane crash at the age of twenty-two, shortly after a video shoot in Mexico. The media reported that the private jet was packed to the brim. It was also revealed that the pilot had been on trial for drug possession in the United States shortly before the accident. I was devastated, even though I had not known her personally. She was just too young to pass away, and her life was only about to begin. The entire story sounded rather dubious. How many times have we been told similar storylines and blamed the pilot. Blaming a dead person is an easy way to quickly close the case. We will never know the truth. A few months passed. I continued to focus on my dream and worked hard on it. An inner fire was burning inside me, I wanted more from life. At that time, a new female star suddenly appeared at the top. She personified a sexy, charming and confident image. From now on, she became the queen in the pop and R’n’B business. It is all about Kiana. The entire world knows and loves her. She became famous with the girl group "Destiny’s Angel", which her own father put together and now manages. The band consisted of Kiana and her two best friends. They indulged in creating music that was reminiscent of the old days of the nineties and which taught women around the world to love themselves as they are, to pursue their own agenda, and to strive for independence. The music appealed not only to women. In fact, men were obsessed with Kiana. With her music, she taught them how to treat a woman and what a woman expects from a man. She provided the young generation with new courage to tackle dreams with her music and gave us energy that was needed in this world to survive. Her music fueled us to fight for the things we love and not to give in easily. Right here begins my story and plunge into the world of the American dream. The band "Destiny’s Angel" were looking for male dancers in New York for their world tour and for gigs at award shows. I was ecstatic with joy. I imagined how it would feel to be on tour with Kiana, to be able to stand next to her on stage and be envied by all her fans. I wanted this job and knew I had to prepare something special for the audition. So, I had my best friend Dean compile the best songs from Destiny’s Angel and asked him to create a poppy remix of them. Dean excelled himself. The beat was expressive, powerful, and I had two weeks to rehearse choreography. I practiced and polished my moves, sometimes late through the night, and had a blast. My body did not feel the slightest fatigue. The closer the day approached, the more time I sacrificed for it. I neglected my family, my friends – I just did not care. Dancing and music gave me new energy day in and day out, and that was all that mattered to me at that time. Suddenly, the moment was there. I was quite excited on the way there, to say the least. When I arrived at the casting and introduced myself, I was told that it was my turn to be third. In the waiting room, I pondered how I would like to say hello to Kiana. It seemed to me that no form of address was appropriate, and I was getting more and more nervous. Meanwhile, more candidates showed up. The waiting room filled up, and a long queue formed in front of the building. A young, good-looking lady fetched me and accompanied me to the room where the audition was to take place. I stepped into the room, and there she was! Kiana was sitting at a table, along with her father and her two friends who were part of the band. I just could not stop staring at Kiana. She looked much better, in real life and close to me, than in all the pictures. All four of them were still engrossed in a conversation, so they would not pay any attention to me. Therefore, I just addressed them with a simple hello. Suddenly, they all turned their heads and focused on me. Kiana’s gaze penetrated me. She gazed at me from head to toe and smiled. Her smile was magical and the dimple on her left cheek was truly a work of art. For a brief moment, I thought I was in heaven. Kiana never lifted her gaze from me. Somehow, I had the feeling as if we were attracted to each other. But I did not get my hopes up because this was the world-famous Kiana, and I always want to be perceived professionally. Kiana’s father quickly made me come back from cloud nine to reality. He asked me to introduce myself. While I was briefly talking about myself and my career, I noticed that Kiana kept looking at me. Every time my eyes crossed hers, she smiled or modestly moistened her upper lip with the tip of her tongue and pressed her lips together contemplatively. Gradually I became nervous, there was a tingling sensation in my belly, but it was a positive kind of stress, energy that made me feel good about going for it. I wanted to prove to them that I was born to dance. I was fascinated by Kiana from the first moment I saw her. I wanted her to see that certain something in me. An urge to impress her grew in me. Finally, I heard the first chords of the music and began to dance with my precise sense of rhythm. The people in the room bobbed their heads to the beat and their eyes were wide open. I appreciated the importance of facial expressions and being fully in control of one’s body when dancing. I imagined Kiana to be a female fan in a big throng of people. The queen of pop and R’n’B by my side. This time it was my show and I did not let Kiana out of my sight while the music carried me away to another world. I danced with all the feeling I could muster. I forgot everything around me, only Kiana’s gaze, which literally pierced me like a sharp sword, captured me. Then the music faded, Kiana and the rest of the crew began to clap. I kept my final pose, winded, and honestly did not know how to respond to the clapping. Before I could conclude my thoughts, Kiana interrupted the clapping and started to speak.





