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Feels Like Love Bonus Chapter 
(Comes between the campground scene and the church scene.) 

 
Mark 

I frowned at the four walls of my apartment.  They felt as though they 
were closer together today, than ever before.  The wall with the kitchen 
counter, sink, and stove seemed to be pushing towards the other wall, 
which my double bed was tight against to give as much space as possible.   

The wall that had a window that looked out on a flower shop and pizza 
place that Laila had loved before she gave up carbs seemed to be pressing 
towards the wall with the door.  And the floor space in the middle, where I 
stood, was a mere postage stamp. 

So tiny.  What was I thinking, having Laila over here?  My place was ridiculous 
compared to her spectacular house. 

And yet… I sat down on the worn wooden chair were I had penned so 
many of my books and looked around.  The comfy couch was nearby, with 
my favourite quilt that my sister had made for me when I turned twenty-
two and being an author was still nothing but a dream for me. 

I ran my hand lovingly over the silvery smoothness of my laptop that 
made my current life as a writer possible.  This place wasn’t so bad.  And 
anyways.  I wasn’t trying to impress Laila.  She knew me.  She’d been 
here — once, for five minutes.  And hopefully, we wouldn’t be thinking 
about the size of the place but about other things — like us. 

I checked to make sure there were condoms tucked under the mattress 
of the bed — I didn’t have a nightstand.  I thought it would look strange 
in my living room.  And besides, I wasn’t a nightstand kind of guy.  I 
knew it was kind of being a douche to expect to have sex with her.  But I 
didn’t really expect it.  (I sure as hell hoped, though.)  It was more that if it 
happened, then I wanted to be prepared. 

Just then there was knock at the door.  She was here.  I took a deep 
breath and tried not to feel anxious. 



When I opened the door, Laila was standing there.  Her amazing eyes 
lit up when she saw me but I noticed her smile was tight. 

“Hey,” I said, taking her hand and drawing her into the room.  I forgot 
to be worried about the one-room apartment.  “Is everything okay?  You 
look a little nervous.” 

Her smile became a little more real. 
“I guess I am.  You never wanted me to come over here before.  I was 

only here that once to pick you up.  I don’t know why…” She turned in a 
circle taking in the room.  “This is great.  So compact.  So little to clean.” 

She sighed — probably thinking about her own huge house.  I needed 
to kiss her, then.  I moved into her personal space and she looked up at 
me.  She didn’t look up very much — I’m only about four inches taller 
than her — but her upturned face was waiting… for me. 

It was hard to believe, still, that this was real.  I ran the back of my 
fingers down her smooth cheek and she closed her eyes, breathing deeply. 

“Mark,” she said softly. 
I leaned down then and captured her lips.  They were soft and warm 

and inviting.  She was mine now.  For a moment, I felt my sense of 
equality warring with my caveman feeling of possessiveness.  I knew that 
it wasn’t that I felt I owned her.  It was only a certain knowledge that she 
loved me, and only me — and in that way she was mine and no other 
man’s. 

Finally she pushed me away. 
“If we get started, we won’t be able to stop,” she said, walking away 

from me to peer out the window. 
“Yeah,” I said, not seeing how that was a bad thing. 
“Mark.”  She gave me an affectionate look.  “Something smells good.  

What did you make for supper?” 
“Vegetable soup and a salad,”  I walked over to the stove and removed 

the lid from the pot.  I picked up the wooden spoon and gave it a stir. 
“Mmmm, sounds delicious.  Is it ready?  I’ve been working all 

afternoon and didn’t have time to eat anything since I had an early lunch 
around eleven.” 



“Laila, you work at a restaurant.  Surely you could have eaten 
something,” I said, glancing at the clock.  It read 6:45.  “You know it’s not 
good to get too hungry or to let your blood sugar drop.  That’s when you’ll 
want carbs.” 

“I know.  But I had to finish this thing I was working on.  Cecilia was 
kind of expecting it yesterday.  And I didn’t want to be late for supper…” 

She looked so torn that I immediately wanted to make her feel better. 
“That’s okay.  We’ll eat now.  Want to start with salad?” 
“Sure,” she said, happily sitting down at my tiny table.  The two dinner 

plates and the salad bowl fit on top, but just barely. 
“So…” I said. 
“So…” She repeated. 
I took a bite of salad, chewed, and swallowed.  I had wanted to talk 

about us but it suddenly didn’t seem like the right time. 
“How’s lent going?” 
“Almost done,” she said.  “Not that I’ll be eating a ton of banana bread 

anymore anyway.  But it will be nice to see everyone at Easter.” 
“You going to church and all that?” 
“Mm, hm,” she nodded, taking another forkful of salad.  I knew that 

Easter was a big deal for her.  “I was wondering if you…” 
She hesitated and I looked up from my plate. 
“Wanted to come with me?” 
“To church?” 
“Yeah?  You don’t have to.  It’s not that fun anyway and…” 
I interrupted her. 
“I’d love to.” 
“Oh,” she looked pleased.  “Okay, then.  It’s Sunday at ten.” 
“I’ll be there,” I said. 
An hour later, we were still sitting at the table.  I had cleared the dishes 

and we were drinking tea and eating some cookies I had made.  They 
didn’t have any flour or grains and she was loving them. 

