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Sofia gazed through the airport terminal window, waiting for yet another delay. The sky was clear and blue in Phoenix. At least the air-conditioned airport provided relief from the desert heat, especially in the summer. Still, the dry heat felt more comfortable compared to the high humidity back home. Some fifteen years ago, she had moved to the desert to start a new life—a far cry from the bustling big city where she grew up, where she left her past behind, and was heading now.

Chicago.

I can’t believe I’m going back. She thought to herself.

Not that there were any terrible memories in the Windy City. Life had been good to her there.

Family.

Friends.

Her first kiss.

Her first love.

Her first time.

It was all there for her to recall at any given moment, like a favorite song on her playlist. The songs of summer were her favorite. Particularly the ones she listened to while dancing with Enzo. The scent of his cologne—a sophisticated blend of aromatic fougère, with a mix of fresh citrus and herbs—stayed with her all these years later.

They had met during senior year through a mutual friend who believed they would hit it off.

And they did!

Her outgoing and friendly nature perfectly balanced his reserved disposition. Sofia was a popular girl with friends in many circles because she was kind to everyone. Her eyes reminded him of the Caribbean Sea, and her hair, like sand, fell to the middle of her back. He was a shy boy with soft brown eyes and a wide smile. His dimples were her favorite feature. His presence became her safe space.

Together, they were like peas in a pod.

She invited him everywhere, and he gladly accepted. Their friendship had blossomed over the course of that year despite attending different schools, and she gradually lured him out of his shell. 

She’d embrace his arm and lean into him whenever they walked side by side, and he’d hold her hands, fingers intertwined and intent on never letting go.

They’d share a picnic in the park on the second Saturday of every month. Sofia made the sandwiches; he’d bring the refreshments. She’d choose a book. He would read it to her. When the sun prepared to set the horizon ablaze, she’d invite him to a party she’d been asked to attend by others.

Every weekend was theirs, like a melody that did not belong to any other song.

During the week, they’d sit on the dining room floor of their respective homes, talking on the phone until one of their parents, or both, had told them it was getting late.

Every Sunday night, Enzo had a friend with a car drive him to her house to give her the letter that he had taken the previous week to write. And she would give him a letter, replying to the letter he had written her the week before. Though they could have exchanged letters during their Saturday afternoon dates, waiting until Sunday gave them an excuse to see each other again.

If only for a moment.

Their moments.

Those moments were cherished memories now.

Twenty years had passed since the days of careless whispers between two hearts that belonged to the realm of innocent love. Two decades of drifting in and out of each other’s lives as they walked divergent paths.

If fate had determined that they would not be each other’s last love, it was because Sofia and Enzo had already been each other’s first amor.

When they first sipped from the wine of the gods, it was the end of summer after their senior year. By then, they had both turned eighteen; she at the end of December, and he in the middle of the following August. The bed did not belong to either of them. It was a bed at a friend’s house, where an end-of-summer party was being hosted.

Enzo and Sofia were in the parking lot of a restaurant where they’d just had dinner when they ran into friends who were headed to the party and insisted they come along. When they arrived at the large house in an affluent Chicago suburb, they were greeted by former classmates before being escorted into a spacious walkout basement with a full wet bar that led to the backyard and an in-ground swimming pool. 

They remained at each other’s side, save for when each took turns refilling their drinks. She laughed at his jokes, and he lost himself in her smile. They discussed literature and engaged in philosophical discourse as a crowd gathered around them. They sipped on rum and Coke at the underage drinking party, and their debate segued from the history of religion in the United States to the ideological influence over the dominant political parties and how it reshaped the nation. 

It was the first time either of them ever got drunk, though they were not yet completely inebriated when they stumbled up the stairs to find the balcony of the master bedroom overlooking the pool and the backyard. They entered the spacious master bedroom. A large king-sized bed with four cream-colored bedposts and a matching comforter commanded their attention. 

“That’s an awfully big bed for one person.” Sofia giggled. 

“One person?” Enzo looked puzzled. 

“Yeah,” Sofia said as she plopped herself on the bed. “Jeremy’s parents are divorced. His dad moved out months ago.” 