	Kiana:

	"Bravo Trey, that was perfect, and I haven’t seen such a lively and soulful performance in a long time."





	Trey:

	"Thank you! Hearing such feedback from you means a lot to me."










	
Kiana:

	"That’s sweet, but I’m just listing facts here that I picked up on with my senses, and I bet everyone in the room agrees with me."





	Trey:

	"Wow! I don’t even know what to say, your words make my day."





	Kiana:

	"I’d say I’ll see you again soon."





	Trey:

	"Wow… you… you… I mean, you’re serious?"





	Kiana:

	"I don’t know about everyone else, but you’re at the top of my wish list."







Once Kiana had finished her last sentence, she winked at me, smiled again – and I was melting inside. I thanked her and politely said goodbye to everyone. There was an energy swirling throughout my body, and on the way back home, the moment with Kiana played in my head like an infinite loop. I was unable to think of anything else. Immediately I called Dean, my helpful friend, to share the news with him and to thank him again for his help. He was as excited as I and could hardly believe it himself. When I got home and recounted the audition, my sister was frantically jumping around the living room yelling, "I knew you could do it!" She could barely contain herself or calm down, and was absolutely giddy with joy. She posted about a dozen videos she had shot of me on all of her social media accounts that night and bragged to her friends with great humor. I honestly dislike it when she would chase me around the house with her smartphone, often for hours at a time because she has nothing better to do than hang out on social media non-stop. Of course, I was also a little flattered to be so admired by my little sister. Olivia’s friends know exactly who Kiana was. They absolutely adore her and follow every media release, no matter how insignificant. They all idolize Kiana and want to be just like her. On this eventful day, I went to bed late and was unable to find sleep. In my head, I kept hearing Kiana’s voice. The sound of how she pronounced my name stirred something in me. I felt drawn to her. Kiana’s voice is unique, sweet, charming, and sexy at the same time. It literally nested in my head and my thoughts kept me awake for a long time. At some point, I fell asleep and dreamed of her. Dreamed how I was lying next to her in bed and enjoyed feeling her so close to me. Suddenly, the ringing of my smartphone jolted me awake. Sleepily, I answered it. It was Elijah, Kiana’s father. I jumped out of bed, trying not to let on that I had just been woken up. He was talking about a rehearsal with Destiny’s Angel that he wanted to invite me to. More details would follow via email in the next couple of days. After we hung up, I wondered if I had still been dreaming, but it was true. My dream had come true, and I had become a member of The Destiny’s Angels dance crew. I had not let on to my sister yet, or else I would be facing an immediate live broadcast of my life on social media. I just wanted to focus on my new career and not be distracted by anything or anyone. The first practice session was tough. Kiana was there, too. We rehearsed in a dance studio that located in a modern building in Manhattan. We danced for hours, without a break. I tried as best as I could to suppress my feelings and avoid eye contact with Kiana. Surprisingly, the band members Aileen, Ivy and Kiana had to choose a dancer with whom they would like to perform in close physical contact. After the choreographer voiced the request, Kiana walked up to me without so much as a second’s hesitation with a cheeky, mischievous grin on her face.





	Kiana:

	"Trey, will you do me the honors?"





	Trey:

	"You want me as your dance partner, are you sure about that?"





	Kiana:

	"Actually, I was expecting more of a charming response from you."





	Trey:

	"You know, when you talk to me like that, I get nervous."





	Kiana:

	"That was my intention."





	Trey:

	"What do you mean?"





	Kiana:

	"You’re adorable when you get nervous. Come on, we have to get back to work."







After this exchange, I tried to behave professionally as best as I could. An inner voice told me that I had to man up now. I was ready to dance body to body with Kiana. We got into the initial pose. She stood with her back to me, carefully placing one hand around my neck and the other against my thigh. I was just meant to stand still. Now the music began. Her body slowly slid up and down mine. I was almost aroused, and my heart beat faster. Again, I imagined an audience cheering us on. Suddenly, she turned around – we deeply gazed into each other’s eyes. I did not let myself lapse and put my arm around her, pressed her body against mine and let myself be carried away by the music. Kiana and I became one on the dance floor. As the music faded away, the choreographer clapped, and I could tell from his face that he was both amazed and flabbergasted. He said that he had never seen a couple dance in harmony like Kiana and I had just then. After that, we rehearsed for two more hours, and finally, we were allowed to pack up. As I was leaving the room, Kiana came up to me again.





	Kiana:

	"Hey Trey, wait!"





