
Sherron paced the floor for almost an hour. The rain drops beaded and slammed against the window, exclaiming their fury. That was how she felt at this moment. After she hung up the phone with Shay, she was convinced that Yolanda was on a mating call for Matthew. She had wanted Shay to give her Matthew’s number but when Shay told her she didn’t have it, she went against the grain and exclaimed that she would get it from the law office. Sherron looked at the clock, it was nearly six now. She went over to the window. It was raining cats and dogs but she knew a little rain wouldn’t stop Yolanda from trying to make a booty call. She was the Booty Call Queen. Yolanda slept with more men in a month than most women have lovers in a lifetime. She was scandalous when she wanted a man. Now that she had her sights on Matthew, it was time Sherron thought about taking action.

                                                          **********

Sherron eyes pleaded with Matthew to understand. She needn’t have worried.

“You dialed the wrong number, overheard two people having sex and thought it was me and Yolanda. Am I right?” Matthew asked and Sherron nodded.

“Why did it matter to you anyway? You always made it clear what your feeling was concerning me. I thought you hated me,” Matthew said.

“I don’t hate you---.”

“You could’ve fooled me. I sicken you, remember? When I walk into a room, you walk out---.”

“I’m sick of running. I don’t want to walk away anymore.” Matthew turned around, he had walked into the kitchen and had his back to her.

“What are you saying?” Matthew asked, daring to hope.

“I’m no longer running scared. My back isn’t against the wall. I’m here because I want to be here.” By the time Sherron was finished, Matthew was standing in front of her. 

“Do you really mean that?” He had to ask. It was now or never.

“Like I ever meant anything in my life.”

Matthew looked down at her mouth and that was all the encouragement she needed. She took his hand and pulled him to her. Matthew caressed the soft skin of her cheek and descended his head. His lips were butter soft. Matthew pulled her closer and deepened the kiss. Sherron wrapped her arms around his neck. His smooth brown skin felt like warm honey under her fingers. Matthew snaked his tongue inside her mouth and dueled with her short pink tongue. She tasted like chocolate and mint. He pulled away, just for a moment.

“Are you sure you want to go through with this because---.”

“I don’t want to talk. We’ve done that enough. I want to feel.” To get her message across, she placed one soft hand on the smooth black hair v-lining it’s way into his drawstring pants.
                                         ***********

She turned her head, causing Matthew to grab her chin, turning her head toward him. He gave her a strange look.

“Don’t get shy on me now. Not after what we just did.”

“It’s, it’s not that.”

“It’s the fact I’m prosecuting your godfather.”

“That’s only part of it. You think he’s guilty. I don’t, but it goes beyond that. I never… I never imagined it would be this way. Well actually, that isn’t true. I imagined, but this was far better than any fantasy I ever had about me and you.”

“That’s good to hear. I agree. I never imagined your skin would be this butter soft. Never thought you’d taste like decadent caramel and chocolate. Never thought you’d feel like raw silk. Better than any fantasy I’ve ever had period.” Sherron blushed but leaned in close for Matthew’s soft pink lips. Soon all else was forgotten. She was totally caught up in the moment.