“Well, I don’t think his mom will take kindly to finding you on her bed.” 

“She’s on vacation in Dublin, silly!” 

“Ireland?” Enzo asked as he stood at the edge of the bed. He had dreamed of visiting the Library of Trinity College since he had first read about it in his junior year.

“Yeah. Something about needing to find herself by reconnecting with her heritage.” Sofia rolled her eyes as she sat up. 

“You say that like it’s a bad thing.” 

“Sounds a bit over-dramatic to me.” Sofia took hold of Enzo’s hand. “Your husband divorced you. Get over it.” 

“People handle break-ups differently.” Enzo helped her up. 

“I suppose.” She swayed when she stood. She steadied herself in his embrace, his chest firm beneath his red button-up shirt. His presence was familiar to her, like the scent in the air before it rained.

The DJ downstairs stopped the music. He grabbed the mic and declared, “Let’s slow it down a bit for the end of Summer Love!” George Michael’s Careless Whisper played over the speakers.

Sofia and Enzo stared at each other without words. He raised a hand as if to ask, “May I have this dance?” and she took it. Their fingers interlocked, his hand warm and his grip possessive. He pulled her in closer until her body pressed against his. Her breasts were soft against his lean body. Her breathing was slow and deep and scented with rum. 

She lowered her gaze. Those lips! She thought to herself as his hand fell to the small of her back. She shivered when the bulge in his pants pressed against her belly. He licked his lips and slid his hand along the curve of her ass. She bit her lower lip and sighed. 

They kissed. 

It was a slow, meaningful kiss where time stopped as they closed their eyes and forgot to breathe. His hands caressed her body; his fingertips gently traced invisible lines along her back. His erection nudged against her again. Her hands moved up and down his body. She felt his muscles flex when her hands stopped at his biceps. Their mouths parted. 

Enzo pulled aside the blankets on the bed to lay her down on sheets that smelled of sweet citrus and green florals. She stretched out on the bed, her legs opened to cradle him against her body. He shifted and began to kiss her neck just below her jaw until he found the sensitive places on her throat and beneath her ear. He lingered lower to her collarbone as he unbuttoned her blouse to reveal her new red lace bra. Her skin was like porcelain against the fabric. 

Enzo removed her clothing as if he unwrapped a gift with slow fingers and appreciative glances. His hands hovered over her skin as he unhooked, unlaced, and unzipped. He planted soft kisses across her body between each movement. He instinctively knew to be patient. It mattered to him that they both relished the moment.

When she was finally naked, he traced her body with his lips and tongue. She tensed when he kissed a trail past her navel, then towards her inner thighs. 

By the time Enzo arrived between her legs, Sofia was wetter than she had ever been. Her nipples were taut and ached to be touched, kissed, and sucked. Pleasure crackled along her nerves like the low hum of power lines. Everything slowed, and the sound of the party faded, soft and muffled. 

A fingertip slid through her curls and stopped on her clit. He pressed down on it, and she quivered. He kissed it, and then he licked it. She arched her back and surrendered herself to his touch. Enzo made love to Sofia with his mouth, slowly, indulgently, until she couldn’t do anything but float in the waters of pleasure, forgetting to breathe. 

His tongue circled and teased her clit as he slid a finger inside her. She moaned and grabbed his hair. Her grip tightened, but she was careful not to pull him away. His tongue maneuvered within her inner folds, gently sucking and licking her until her thighs clutched his head and her toes curled.

The weight of pleasure sank in her stomach and melted like ooze into need as the feeling flowed between her legs. She inhaled sharply when his tongue wrapped around her clit and he sucked with hunger. “Fuck!” She hissed.

Enzo’s tongue continued to swim within her juices. He sucked, licked, and kissed as his two fingers slid inside her and moved in a come-hither rhythm that felt natural.

In only a matter of moments, Sofia felt the rush of an orgasm build within her. The way he pleased her pussy with his mouth was a lot like the way he kissed. Patient, passionate, and with purpose. Her body surrendered to his need to taste her.  He had previously said, “I want








d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
PARIS ALEXANDER






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