	Trey:

	"Yeah."





	Kiana:

	"That was fantastic today, and as everyone can tell, I always make the right choice."





	Trey:

	
*laughs sheepishly* "Thanks!"





	Kiana:

	"Uhm, that wasn’t a compliment to you…"





	Trey:

	
*laughs* "You’re funny."





	Kiana:

	"Do you have a girlfriend?"





	Trey:

	"Why do you want to know?"





	Kiana:

	"Have you ever wondered how your girlfriend would react or what she would feel if you were standing next to me on stage, and we had to touch each other like that all the time?"





	Trey:

	"No, I’ve never…" *thinks*






	Kiana:

	"Skin to skin, and she’s watching the whole time? And…"





	Trey:

	
*grins and shakes his head* "I don’t have a girlfriend."





	Kiana:

	"You’re single, you and your angel…"







Kiana could not finish her sentence. Her father interrupted our conversation, took Kiana to his side, and whispered something in her ear. After a few seconds, Kiana turned to me and remarked that there were other appointments waiting for her. She then said goodbye to everyone and left the room. I missed her from the first second. Suddenly, this desire arose in me, or rather, a great urge started to evolve. I just wanted to spend time alone with Kiana and find out who she really was. On the way home, I thought about my first day on the job. I could never forget that also Kiana was my boss, as it were, and not just her father. I was invited by Destiny’s Angel to several training sessions a week and barely had time for family or my friends. Kiana seemed completely changed and seemed rather calm and thoughtful during the training. I was happy just to stand next to her every second and be in the same room with her. However, with time, I came to realize that there was something wrong with Kiana. She seemed depressed and I wanted to know why. So, I approached her.





	Trey:

	"Hey, you alright?"





	Kiana:

	"I’m fine."





	Trey:

	"Everything okay? Usually, when people give an answer like that, they mean the opposite. You’ve been so quiet lately, and I can see that something is bothering you."





	Kiana:

	"You’re worried about me?"





	Trey:

	"No, but I miss your smile."





	Kiana:

	*smiles*





	Trey:

	"What’s bothering you?"





	Kiana:

	"Trey, we don’t have enough time and this is the wrong place to talk about it. I have to go. I’ll see you around."







Kiana finished her sentence, put her hand to my cheek, gazed deeply into my eyes, smiled and left me just standing there. This was the last session before the world tour. I was so looking forward to being able to spend more time with her. So, I strolled home and packed my suitcases excitedly. My sister played reporter again, commenting on my every move around the house. My parents, on the other hand, had to prepare for what felt most unfamiliar, as I would be gone for months at a time. I myself was super nervous and eager to explore the world. It was May 2062, and the tour started shortly after my birthday. The first destination was Yokohama in Japan. At first, I had imagined that the crew would fly there together with Destiny’s Angel. However, the band and crew used separate planes. The crew flew on a commercial flight. Destiny’s Angel chartered a private jet that took just shy of five hours for the long-haul flight from New York to Yokohama. Once we arrived in Japan, two black minibuses picked us up and dropped us off directly at the hotel. The hotel looked rather modern. I was assigned my own room with a breathtaking view. I lay down on the gigantic bed and thought about my luck. The feeling of suddenly being here, being part of this big thing and being able to experience all of this was overwhelming. I could not fall asleep that night because I was immersed in a sea of thoughts. I got up and jogged through the hotel corridors for almost an hour, hoping to see Kiana. I checked every floor, to no avail, wondering to myself what I was actually doing there. Kiana was increasingly attracting me. There was nothing I could do about it. I only got to see Kiana again when we arrived for the sound check. She was completely focused on the show and did not let herself be distracted. I could not take my eyes off her and must have been grinning stupidly to myself while staring at her. I drifted into a mental state of complete immersion and never even noticed that Kiana was coming towards me.





	Kiana:

	"Hey…"





	Trey:

	*engrossed in thought*





	Kiana:

	"Hey… Trey!" *waving a hand in front of his face*






	Trey:

	"Oh! Sorry, my thoughts were in other places at the moment."





	Kiana:

	"Where were your thoughts exactly?"





	Trey:

	"With you." *grins cheekily*






	Kiana:

	"I like that." *smirks*






	Trey:

	"So, what can I do for you?"





	Kiana:

	"Explain to me exactly what those thoughts are."





	Trey:

	"That was a joke."





	Kiana:

	"Oh, I thought you were a professional dancer, not a comedian."





	Trey:

	"I hate it when you do that!"





