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[image: ]




Trent froze in his tracks and dropped his phone. What he feared would happen is now happening. 

"Paris, call my folks and tell them to come down to the precinct. I love you." Trent told her, not taking his eyes off the policemen. 

"Trent, I love you! I love you! You know I will!" Paris wailed. Tears fell madly down as she watched the officers grab him by the shoulders to escort him to their squad car. 

All because of her. 

It's all because of Paris why Trent was being taken away like a common criminal. 

She didn't take their love seriously as he did, and now they both have to pay the price in some kind of way.

"Don't cry. They have nothing on me. Dry your eyes and do what I asked." Trent kissed her lips before being taken away. 

He looked back to see her falling to her knees, crying while her mother tried to console her. 

Be strong, my love. This is not the end. I'm not going to leave you and Junior. I love you both.

***
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JANUARY 2018

Trent Devereaux stared at his reflection in the golden oval-shaped mirror and saw the grave look of a guy on another mission. Though, this one has nothing to do with putting together a plan execution-style. 

No, it has something to do with a particular someone who pulled at the strings of his heart two weeks ago at a club called Crystal Dance Hall. 

The club is on the outskirts of Columbia in South Carolina, where Trent had never known of the club's existence. It wasn't his type of scene anyway, but someone requested him to be there. 

Trent epitomized the fantasy for most women and some- a reality. For others, including men, a living nightmare. He has no qualms about this nor the willingness to change the hearts of those who refused to see the positive attributes he possessed. 

He doesn't give a shit about that. He simply wanted to live his life and do what he needed to do in this ever-changing world in which he lives. 

This woman named Paris Thompson, his newfound interest in her, had struck Trent like a match and lit him up. It had come out of nowhere, leaving him unprepared for it. Yet, it was magnetizing and would leave him feeling breathless. 

The intense energy he felt still had him in a state of bewilderment and enchantment. It made him think about her all the time, which also followed well into his dreams. He did not understand why just one look could cause him so many emotions he had never felt before.

Still, it is not his or Paris' fault he detects what he has been feeling since that fateful night. What kind of magical, mysterious entity is going on here? Why would he develop feelings for someone he barely knows? And so quickly? Nevertheless, he's going to make it his business to become very acquainted with her. 

She is a woman who made his heart swell before his large manhood, and that was saying a lot. It takes much work and time to penetrate his soul and heart. Still, he never felt such a burning sensation in his chest that had nothing to do with acid reflux but something undeniably desirable. Something more than just lust. 

All he knew is this attraction—well, connection—is something on the spiritual level. With his spiritual and supernatural experiences and knowledge, he is now more aware of what is happening. He is unsure why and the best way to go about it since this is new to him. 

He couldn't ignore what he was feeling. Could Paris be his soul mate or twin flame? Could that be the reason why he can't stop this sweet mental and emotional torture inflicted on him?

It didn't help Paris has been with his best friend, Sean Bronson, for nearly three months now. But Trent doesn't believe it's anything serious. Sean doesn't even talk about her much. And, he hasn't brought her to meet the family or him. They most likely are just hanging out doing what he hopes "friends" of the opposite sex do, Trent believes.

Trent stood tall as a demigod at six feet five inches with dreadlocks handing down the length of his muscular back. He has this stance where a person is unsure whether to hang back from him or proceed with caution.

For the women, many of them will hurl themselves at him shamelessly. While others have remained respectful, just in case he has a woman. For a Jamaican guy who has this bossed-up, panty-soaker swagger who knows he looks damn good but doesn't let it go to his head, Trent always remained true to himself. 

He expelled a long sigh, letting his head drop to his thick, broad chest. A long silver chained necklace rested upon his chest while droplets of water from his shower were drying up. 

More thoughts of Paris evaded his thinking space once again. He was unsure how she would feel about this with them; they only briefly met by friends leaving no room to become acquainted. It happened so fast he barely remembers what happened. 

The muscle in his jaw twitched as an uncomfortable image popped up in his mind that took the place of a beautiful one he wanted to focus on more.

He shook his head and turned away from the mirror while removing a white terry cloth towel from around his waist and strode into his massive walk-in closet. 

His green eyes surveyed the many blacks, gray, and white clothing he owned. Two levels of clothing with shirts and sweaters hung on one side of the wall, while pants in the coordination of fabrics and colors adjacent on the other side. Jackets and coats hung in variations of style on another part of the closet. 

