Looking at Paris Diana Reed©

Looking at Paris in this light made the city that much more beautiful to Samantha.
The promise of twilight set everything to twinkle softly in the evening mist. Cool moist
air kissed her skin while she watched café patrons sip wine and coffee. Hermes and Gucci
winked up at her from the shopping bags at their feet. Samantha sighed. She watched the
lights come up in the shops and restaurants, the streetlights exhaling golden light. All of it
reflected on the streets, wet from a recent rainfall. Samantha breathed deeply.

Her gaze wandered to a couple walking hand in hand, the woman’s head coming

“What did you say?” came a voice from nearby.
“Sorry?” Samantha asked, looking around the ro e. She

to yet another

behind his head. Paris lookS s