	Kiana:

	"I know." *runs off with a cheeky grin*








The last two words, Kiana said with a calm, humorous serenity and left me standing there again, confused. She had put on that charming expression and had me spellbound all the more. Suddenly, Kiana called us all to the stage for rehearsal. I took my position. While we were reconnected through dancing, she smiled at me and I returned her smile. After rehearsal, I had that tingle in my stomach when Kiana announced that the show would start in three hours, and she wanted to start on time. She would not keep her fans waiting; so the show started as planned. An irrepressible energy flowed through me again. The feeling was indescribable. I heard female fans chattering about me and shouting to the crowd that I could put my shoes under their bed anytime. I was flattered and for the first time got the feeling of being a star. The male fans were mesmerized by Kiana and knew every word of every song she sang. As the show came to an end, I was winded, exhausted. But I felt a sense of elation inside me, and Kiana’s voice nestled deeper in my head. Although the show was over, I could still hear Kiana’s voice inside, singing her part. I went backstage, wanting to get back to the hotel as soon as possible. Briefly, I glanced at my smartphone. My display was overflowing with messages from my sister. She wanted videos and photos of every inch backstage. I was buzzed, and Kiana’s voice kept singing. It was stuck in my head, impossible to turn off. Therefore, I forgot to answer my sister that night. The next day we flew to England. Several shows were scheduled there. Each show unfolded the same way. Kiana always had a line up her sleeve that either embarrassed me, confused me, or made me laugh. And when I say confused, I mean that Kiana made me feel like she more than liked me. However, I could not forget in all of that that she was my boss. Finally, the tour came to an end. I wondered when I would see her again. We flew back to the United States on two different planes. I missed her, I had been missing her since the second we said goodbye. All I could think about was her. On the plane, only her songs were playing on my smartphone, over and over. I at the very least did not want to let go of her voice. She has a powerful, earthy voice with personality, and her timbre is unique. I did not even want to eat anything on the plane, time seemed to stand still. The flight took what felt like half an eternity, and finally, I was back in New York City. I just wanted to curl up in bed and be left alone. A few days trudged by. At that point, my parents knew something was wrong. I was a little lethargic during those days because I increasingly became aware that there was no future for Kiana and me. I had to stop fooling myself. She was a star who made more money in one hour than I made all year. I was sure she was looking for somebody in her own league.


One morning I was cheered up a bit by a small package delivered by courier directly to me. I was home alone. The courier was wearing a snazzy suit. For a moment, I thought he must be working for the FBI. But then he informed me, "You don’t want to miss this, it’s a private party." I opened the package. A black envelope emerged. All it contained was a hotel card, the room number, and a note stating that you were not allowed to bring a plus one. I was a little skeptical and wondered who this could be. Checking online, I found out that this hotel was one of the most expensive in New York City. I had no idea what to wear because there was no mention of a dress code. However, since I was expecting an extravagant party, I went all out for an elegant appearance. I chose a black suit with a black shirt, dressed up and headed out. The hotel boasted a luxurious old style decor. When I entered, I felt like a king. I asked a clerk for my room. He escorted me to the elevator and pushed the button that took me to the top floor. The button was labeled "Penthouse Suite." I was getting a little nervous because I still had no idea what to expect. I stepped off the elevator on the fifty-second floor and a butler approached me. He had me wait and stated that he needed to quickly notify the guest in the penthouse suite and ask if I was expected. He then returned, and indicated I could now go ahead. I was standing outside the front door now and felt I was being watched because I noticed a camera mounted next to the intercom. I pressed a button marked with a telephone symbol. The door opened – and Kiana was standing in front of me. My stomach instantly swarmed with a flurry of butterflies. I was speechless. Kiana looked fantastic. Her smile, her dimples, and her voice enchanted me all over again.





	Kiana:

	"Hi…" *looks deep into his eyes*






	Trey:

	"Hey…" *looks deep into her eyes*






	Kiana:

	"Come in and put your smartphone in this safe." *points to the safe*






	Trey:

	"What’s the occasion?" *puts his smartphone in the safe*






	Kiana:

	"It’s my twenty-first birthday! From now on, I can do whatever I want." *puts her own smartphone in the same safe and locks it with a code*






	Trey:

	"Happy Birthday! I didn’t know today was your birthday!" *grimaces in embarrassment*






	Kiana:

	"Don’t worry, I don’t know when your birthday is either. So, we’re even."





	
Trey:

	"My birthday is on the third of May. I’m sorry, I don’t even have a present for you."





	Kiana:

	"Yes, you do, you do have a present for me."