In drawers made of cherry wood, there were socks, underwear, belts, and other accessories. His fingers rummaged through the items. After selecting, he chose a pair of black designer jeans to put on top of red Calvin Klein boxer briefs. 

Next, he threw on a black crew-neck long-sleeved shirt with Japanese symbols on the front and a skater boy logo on one of the sleeves, on top of a white T-shirt.

While passing a seven-foot mirror at the west end of the closet, Trent placed a silver stud earring in his right lobe. Then he fastened a silver chain bracelet on his left wrist along with a Rolex watch and then tucked in the necklace. 

After he finished the rest of his morning routine, he grabbed a protein shake and a banana on his way out the front door. He got into his Mazda A8 with determination on his mind, flooring the car onto the freeway heading to his destination. 

Desperate times call for desperate measures. Trent doesn't care what it looks like or what it's called. He mostly does things only he can understand, though, this time, Trent has no clue what he's doing. Or why. 

He sat back in his seat, stroking his bottom lip as his eyes cast a faraway look as he watched her cross the grassy walkway in long, hasty strides. He slowly swayed his head to the raspy sounds of the song, Redbone by Childish Gambino, which has an old-school flow. 

As he sang along to the tune, he heard a buzzing noise in his head that sounded like voices of sorts. Trent may act crazy, but he knows he's not. He can't decipher what the voices were saying, but they have been quiet for some time now and started back when Paris came into his life. 

The spot between his thick eyebrows began vibrating. He rubbed the area, still gazing out, ignoring a call from his cell phone. 

For the last five days, he sat in his car like a certifiable stalker. Trent watched her with unease as Paris hurriedly exited from a Toyota Escape. She made a mad dash to the Science building, determined not to be tardy. 

Every morning this week, it was the same routine. Trent would arrive at the State University's Science building fifteen minutes early to catch a glimpse of her, even for only a few minutes. If someone had told him he had an obsession, he would call them a liar and continue activities he denied are obsessive. 

Today she wore blue jeans and brown boots with her hairstyle in medium-size box braids. A blue and white heavy coat completed her look. Trent picked up his iPhone in an attempt to take a picture of Paris, but she was now gone. 

Paris. She is a shy female who barely uttered a word when he had watched her from where he sat at the club; then again, he hadn't said much either. 

"I got to find a way to get closer to her. I can't shake the way I feel about her," he said aloud. 

Trent slowly pulled away from the curb. He ignored the females trying to flirt with him, wearing short sweater dresses unsuitable for the freezing January weather. He shook his head in disbelief and looked back to the door Paris disappeared into, the girl whose attention he wanted to capture. 

After finishing his classes today, he sped down the I-20 bypass to beat the traffic jam and head to the garage where he works as a customer service rep. The garage is co-owned by Clifton Bronson, along with a guy named Thom. 

As usual, Bronson Auto Services stayed packed. Lines of cars from BMWs to Toyotas are parked in the medium-size parking lot that resembled a small dealership. The Bronsons served all those in need of their services, no matter their financial circumstances. 

Their expertise and performance resulted in stellar ratings in the guidebooks, ranking them number one among all the small companies in Columbia. They have received two consecutive awards since they came to Jamaica two years ago.

"Whaddup, Trent? How it do? I see business is booming," a man with a guttural voice called out to him. He dragged his left foot behind him as he got closer. 

He wore a camouflage jacket over a tan shirt with the letters ARMY spelled out on the front. His clothing would have been a decent look until Trent did a double-take and noticed the forty-ish guy was wearing tight orange pants that looked like he was wearing leggings. 

Trent's head jerked back a little; he swallowed hard to keep his comment to himself and replied, "Hi Grady. I'm good, thanks. Yeah, business is definitely doing well." Trent stopped to turn back to the garage and back to the older guy, ignoring his pants. 

"What you been up to? Staying out of trouble?" He gave him a look that dared the guy to lie to him. 

Grady has a problem getting into trouble his butt can't get out of. He has been an Army veteran for three years now and had spent his life in the streets, living where he could until he met Thom. Even though Thom and Trent do what they can for him, old habits are hard to die for the guy. He can't, for the life of him, stay out of the streets.

