
Feels Like Forever Bonus Chapter 
 
 

Miranda 
 
It was about two weeks since Jake and I had got together and we were 

standing on the street waiting to get into one of the musicals that I had 
always wanted to see — Wicked.  The spring night was on the cool side 
and I had goosebumps all over my bare arms.  Jake was looking around as 
he stood beside me and I admired his profile.  He was so handsome and 
sexy, I could hardly believe he loved me.   

Me.  And no one else.   
Standing in heels on the hard pavement was making my feet and calves 

ache but it was worth it.  My outfit had had exactly the effect on him that 
I had intended.  The red dress clung to my slim body all the way down to 
my feet, with red heels to match.  He had almost cancelled on our date but 
I wouldn’t hear of it.  I had always wanted to see Wicked and had 
mentioned it once in an off-hand sort of way.  Then Jake, the sweetheart, 
had got tickets for us without me knowing — as a surprise.  It was too 
awesome. 

“I’m definitely impressed,” I said, leaning towards him so he would 
hear me over the talking of the people in line.  (Plus, I’d take any chance 
to get closer to him.) 

He took my arm and linked it with his as the line moved ahead, a self-
conscious smile on his face. 

“I wasn’t trying to impress you.  I was trying to please you.”  He looked 
over at me. 

I raised my eyebrows. 
“Okay, maybe I was trying to impress you a little bit, too,” he said, 

kissing me on the cheek. 
“Well, I’m both impressed and pleased.  Cecilia was so jealous when I 

told her.” 
“But I thought you said that she’s seen Wicked,” he said, confused. 



“She was jealous of your thoughtfulness, not the tickets, Jake,” I said, 
shaking my head. 

“Oh,” he said. 
The show was amazing.  I loved it.  And mentally added Elphaba - the 

wicked witch of the West — to my list of have-to-play roles.  Afterwards, 
we went to the coffee shop where we had had our first date.  It was a 
magical evening that ended with us making love and falling asleep in each 
other’s arms.  It couldn’t have been more perfect. 

 
*** 

 
Slowly, I drifted out of sleep.  The three hundred thread count, smooth 

cotton sheets alerted me to the fact that I was not in my own bed.  I drew 
in a deep breath, still keeping my eyes closed tight and smelled the 
blankets that still carried the scent of the outdoors — no fabric softener 
used in this house.  I rolled sideways and my skin brushed up against 
someone else’s skin — there was a hot, hard, chest next to me, lightly 
sprinkled with brown hair that drove me wild when we made love. 

Jake. 
And this was my own bed now. 
A week ago, I had moved in and it was taking me some time to get used 

to the fact that I lived here.  I felt a little rootless with the move from New 
York and having stayed at Ceese and Will’s for a few months.  Now here I 
was with Jake.  But this felt right. 

I snuggled my naked backside up against him, loving the feel of him.  
We had fallen asleep naked after making love last night.  Even though we 
had been doing it pretty steadily since we got together, I had yet to get 
tired of him the way I had with the other guys I had gone out with. 

I ran my tongue over my teeth and realized I had to pee.  Stealthily 
getting out of bed, without waking him I went to the bathroom.  I was 
back in a couple minutes in exactly the same place as before.  He hadn’t 
moved.  I could hear him breathing softly and rhythmically. 

I smiled.  After all the drama that we had gone through to get here, I 



thanked my lucky stars every day for him.  Closing my eyes, I tried to go 
back to sleep but it was a losing battle.  I was wide awake now and I had 
to admit totally aroused. 

I wiggled back to get closer to him, pressing my butt up against him 
and felt his morning wood.  Oh shit.  My hands went to my breasts and I 
played with my nipples a bit.   

Oh fuck it.  I couldn’t wait. 
I reached behind me and closed my hand around him.  I gave a couple 

pulls and was satisfied when his breathing changed from quiet to ragged.  
I didn’t say anything, just angled myself so that he was perfectly poised to 
enter me. 

I pressed back a little until I heard him catch his breath.  I pushed 
against him harder and felt the tip of him inside me.  He made a little 
sound, thrust his hips forward and filled me. 

I moaned.  Jesus, that was good.  His hands came around and covered my 
breasts.  They were hardly a handful but he didn’t complain — he said 
that he loved them.  He certainly knew how to handle them the way I 
liked. 

He began rocking into me and I closed my eyes in bliss.  I loved these 
early morning trysts more than anything else, before we were quite awake, 
in the stillness of the morning.  I felt more connected to him than at any 
other time. 