	Trey:

	"And what might that be?"





	Kiana:

	"You came." *smiles a little, mouth closed until the dimple appears*






	Trey:

	"And who else is showing up for your birthday?"





	Kiana:

	"This night belongs to just you and me."





	Trey:

	"Is this a date?"





	Kiana:

	"Do you want it to be a date?"





	Trey:

	"Could you just answer a question of mine for once?"





	Kiana:

	
*laughs* "It’s a birthday party, to precisely answer your question. Make yourself comfortable. I need to quickly go to the bathroom."







While Kiana freshened up, I looked around the suite. The penthouse had a panoramic view, the vista of the city was gorgeous, and you could even see Central Park. The walls were partially covered in gold. In the middle of the living room there was a large black grand piano. The windows were more than fifteen feet high and the freestanding glass terrace was just out of this world. I did not get a chance to take a look at half of the suite when Kiana came back and asked me if I was hungry. She was dying to order pizzas and burgers. With each passing second, I loved her even more. I had thought she would rather desire something that looked overpriced with microscopic portions as usual.





	
Kiana:

	"What do we want to do?"





	Trey:

	"Have you got anything in mind?"





	Kiana:

	"Do you want to pick a movie?"





	Trey:

	"Whatever you want, birthday girl."





	Kiana:

	"Oh, that’s right, it’s my birthday. You don’t get a say in anything." *smirks cheekily, presses her lips together into a kissy mouth and contemplates*






	Trey:

	"What about your family, why aren’t you celebrating with them?"





	Kiana:

	"I’m celebrating with them this weekend."





	Trey:

	"Why did you invite only me today?"





	Kiana:

	"You like me. I can see that in your eyes."





	Trey:

	"Do you like me too?"





	Kiana:

	"If I didn’t like you, you wouldn’t be here right now. I really want to get to know you better. However, this encounter must be kept between us. No one must know that we are seeing each other. My father is strictly against me meeting with people who work for us."





	Trey:

	"Wow… I don’t know what to say, Kiana."





	Kiana:

	"If anyone found out I was dating you, your house would be surrounded by reporters. Your family would be harassed day and night too. My father would force me to fire you or would do so himself. There would be chaos."





	Trey:

	"Okay, you’re right. It’s just between us."





	Kiana:

	"Trey, can I trust you completely?"





	
Trey:

	"I want to get to know you better, too. You fascinated me from the moment I laid eyes on you." *looks deeply into her eyes*








A smile appeared on Kiana’s face after my last sentence. It was like magic, she liked me and really wanted to know me. An indescribable feeling swept through my body. Kiana grabbed the remote and chose a movie. I took off my jacket and shirt, keeping the T-shirt and pants on. Then lay down on the bed together. Kiana nestled her head against my chest. I put my right arm around her and pressed her against me. My mind was buzzing with more questions that I needed an answer to.





	Trey:

	"Do you often ask guys out like this?"





	Kiana:

	"My god, you sure know how to kill the atmosphere." *flashes him an annoyed look*






	Trey:

	"It’s a legit question. I would rather not be one among many."





	Kiana:

	"Oh wow…" *shifts to the side and sits up straight*






	Trey:

	"Okay, I just made that sound wrong."





	Kiana:

	"Then take another shot at it and rephrase it more carefully." *crosses arms angrily and rolls her eyes*






	Trey:

	"Kiana, can you please just answer my question?"





	Kiana:

	"Have you ever taken a look at my schedule? NO! Do I have enough time to meet new people? NO! Did I have my last real date, about when I was in high school? YES! Trey, you’re the first person for whom I’ve ever pulled something like this off. For the first time in my life, I





	
Trey:

	booked a forty thousand dollar penthouse suite. Today is my twenty-first birthday, and I wanted to make it special. You see, only my sister Mya knows that I have a date tonight. My dad thinks I booked the suite for her and me." "And what about Jayden? I read about you dating him lately."





	Kiana:

	"Of course. Classic. The paparazzi saw us having dinner together and it automatically became a date. NO! It was a business dinner and music was the only issue we discussed that night. We were talking about teaming up on a song. But the media always knows better! Don’t they? Exactly! It was on that night that I invited the one paparazzo to have dinner with us. I ordered him soup. Jayden ordered a steak for him." *speaks at a rapid pace with a sarcastic undertone*






	Trey:

	"You and Jayden? You want to release a song together?"





	Kiana:

	"Trey! Come on! Today is my birthday. My twenty-first birthday! I’m doing all this for you and not for Jayden."