It was already a damn shame how soldiers fight in a war, and most of them get mistreated when they come back to their own country. And some come back are physically and mentally disabled. Yet, most times, the government does virtually nothing for them except provide a meager cash incentive that barely pays the bills and any other needs they may have. 

Even worse when some of them have no relatives or friends to be there for them to help. Sadly, some of these soldiers are left homeless, which is what happened to Grady. Things like this have really pissed Trent off. He kept watching the man, feeling his anxiety climbing. 

"Come on, Trent, man. It's hard out here in these streets, man," Grady whined, patting his pockets as if someone had asked about money, and it killed him he didn't have it. 

Before Trent could retort, he heard Sean calling out to him. Trent threw up an index finger to signal to give him a moment. Sean nodded and turned to go back inside. 

Trent eyed Grady for a while, using that same index finger to run across his upper lip. Then, he remembered an associate telling him about the usefulness of the man. Trent had given it some thought because loyalty and discretion are two of the crucial things you'll need in his line of work. A security business he founded when he was seventeen years old. 

"I hear that, Grady. I want to help. Here's my card. Call this number," Trent pointed to it, "to schedule an appointment at DevTren Security. Once that is established, you will need to go down Conyers Street. There's a side road off that, where a store called Patsy's Grocer is on the other side of it.

"You go down that side road, and you will pass a white abandoned-like building with blue shingles coming off it with metal rails surrounding rusted out pipes." Trent paused to see if the guy was listening. And when he saw Grady giving him his undivided attention and nodding, he continued. 

"Then, go down a half-mile, and you'll see a large building with a guard post twenty feet up, so don't miss it. And the numbers 1122 will be on the front. Go to the guard and tell them you have an appointment with Thom and give them your access code." 

"Got it. What's my access code?" The guy asked, scrunching up his forehead. His light brown eyes now studied Trent, who watched the front doors so intently that Grady had to repeat himself. 

"Oh yeah! I'll text you the access code, which changes each time you visit." 

Trent rarely talked this much, but this is important, and he takes his business very seriously, as he should. No one comes through his company, half-assing around. He prays for the life of Grady that he will remember the directions. Fortunately, his business has tight security located in a secluded area. 

Trent's blood family—nor Sean or his family— know about what other "jobs" he has when he's not at school or the garage. He wants to keep it that way: the less who know, the better. 

The work comes through to Trent, and people will request what type of work they need from his company. Trent will then go over the necessary paperwork with the clients, make sure they want the job done because there are no do-overs and cannot stop a job once it has started. He then will go over the financial part before discussing what to expect next. Afterward, he’ll assign the necessary people for the work needed.

Most of these jobs or services Trent and his right-hand man, Thom, provided are security and wetwork. The wetwork jobs are where they make their most money because when Trent takes the case, it requires him to make a calculated decision since there will be blood spilled. 

He doesn't see himself closing down shop any time soon, and that "business" is definitely booming! 

"Will you remember all of this shit? You only have one time to make a good impression, don't blow it!" Trent gave him a firm look. 

He doesn't play when it comes to his establishment. Illegal as hell, but they provide a few services on the surface to make it seem legit. No law enforcement can touch them. Most of them are even on his payroll who are in dire need of making more money. 

"Trent, this me! I'm an Army vet. I rely on my memory to get by in this crazy muh'fucking world. You got my word on all of this shit!" Grady fussed, throwing the last few words he said back in Trent's face, who had the audacity to say that to him in the first place. 

When Trent parted ways with the older, now annoyed guy, he made a beeline to the garage's side door. It's not that he wanted to avoid any customers in the front; his mind was dead set on getting a start on the inventory. 

Twenty minutes into going over the extensive inventory, Trent overheard Sean telling his father that he had to pick up his girlfriend, Paris, from school. And she was expecting him. 

Trent's hand fell to his left thigh with the clipboard in it. Paris from that weekend? He wondered. So, they are dating? 

Trent didn't like the sound of that. But it didn't matter if he had wound up being with Paris's friend. Trent wasn't dating her. Paris was the one he wanted in the first place.

The conversation carried on and got louder, which meant Sean, and his father was now close. Trent turned his head toward the door, chewing on his lips as he did. His eyelids dropped, and his ears perked up. 