One hand dropped to the mound of red curls between my thighs.  He 
knew exactly how to please me.  His finger circled my clit and I pulled in a 
sharp breath.  He took it so slowly that I felt quite wild by the time he 
sped up. 

My orgasm was so close but he wouldn’t take me there. 
“Good things come to those who wait,” he whispered in my ear, 

knowing that I was getting impatient. 
“Jake,” I begged. 
He pulled out suddenly and I groaned.  What was he doing? 
Then he had me flipped and pinned, the weight of his body squeezing 

all the breath out of me.  I loved it.  I spread my legs wide and he buried 



himself deep. 
“Oh,” I gasped with a cry of pleasure. 
He captured my mouth and I noticed that he was minty fresh too.  

Hmmm.  Had he really been sleeping?  I got distracted from the thought by 
the sensual way he was kissing me while driving into me hard and fast.  
The contrast brought me to the edge.  I was hot and tingling.  So close. 

He plunged into me over and over, speeding up even more.  I arched in 
a frenzy of yearning.  Please.  Please.  Please.  I writhed beneath him my 
passion cresting as I found my release.  The waves of pleasure washed 
over me again and again as I shuddered uncontrollably.   

Moments later, as my body continued to clench around him, he 
stiffened and exploded inside me.  Groaning and grinding his hips against 
mine, he collapsed on top of me.  He kissed my face all over until my 
spasms stopped, then he rolled off of me and on to his back.   

“Oh, Miranda, I do love you,” he whispered into my hair as I snuggled 
up next to him, pressing myself as close as I could get. 

“We’re going to get the Egyptian cotton sheets all messy,” I said. 
“Don’t care.”  His eyes were closed and he had a goofy grin on his face. 
“Your breath was minty fresh.” 
The grin got wider. 
“So was yours.” 
“This sort of thing can’t be kept up.” 
“No, I suppose not,” he told me opening his eyes. 
“You do know that hair grows on my legs and under my arms.  And 

that I actually do have bad breath in the morning sometimes?  And when I 
get old I’m going to be a bony old woman because I can’t keep an ounce of 
fat on me.  You know that, right?” I said, needing him to understand that I 
wasn’t going to be like this all the time.  I would have to go back to being 
my normal imperfect self at some point. 

“Sounds perfect,” he said.  “You don’t have to shave for me.” 
“Oh, you’re just saying that,” I said.  “If I really went all yeti on you, 

you’d drop me like a hot potato.” 
 He lifted himself on to one elbow and propped his head on his hand, 



studying me. 
“Do you believe that?” he said, his eyes examining me for my reaction.  

I considered. 
“No.” 
“Exactly.  Stop shaving.  You’ll be even more beautiful to me.” 
I snorted. 
“What do I have to do to convince you?  Marry you?” he said.  “Then 

you’d know I wasn’t going to leave at the first sign of leg hair.” 
“Oh, no. That’s alright.” I sat up, barely noticing that the sheet had 

fallen off me and I was bare from the waist up.  “I’m convinced.  No 
marriage required.”   

I felt a flurry of anxiety arising at the very thought. 
“Don’t you want to marry me?” he said, as he took in my sudden 

nervousness.  I was just glad he wasn’t offended. 
“Yes, of course.  Someday.  Forever and all that.  For sure.  Count me 

in.” 
He sat up and put his finger on my lips to stop the babbling. 
“Listen to me, Miranda.”  I nodded.  “I love you and will continue to 

love you, no matter what you look like or what happens.” 
“You say that now.” 
“And mean it.” 
“Of course you do, now, but then things could change and you might 

not feel that way anymore.” 
“This isn’t going to change, Mira,” he said, tapping his finger over his 

heart. 
I sighed. 
“It’s all good, Jake.  I love you, too.” 
He just looked at me, not sure what to say.  His eyes weren’t worried 

but he looked like he wanted to be. 
“Come here,” he pulled me to him in a tight hug.  “Just being together 

is enough.  I just want to be with you Mira.  That’s all.” 
I let out a long breath and relaxed.  Things could stay they way they 

were which was what I wanted.  Everything was perfect now and I 



wanted to keep it that way.  Pulling away, I looked him in the eye. 
“I do love you,” I said and then kissed him, putting everything I felt in 

my heart into that kiss. 
“I love you, too,” he told me when we finally had to stop to catch our 

breath.  Then he added, “And I especially love your leg hair.” 
I slapped him and he kissed me again. 
“You’re going to be sorry you said that when you’re sleeping with a fur 

ball,” I warned him. 
“Bring it on, my sweet yeti.” 