A loud knock on the door interrupted our conversation. Kiana answered it. It was the room service. A man dressed like a butler. She signed the purchase and he left the room. Kiana didn’t miss a beat. She pounced on a slice of pizza, said bon appétit, and started digging in. She devoured the food as if she hadn’t eaten for days. After the pizza, she immediately grabbed some fries and bit into a burger with relish.





	
Kiana:

	"Sorry! Can you imagine the last time I ate pizza and burgers? I can’t remember myself." *speaks with mouth full*






	Trey:

	"Alright, fine. You can have my burger too." *smiles*






	Kiana:

	"Eat, baby! We can order more if we’re still hungry." *speaks with mouth full*








She had called me baby. I felt that happiness inside me again. This moment was truly special. I was so afraid that everything might turn out to be a dream, but I was definitely true. That night, she made me laugh so many times! I had the feeling she was completely open to me. I finally got to meet the real Kiana, and she was bursting with charm. At some point, around two in the morning, we dozed off. That night, I dreamed that I was running across New York to get to the Destiny’s Angel show on time. All the time I was trying to find the right way and meanwhile, I was getting a dozen text messages from Kiana’s father. I was repeatedly stopped by random strangers and hardly dared to open one of Elijah’s messages. Suddenly, I was at my house, lying on my back in bed, and Kiana sat seductively on top of me. She put both hands on my chest, lowered her head to me and pressed her lips to mine. With a jerk, I opened my eyes and came back to reality. I felt like I was being watched and could not believe that I was actually back in that penthouse suite. Watching the sun rise over New York, I turned my head to Kiana. She was lying sideways next to me, supporting her head with her hand, staring at me and smiling.





	
Kiana:

	"Good morning… Darling." *smiles with her mouth closed, showing her dimple*






	Trey:

	"Good morning… baby." *smiles*






	Kiana:

	"Sleep well?"





	Trey:

	"Yeah, what time is it?"





	Kiana:

	"Time for a field trip."





	Trey:

	"Where to?"





	Kiana:

	"Wherever you want."





	Trey:

	"It’s your birthday, so you decide."





	Kiana:

	"Mexico?"





	Trey:

	"Baby, what do you mean Mexico? I was thinking somewhere around here."





	Kiana:

	"No place is too far when you have a private jet." *smirks and raises one eyebrow*






	Trey:

	"I don’t have anything to wear. We need to get to my place quickly."





	Kiana:

	"We can’t be seen together. I’ll arrange a car for you, and I’ll meet you back at the jet later."





	Trey:

	"Okay." *glances at her excitedly*






	Kiana:

	"Hurry up, will you?"







She really was serious and informed her butler of what he had to take care of. I was driven home in a luxurious car and did not quite know what to tell my parents. I could not tell them the truth. So, I asked the driver to pull over a block ahead and wait for me. It was just before nine in the morning, and I was lucky, my parents and sister were not home. I quickly packed up the bare necessities and took a quick shower. It was important for me to look good: for Kiana! Then I put on a white T-shirt, light blue jeans and white sneakers. Every cell of my body felt like newborn. On the way to the airport, I had to marvel again at the luxury. In the back of the car, there was a lounge with a face-to-face seating arrangement. Behind my maroon leather seat was a white flat screen that quietly and smoothly extended at the touch of a button. At the same time, the screen was the partition to the driver. A golden refrigerator with ice-cold drinks, a game console and a car phone were also available. Finally, we arrived at the airport. Now everything proceeded rapidly. The driver was allowed to drive up to the jet, and all I had to do was show my ID. I wanted to open the door of the car myself, but it was locked. Suddenly, it opened automatically and I got out. My luggage was scanned by the airport staff, then I sprinted up the stairs of the private jet with my bag in my hand. Kiana was already on the jet, sipping water, when I entered. She was not alone. Mya, Kiana’s younger sister and her boyfriend Joshua were also there. I warmly said hello to them and shook their hands.





	Kiana:

	"Hey, my sister and her boyfriend are joining us. I hope you don’t mind." *smiles*






	Trey:

	"Sure not, I’m fine!"





	Kiana:

	"Let’s leave the two lovers alone." *grabs Trey’s hand*








Kiana escorted me to another room. It was a cozy, small bedroom with a big bed for two. She then asked me to put my smartphone back in the safe. I did, and after she closed the safe, she locked the door. We lay down on the bed and started talking about everything and anything. While I was sharing my thoughts, Kiana suddenly interrupted me by putting her index finger on my lips.





	Kiana:

	"Do you know how sexy you sound when you talk?"