"Dad, that's gonna take about two hours to do, even with Raul's help. I promised Paris that I'd pick her up from school to spend some time together. How am I—" Sean's voice began to fade as he moved to another part of the building. 

Trent glanced back to the clipboard and finished checking off items needed for ordering. He hurried with the last column and left the room to give the clipboard to Sean's father, Clifton. 

The pecan complexion Herculean man took it and diverted his eyes in another direction like something was weighing heavy on his mind. 

Trent almost pitied him as his eyes traveled up from the man's wandering eyes to the hard lines in his forehead. Clifton was a walking book when it came to anything automotive, one of his passions. 

Clifton doesn't know the garage is being used as a front, hiding Trent's secrets. When Thom came to Clifton a few years ago pitching the idea of them co-owning an auto repair shop, Clifton wasn't sure if he could handle a medical practice and an auto shop. 

Thom assured him he would do most of the leg work and get someone to help run it. That person turned out to be Thom's wife, who became the office manager, and she does an excellent job doing so.

And what Clifton doesn't know is Trent is behind it all. Clifton's medical business—that he's a proud owner of—keeps him too busy to worry about the behind-the-scenes at the garage. He likes to pop in now and then to check on things and such. Clifton had initially wanted to have a garage shop, but his father pushed him to be a doctor to continue the family's legacy.

"All done?" He asked when he took the board from Trent, mulling over the list of items. 

"Yeah. The alternators and brake pads are en route. We are in short supply of fuses and, oh yeah, headlights," Trent mentioned. 

Clifton can see for himself on the sheet what they needed; however, Trent wanted to make it abundantly clear that those items are required, a.s.a.p. 

A special, well-known client will come in less than two weeks needing them and among other things. Trent just wanted to make sure they were preparing for his arrival. The guy doesn't take not having his items ready for pickup none too lightly. 

"Cool! I'll get Sandra on it right away." Clifton turned to exit the room leaving Trent with his mind racing. 

"Alright." Trent hurried to find Sean and saw him pacing around in the break room. "You know, I'm about to head on over to Groucho's," he said to him. He chose that store because it is three minutes away from Paris' school. 

Sean nodded absentmindedly. His eyes were fixated on his iPhone like he was determined to make a call or wait for one. Instead, he thumbed through what Trent figured was the contacts list or whatever; he only cares what his friend's next moves are. 

"Well, if you don't need anything, I'm gone then." Trent pulled his keys from his left pants pocket and headed for the door. 

He took his sweet time to get there because he waited for Sean to stop him and ask for something like he usually does. By the time the door chimed, Trent's body was halfway out when he heard his name called. 

"Yeah, man?" Trent said, turning his head slightly to the right. 

"If it's not a problem, do you mind picking Paris up from school for me? She's likely waiting by now." Sean told him the name of Paris' school. 

Then he had a look that crossed his face like asking for a favor of this sort was either killing him or beneath him. When he caught Trent watching him with a blank look, he fixed his face. 

"Um, not a problem at all, man. I don't mind," Trent said in a low voice, trying to keep his excitement inside from bubbling up. 

"Thanks, man. I owe you one." 

"Oh, it's no big deal. Want me to bring Paris here?" Trent's eyes bored into his friend's as he waited for Sean's reply; however, the response took forever to come. 

"Nah. It's gonna be late getting Paris home after I'm done here. So, I'll probably see her tomorrow or something." Sean said quietly.
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​Chapter 2
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"Hey, Paris! Are you coming with us to the store?" A red-haired girl called out to her as she adjusted the straps of her backpack over her shoulders. 

Paris's chestnut eyes took in the two girls she would be studying with and mentally rolled her eyes. Kayla knew she was supposed to be hanging out with Sean this evening. 

Still, since he usually likes to cancel out on her, Kayla thought she could save her the trouble by getting her to hang out with friends who enjoy her company. 

Standing at five feet, three inches tall with shoulder-length auburn hair, Paris has skin the color of cinnamon and naturally arched eyebrows. Though she likes being around others sometimes, she considers herself a loner. 

"Nah, you two go 'head. I'll be fine. Sean texted me earlier that he was still coming," Paris told her. 

She started walking in the north part of the Science Building and onto the sidewalk from the parking lot. She knows she wasn't supposed to be standing out by herself because of the school rules. 