“What are these made with?” she said.  “They’re delicious.” 
I went and picked up my smartphone from my desk. 



“I’ll email you the recipe.  The main ingredient is almond flour, which 
is just almonds ground up into a powder.  Then there’s some coconut, 
cocoa, and maple syrup.  That’s about it.” 

I tapped on the screen of my phone a few times, then placed it back on 
the desk.  Laila had stood up and was moving towards the sink full of 
dirty dishes.  I dashed in front, intercepting her before she got there. 

“I don’t think so,” I said, stepping closer to her soft voluptuous body. 
“Mark, we should do the dishes.” 
“I can do the dishes tomorrow.  We have other things on our agenda.” 
“Do we?” she said, pursing her lips together and seeming a tiny bit 

nervous. 
I took her hand. 
“We do,” I said. 
When we were seated on the couch, squeezed tight together with my 

arm around her and her head on my chest I began. 
“So, we never talked about… us,” I said, feeling anxious but needing to 

have the conversation. 
“What about us?” she said. 
“Well, usually two people that care about each other are boyfriend and 

girlfriend first…” I said.  She squirmed around a little so that she could 
see my face. 

“Right.”  Did she seem a little disappointed? 
No.  She couldn’t be.   
This was crazy.  It wasn’t the right time.  It was too soon.  I couldn’t 

possibly ask her the day after we got together. 
“So, is that what we are?”  I finished, feeling lame. 
“Of course, Marky,” she said, getting up on her knees and wrapping 

her arms around me.  She kissed me passionately and I was soon lost in 
the feeling of her.  So soft.  So lush.  Everything I wanted. 

“Laila,” I said, undressing her until she was down to her underwear 
and quivering with desire.  She pulled off my shirt and took off my pants 
and we moved to the bed. 

“You are so beautiful,” I said, kissing her all over.  I pulled her panties 



down and kissed up her legs.  She shivered and was quiet, listening.  “I 
love your smooth skin.” 

I planted a kiss on her belly. 
“And your silky breasts.” 
I kissed both of them where they were bulging out of her bra.  Her hips 

bucked then and she shut her eyes tight, her breath coming fast. 
I placed tiny kisses one after another until I got to her neck. 
She drew in a shuddering breath when I hit that spot she likes so 

much.   
“And your lips.” 
As soon as she felt mine on hers, she devoured me, ratcheting my desire 

up to a frantic level. 
“Laila,” I said, pulling away, but her hand came around my head and 

she brought me back, kissing me deeply again with a hungry urgency. 
“I want you now, Mark,” she said, breathless.  “Oh, we’ve waiting so 

long.  I’m not sure I’ll ever get enough of you.” 
Fuck.  She was so sexy.  How could I resist her and go slowly when she said 

things like that? 
Her hand went to my boxers and she had them off of me in a moment. 
“Now, please.”  She begged.  I put on a condom, but I hadn’t even 

tasted her breasts.  She would have to wait a little while yet.  I undid the 
clasp on the front and the sweetly curved mounds spilled out, her rosy 
nipples exposed for me. 

I bent my head and took one of the plump buds into my mouth.  I 
closed my eyes groaning as I sucked and nipped it. 

Laila was thrashing and writhing beneath me. 
“Mark.”  She begged, her hand going to my hardness.  Before I knew 

it, she had guided me to her opening and thrust her hips up, taking me 
deep inside of her. 

“Oh, God.”  Her soft breasts were pushing into the muscles on my 
chest and the feel of her taut nipples brushing my skin was driving me 
wild.   

She wrapped her legs around me and I pulled out, then drove back into 



her softness.  She gave a cry of pleasure as she took me deep.  Her skin 
was pink and a sheen of sweat appeared on face.  She arched upward to 
take me further and I gave a gasping breath. 

I thrust into her steadily and she adjusted herself until she began to 
pant.  Her skin was so hot, I felt she would burn me up. 

“Is this okay?” I whispered in her ear. 
“Faster,” she said.   
I sped up and she thrashed under my weight. 
“Oh… Oh, God,” she said and then I watched her orgasm face for the 

first time.  It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen. 
Her body convulsed around me and she cried out over and over, as the 

ecstasy took her.  It was too much.  I pumped into her hard and fast, 
groaning as I lost control, exploding inside her. 

Her orgasm went on and on, until she lay still under me. 
“Holy shit,” she whispered.   
I realized that I was crushing her. 
“Are you okay?” I said, taking my weight on to my forearms but not 

wanting to be separate from her yet. 
She pushed her hips up against mine and then lay perfectly still — a 

blissful smile on her lips. 
“Mmmm, hmmm.” 
I felt a sense of pride, then.  I had done that to her.  Or, I had helped at 

least.  Whatever.  I felt really good and so did she and that was what 
mattered. 

An hour later, we had showered and done the dishes, since Laila 
insisted we couldn’t leave them overnight.  And now we were back in bed, 
naked and snuggled up skin to skin. 

“I love you, Lails,” I whispered into her ear. 
“Love you too, Mark.”  Her voice was sleepy. 
My heart swelled.  We loved each other. 
And for now, that was enough. 
 

	  