	Trey:

	*grins*





	Kiana:

	"Why did you never go to college?"





	Trey:

	"Dancing makes me happy and that’s all that matters."





	Kiana:

	"I hear you. Singing and dancing make me happy too. Both are a reflection of our feelings. This brings the audition back to my mind. You were really outstanding, totally in your world!"





	Trey:

	*smiles*





	Kiana:

	"Why are you actually single?"





	Trey:

	"I haven’t met a woman who has bewitched me until now, but you... you’re like magic. I can’t put it into words."





	Kiana:

	"You’re so sweet." *smiles and kisses his cheek*








Then Kiana unexpectedly straddled me, put one hand on my face, the other on my chest, and started kissing my neck. I was stunned, I had no idea what was happening to me. All too soon, we were interrupted. The plane’s captain asked us passengers to take our seats and buckle up. Kiana, annoyed, rose to her feet and pressed a button, whereupon a flap opened, and an airplane chair was lifted from the floor. She sat down and fastened her seat belt.





	Kiana:

	"You have to press this button." *points finger at button*






	Trey:

	"Ah…" *presses the button*






	Kiana:

	"I’m sorry we got interrupted."





	Trey:

	"No need to apologize. I don’t want you to think I’m just out for sex. We don’t have to do this. My soul is perfectly at ease just talking to you."





	Kiana:

	"Oh God, are you Mister Perfect?" *shakes her head confused*






	Trey:

	"A gentleman sounds more like it."





	Kiana:

	"Okay, let’s talk then. I honestly wasn’t thinking about sex, though." *smiles*






	Trey:

	"Are you a virgin?"





	Kiana:

	"Do you want to know my zodiac sign or if I’m sexually active?" *grins cheekily*






	Trey:

	
*speaks in a serious tone* "In Mexico you get a better view of the starry sky and I figured if I knew your zodiac sign…" *starts laughing*






	Kiana:

	"For a moment I really thought you were serious. I’m still a virgin, are you?"





	Trey:

	"No, I had my first time when I was sixteen."





	Kiana:

	"And who was the lucky girl?" *looks annoyed*






	Trey:

	"Doesn’t matter."





	Kiana:

	*looks blankly and gazes deeply into Trey’s eyes*





	
Trey:

	"What about the flight crew? Isn’t it dangerous if they see us together?"





	Kiana:

	"Don’t worry. Everything is under control."





	Trey:

	"Is there anything I should know about you?"





	Kiana:

	"I’m planning a solo career."





	Trey:

	"What?!" *looks at Kiana stunned*






	Kiana:

	"I want to go my own way. Lately, there have constantly been differences within the group. It’s always my father who takes the decisions, for us, for me, and I can’t take that anymore. I hope to go the way I think is right in all aspects of my life."





	Trey:

	"Wow… you’re really serious about this."





	Kiana:

	"I have to fire my father."





	Trey:

	"What!?” *shows open-mouthed amazement*






	Kiana:

	"Only then can I take control of my own life."





	Trey:

	"I’m sorry. I’m speechless."





	Kiana:

	"Don’t imagine me being a bad person. You don’t know my father. All these hours of discussions without him really listening. I want to prove to him that I really understand the music business. I have so many ideas that I would like to bring to life. My father doesn’t understand me. It feels as if someone doesn’t let you develop your talent."





	Trey:

	"No. I understand you. You have to go your own way."





	Kiana:

	"It’s not going to be easy, for you or for me, you know."





	Trey:

	"What do you mean?"





	
Kiana:

	"The media will always turn a simple business lunch into a more exciting story. The media will either speculate or lie. They rarely have solid evidence to support their claims. It’s important to me that you trust me and not the media."





	Trey:

	"What are you afraid of?"







Kiana never answered my question. She undid her seatbelt, rose to her feet, reached for a tumbler, and took a bottle of alcohol from the minibar. Carelessly, she poured the liquid into the glass, almost to the brim. I stood up and gently removed the glass from her hand.





	Trey:

	"This is a little too much for you. We don’t have to drink to have fun."





	Kiana:

	"When I was fourteen years old, I was asked what I wanted to be when I grew up. My answer was that when I was twenty-one, I would finally treat myself to a drink. So, Trey, give me back my drink." *glares emotionlessly at him*






	Trey:

	"Here you go." *holds out the drink to her and looks at her disappointed*






	Kiana:

	*accepts the glass and her eyes fill with tears*





	Trey:

	"Are you crying? I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to." *looks at her baffled*






	Kiana:

	"No. I’m sorry I was bitchy just now. My head is just buzzing with thoughts."