No female student is supposed to be left alone when the sun goes down. And given five minutes, it was getting close for the sun to set.

"Okay, now, if he doesn't show up, call or text one of us to come back and get you. Don't walk like you did last time. The store isn't that far, but that doesn't mean you need to do it," Kayla went on, expressing concern for her. 

Paris nodded her head in response, not feeling it. It was pointless, and she felt like it was also fake. 

An aging security guard was standing nearby, observing the surroundings with his hands on his hips. Oh, I feel so safe, Paris thought sarcastically.

"Trust me, I'm good. Sean can't possibly be late or a no-show, again!" 

After the girls said their final farewells, Paris let out a huge sigh and saw that Sean wasn't waiting for her like he said he would in his black Mustang. 

With the conversation she just had with Kayla about him, her mind immediately went to the thought that he was running late for sure, or worse, a no-show. 

"Don't do me like this, Sean!" 

She rummaged hastily through her purse for her Samsung cell phone and cursed. The phone went black, and when she tried to hit the side button, nothing happened. 

She was infuriated. How did her cell phone die so quickly? The last time she checked, it was at forty-five percent, and that was the last hour! 

She figured she had enough time to make it home to charge it since she left her charger there or could have used Sean's. Now, she has no idea if he was trying to call her; however, it still doesn't make any sense why he's not there right now in the first place! 

Paris turned around, fed up with the waiting around. She contemplated using the phone in the school to call him. As soon as Paris spun on her heels to do so, she ended up running smack dab into a tall guy with dreadlocks hanging down inches from his buttocks. 

She gasps. This dude is so damn fine; she was mesmerized. Paris tried to remember where she saw him because he looked so familiar, but her brain and mouth failed to work at the moment. 

"Hi there, Miss Paris. I'm Trent, Sean's friend. Something came up with him, and he asked me to come and get you. Hope you don't mind." His voice drawled with each word escaping from his lips, dripping like honey on her skin. And with that sexy ass accent to match. Paris was so close to saying forget Sean.

Paris swallowed. Not quite what she thought, but she should have known Sean would be up to something. But damn, his friend? She remembered this guy now. How could she not?

Finding her voice and clearing her throat, she said, "Oh, I don't mind. I hope everything is fine with Sean, though. Did he really have something that just came up?" She had to know since Sean likes to lie sometimes.

"Yes, ma'am, he did. You can call him up yourself." Trent studied her movements. 

The way her hand would fly to her left ear when pondering something profound, and when she chews on her lower lip with eyes averted to one side, those ways reminded him of himself. 

"Well, I would, but my battery died." Paris gave a sheepish grin and rotated her tongue around the inside of her mouth. 

Standing only a foot from him, she inhaled a fresh, spicy, sensual scent permeating his caramel skin tone. She recognized the scent as Dolce & Gabbana's Light Blue. She loves it a lot, and Trent must have noticed that because he comments about it. 

"Yeah, I love it too. You know, they have the female version as well." Paris didn't comment back, only gave a small smile. He handed her his iPhone; a shadow of a smile rose on his face. 

"Hey, Sean. Where are you?" She asked when he picked up on the other line. Paris kept watch of Trent, who was looking over at her up and down with those long, curly eyelashes. 

"I had to help my father with the business. It got too hectic in here, love, and he needed my help. So, I apologize for standing you up—uh, again." Sean explained to her as if that explains everything. 

"Oh, okay. I was wondering what happened to you, is all," Paris stressed. 

She got inside Trent's Mazda. Upon getting in, rich scents of leather and citrus immediately greeted her. She closed her eyes in relief of finally leaving the stress of school behind; yet, there was another constant stress that would not go away. 

"I'm so sorry, baby. I tried calling you, but I got your voicemail instead. You turned your phone off?" Sean was saying. 

"No. The battery died," Paris told him, groaning in frustration. 

She talked to Sean some more as Trent pulled his car away out of the parking lot. He kept sneaking glances over at her as she constantly made "humph" sounds to whatever Sean was telling her. The way she made them was as if she was past frustrated with him. 

Paris felt Trent's trained eyes set on her and ignored him the best she could. She was still on that high on being stood up. And having a guy picking her up who her best friend is interested in didn't settle too well either. 

After saying goodbye to Sean, while rolling her eyes to one of his many, "I'm sorry," Paris handed Trent back the phone. She directed her attention elsewhere. 

It was a strange feeling being alone with him. There was a peculiar vibe going on between them that she couldn't fathom. She didn't know whether to start the first conversation or not.

"So, how are things going with you and Carmen?" She ended up asking him for lack of better things to say.

Carmen is her best friend who had met Trent at Crystal's. Paris had barely met him when she had gone with Sean, whose idea was to get Carmen to meet his friend. 

Paris doesn't know why she hadn't met Trent before then. She wondered if Sean was keeping Trent hidden because of how sexually attractive Trent is. 

Or, perhaps, it is really because Sean was hiding her because of her virginal status. Paris shook the thought away and went back to focus on that night.

Something else was up about that night, and Carmen talks about Trent daily. Paris doesn't know if Carmen is feeling Trent or what he can do for her. 

In response to her question, Trent turned his head to her with a stony expression. He growled under his breath, blinking his eyes at the mention of that name. Carmen is a subject Trent doesn't want to discuss with anyone, especially Paris. 

"It's going...alright, I guess." He shook his head. 

He had no interest in pursuing something with Carmen, with constant thoughts of Paris creeping up in his mind. 

Why, why did I get into this situation? He repeated in his head. The girl he wants, well, he wants to know more about, is prying for information about him and her friend. Really, though? 

Trent passed by Groucho's and thought about stopping but changed his mind. He headed down Harden Street, turned onto another street, and glanced around at the stores. He was about to ask her if she wanted to stop at one of them, but she cut him off.

"Just alright? She talks about you every single day. I believe she might be in love with you or—Whoa!" Paris yelled out when the car swerved into the outer lane; it nearly hit the railings before coming to a halt. 

Checking for oncoming traffic, Trent calmly moved the car back into the right lane while cursing under his breath for losing control. Hearing about a woman loving him, the wrong one at that, caused something to bubble up inside him that wasn't pleasant. 

He didn't expect to hear those words. It bothers him that Paris would use the word love in the same sentence with him and Carmen because he knows neither he nor Carmen has love for the other. And he takes love seriously. 

Growing up, he has seen and heard people tell someone they love them, but it was to get something from that person. Those same people had no good intentions to back up the so-called love because if they did, they would have shown it instead of just saying it. 

There aren’t any genuine feelings whatsoever, just what a person can do for them and lying. You can't throw around the L-word so loosely and expect to get something good out of it, especially if you have no good intentions for the person. 

It made no sense to him. And he had never been in love before. With the wrong person, love can get someone hurt, taken advantage of, or killed. 

After apologizing for the mishap, Trent started to ask Paris about her involvement with Sean. They had been going out for a few months. However, he decided to ask about school since it was a safer topic.

"It's great! Exams are coming up, but one is giving me a hard time." Paris's voice made a squeaky sound when she spoke those words. 

She mentally rolled her eyes in embarrassment, wishing she could take back that last several seconds of her life. Anytime she would get emotional about something, her voice would rise and sound mousy. 

Trent concealed a grin and said, "That's good! I bet it's for a math class." He leaned his body her way and heard a soft gasp escape her lips. 

"Uh, yeah," Paris answered. Is he reading my thoughts? She wondered, frowning. 

They shared more small talks on the way to her home. Paris's unease caused her to squirm in her seat. Trent kept giving those peculiar peeks at her as he spoke. 

She had to take in deep breaths to help calm herself down. What was he saying? She tilted her head in his direction. 

His accent was so strong she heard every other word he spoke. 

"I asked, would you like to go get something to eat?" He was asking, hoping she would say yes.

"Uh, no. I'll wait until I get home." Paris wanted to get home and away from Trent as fast as she could so she could breathe easily. 

She felt as if she had been swept up into a whirlwind. The feeling was confusing and terrifying. Paris felt like she was in a daze, and the intensifying energies between them were causing her to want to run like hell to the hills. It was foreign to her. 

No matter how terrible things are going between her and Sean, she still must consider his feelings with him being Trent's best friend. And Carmen seems to be into Trent. 

He noticed the way Paris clasped her hands together between her thighs. From his peripheral vision, he watches her every move. 

Trent didn't want to come off creepy by openly staring at her; yet, there was still this undeniable attraction between them. 