	
Trey:

	*calmly pours himself a glass*





	Kiana:

	*looks skeptically at Trey*





	Trey:

	
*raises his glass* "To you and that you can accomplish anything in life that you set your mind to. I believe in you. Cheers!" *smiles at her*






	Kiana:

	"Cheers!" *looks at him a little embarrassed and smiles back*








Guilt flashed through my mind, and I wanted to make amends immediately. So, I put an end to my inquiring. Once we arrived in Mexico, the atmosphere between us relaxed again. She had rented a spacious white house, right on the beach, with a pool and jacuzzi. The house was surrounded by a beautiful garden with countless flowers of all colors. We had our own private space in the house, as did her sister Mya and Joshua. This was one of the happiest moments in my life. Kiana and I sat together in a rocking chair on the porch. I held her tightly in my arms. There was a gentle breeze and I felt the last rays of the evening sun on my face. The sky was almost cloudless, with only a small puff of clouds obscuring the sun until it reached its blazing center. We enjoyed the peace and quiet, and whenever our chatter died away, Kiana would softly and quietly sing a song or hum a tune to herself. Eventually, the sun disappeared behind the horizon. And Kiana would intone a song. The song was unknown to me, the lyrics sad, and I felt her suffering.





	Trey:

	"That’s wonderful. What’s the name of the song?"





	Kiana:

	"You inspired me to write this song. I think I will call it <Dangerous Love>."





	
Trey:

	"Dangerous Love?" *glances at her skeptically*






	Kiana:

	"I’ll be honest with you. You make me feel free. Every time I see your face, my heart smiles. With you by my side, there’s no darkness I can’t conquer." *looks deep into his eyes*






	Trey:

	*looks deep into Kiana’s eyes and kisses her on the mouth*







That moment was extraordinary, and my body was like electrified. Kiana was such a good kisser! We just could not keep our fingers off each other. She bit tenderly into my lower lip, pulled it a little to herself, slowly let it go, looked deep into my eyes and smiled like an angel. But quickly her smile was gone, and I noticed the sad expression on her face.





	Trey:

	"Are you okay?"





	Kiana:

	"I want this moment to last forever. Where have you been all my life?"





	Trey:

	"Here and there." *smirks cheekily*






	Kiana:

	"I’ve never felt such a strong bond with anyone before." *places her hand on his chest*






	Trey:

	"Neither have I, which is why I want to make it clear right now that you are mine." *with a serious expression on his face*






	Kiana:

	"I’ll be happy to give you that in writing." *smirks and raises an eyebrow*






	Trey:

	"Then get a paper and pen, baby." *flashes her a seductive glance*






	
Kiana:

	"I have something to tell you, and I hope you will support me in my plans."





	Trey:

	"I want to support you in whatever is important to you." *strokes her upper arm tenderly and glances at her sympathetically*






	Kiana:

	"It’s about my solo career and my first solo debut album. Jayden would like to record two songs with me, and music videos are also being planned."





	Trey:

	*takes a deep breath*





	Kiana:

	
*kisses him on the mouth multiple times* "You have to trust me; otherwise this isn’t going to work." *kisses him on the mouth again and smiles seductively at him*






	Trey:

	"What are these two songs called?"





	Kiana:

	"We’ll call one of the songs <Crazy Love>."





	Trey:

	"<Crazy Love>… Yeah, you’d have to be crazy to love that guy, let alone like him." *puts on a bored expression*






	Kiana:

	"I could just eat you up if you’re jealous like that." *smiles seductively at him*






	Trey:

	"And the other song?" *sports an annoyed facial expression*






	Kiana:

	"<Bonnie and Clyde>, but let me explain." *bites her lower lip, squeezes her eyes shut and waits a little anxiously for his answer*






	Trey:

	"What is the music video supposed to look like? You… together… in love on the run?"





	Kiana:

	
*looks at him wearily* "That’s precisely what I’m afraid of, Trey, this isn’t going to work out with us for long if you’re going to react like this each time. Jayden won’t be the first





	

	and won’t be the last guy I’ll consider collaborating on a music project with. I hate having to explain myself over and over again. I happen to be a worldwide superstar, and if you want a relationship with me, it’s not going to be as easy as with the cute girl next door who has plans for college and wants to be a lawyer. Do you understand that?"





	Trey:

	"I’m sorry. You’re right. This entire situation is completely new to me and I need to learn how to deal with it."





	Kiana:

	
*kisses him softly on the mouth and looks deep into his eyes* "You just have to trust me."
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