He's not sure which one, but he wants to explore whether they are soul mates or twin flames. Trent wasn't sure if Paris was even aware of the fact. He couldn't tell by her facial expression because she had the back of her head facing him. 

Trent turned onto her street, driving slowly. He wanted more time with Paris. He needed to know all there is to know about her. 

Trent wished to sit and have coffee at a bookstore or dinner to get more acquainted with Paris. This short ride home wasn't enough. 

"So, how are things go—" he began, but Paris cuts him off again to tell him which house was hers. She seemed to love cutting him off, Trent presumed.

He gave her a quick sidelong glance with pursed lips. He thought Paris wanted to avoid discussing her involvement with his friend. 

She must have forgotten he knew where she lived after dropping Carmen off with her that night. It was imprinted on his brain. Damn, did she not want to get to know me? He lamented to himself. 

Paris quickly thanked him in the driveway, ran like a scared person to her front door, and closed it hurriedly behind her. Things were becoming too overwhelming for her to stay in the car with him. 

Sure she wanted to talk a bit more, like in a public place, but she wanted to speak with Sean about some things first. 

She doesn't like surprises like that, no matter how attractive. Sean has more explaining to do, and she would wait up as long as she has to tonight to get it out of him.
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​Chapter 3
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The weekend before Valentine's Day came quickly, leaving Paris wondering what she and Sean were getting into. He promised an entire weekend away but later learned Carmen and Trent were coming with them as well. Imagine her disappointment. Not only would their little getaway not be romantic, but they also shared it with another couple. 

She feels uncomfortable around Carmen when guys are around, and Sean and Trent are no exception. Paris couldn’t help how she felt. 

And with Trent, Paris can't understand why she gets these weird vibes from him since she has only known him for a short time. Being around both Carmen and Trent will only make things awkward.

Paris knows Sean inviting the couple isn't because he wants to save money. Sean has a lavish lifestyle, which he enjoys to the fullest. 

His folks are a wealthy family from Cherry Gardens in Kingston, Jamaica. And from what Carmen told her, Trent's pockets aren't hurting either. 

Paris isn't impressed by a guy flashing money or bling like Carmen. It annoys her more than anything because she isn't materialistic. And, she doesn't want anyone to think they can buy her love and attention.

Paris is an independent woman, even if she does live with her mother. She likes having her own money but doesn't want a man who doesn't have his own. She can remember when she was a teenager, and a boy asked her for dinner and a movie. 

The date turned out to be watching the Big Momma's House movie on blue ray and leftovers his mom cooked the day before. They were only seventeen years old, but she knew he had a job because that's how they met. Perhaps he was just a cheapskate. She would constantly run into guys like him until she met Sean.

Paris sucked her teeth at the memory and walked over to the mirror to admire what she had on. She wore a fitting black maxi dress with thick straps that stopped inches above her knee. 

Her medium-sized breasts show minimal cleavage with a silver circular medallion of a dragon embedded in it and a thin silver chain across the swell. 

She wanted to do something different with her box braids yet left it as it was, hanging halfway down her back, as one side swept behind her right ear, which was set securely in a hair clip. 

She glanced over at Carmen, putting the finishing touches on her makeup.

Carmen is a Black Puerto Rican, and she and Paris have more differences than similarities.

Carmen has golden hair with light burgundy highlights. She has a slim build, but her hips gave her that Latin sex appeal that seems to drive the boys crazy. She has a mouth shaped like a cupid's bow. Paris is a solid C- cup compared to Carmen's A-cup.

"I can't wait to see what Trent is going to buy for me," Carmen said to her as she rechecked her makeup. 

Carmen pressed her lips together between a folded paper napkin, then fluffed the big curls of her long, voluminous hair. Carmen loved how the chandelier earrings sparkled every time she moved her head. 

Paris shook her head slowly at her friend's brashness.

Trent became a little more attractive—if that was possible—since Carmen found out he had plenty of money to spend. That tidbit of information came with much digging. Carmen had to pay a hundred dollars to get the information from a girl who claimed to know Trent. 

How the girl knew him, Carmen doesn't seem to care. The girl was probably screwing him anyway, Carmen had thought. Carmen was astonished when the girl kept telling her not to screw him over, and he was a criminal mastermind. 

Carmen only wanted to make sure Trent was worth taking a chance on, not hearing made-up lies. The short girl with jet black Senegalese twists and a big booty acted like she didn't want Carmen to get with him in the first place. 

Sorry, chica, he's mine now. A devilish smile flashed across Carmen's face. She couldn't wait to get into those pockets and grab onto the weapon he was concealing between those muscular thighs. Trent's what she needs in her life right now for the plans she has in store. 

"Be careful, girl. I don't know a lot about him, but he is Sean's friend. Well, his best friend. Please don't do anything that can cause problems for Sean and me." Paris pleaded with her hands clasped in prayer. 

Carmen rolled her neck in her direction. Her fiery eyes widened, and her mouth formed a small O. She leaned back with her legs crossed, and it caused the tiny turquoise skirt she was wearing to rise. She didn't care that her cream-colored silk thong was now visible to Paris's eyes. 

"If your sorry-ass relationship gets ruined with Sean, it won't be my fault. He does a bang-up job on his own. Ready to go?" Carmen snapped. She snatched up her black sequined purse avoiding eye contact with her friend. 

"He's trying." Paris was getting damn sick and tired of people reminding her how bad she had it. Nevertheless, she's going to give him another chance and see what happens this weekend. It can't possibly get any worse than it already had. 

"Well, he needs to try harder. Like damn, nigga, he's getting a virgin pussy, for goodness sake!" 

Paris jerked as if hit with anprint electric current. The words caused her eyes to burn, with tears threatening to fall. Her virginity means a lot to her. 

Even if it is true, though, she should have known her best friend since elementary school would keep it real with her. It still didn't help the words stung so bad.

***
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PARIS OBSERVED HIM walking over to her in a pair of True Religion jeans, sporting a Cartier watch, and flashing his pearly whites. He gave her a tight, bear hug that lifted her off the ground. She squealed as he twirled her around and around. 

The feeling was exuberant. She was so glad to see him after weeks that seemed to zoom by. She doesn't know what she would have done if he hadn't shown up. Carmen and Trent would have to welcome her or something because she's not going to sit at home looking like a sad, lost puppy. 

Paris quickly reached down to smooth down her dress which was beginning to bunch up around the curve of her butt. Sean placed her back smoothly on her feet and grinned sheepishly. 

"So happy to see you, love," he breathed out. 

His hazel eyes took in her sexy frame fitted in the dress that did little to hide it from him. Carmen must have helped her choose the dress; Sean wondered because Paris isn't known to be sexy. She is known to be awkward as heck, though. 

The awkwardness comes as easy to her as water from an ever-flowing faucet. Nevertheless, Sean can't wait to get her under the covers and be the first to show her what making love is all about. 

"Wow, to come and see Fifty Shades Freed and seeing a woman give some dude some head several seats over, the night can't get any better!" Carmen chuckled to Paris, her light brown eyes smoldering as she watched Trent chatting quietly with Sean. 

She figured they were discussing where to take them next, though she doesn't care where they go just as long as they do something more naughty than romantic. 

Trent caught Carmen staring, and instead of pretending like he hadn't noticed, he threw a sexy wink her way. He then saw Paris giving her a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. 

Trent directed his attention back to Sean, who seemed to be preoccupied with something or someone else. His mind had to be in another dimension. Whatever it was that held up the time had Sean enthralled. Trent didn't bother to follow his line of vision; he was uninterested. 

"Yeah, I'm taking Carmen to Dianne's. She's dying to go there, and I haven't been in a minute. But, why don't you and Paris come with us? Y'know, keep the ladies together." He suggested, knowing that Sean had already made reservations elsewhere. 

"That'll be nice, but I already made reservations at The Marlin. Paris, you ready, babe?" He asked, turning his attention away from Trent, who was eyeballing him. 

His friend can be weird sometimes, which doesn't usually bother Sean, but now it was downright annoying. It has been that way since they were children. 

Trent lives in his own world, in his mind that not many people can understand. Most of them were hoping it was a phase he would grow out of soon. Unfortunately, Trent is weirder than he has ever been.

"Yeah. See you either at the hotel later or tomorrow." Paris was saying to Carmen. 

When the guys left to retrieve their cars, she added, "Go easy on Trent. He's different." She walked ahead of her friend, who glared at her, confused and angry. 
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