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Chapter One: A Grand Beginning
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Life is a journey filled with ups and downs, joys and struggles, and moments that define us forever. My name is Dushyant Kapoor, and today marks the most important day of my life—my wedding day. It is a day I have dreamed about for years, a day I have longed for, and now that it is finally here, I find myself overwhelmed with emotions that words cannot fully capture.

As I stand in the center of my home, surrounded by my family, I take a deep breath, absorbing every detail of this unforgettable moment. My heart swells with happiness, excitement, and gratitude. I have worked hard to reach this point, overcoming countless struggles and challenges along the way. But today, none of that matters. Today, I am surrounded by love, laughter, and celebration.

For the first time in a long time, I feel truly at peace. This day is not just about me—it is about my family, my loved ones, and, most importantly, about Anjali, the woman who has brought so much joy into my life.

The house has been transformed into a grand wedding venue. Strings of fairy lights twinkle across the courtyard, casting a golden glow over the entire space. The walls are adorned with garlands of fresh flowers, their fragrance filling the air with sweetness. Everywhere I look, there are bursts of color, movement, and excitement.

The entrance is lined with marigold and rose petals, welcoming guests into this world of festivity. The decorators have worked tirelessly to make every detail perfect—from the intricately draped fabrics to the shimmering lanterns hanging above.

The air is thick with the sound of laughter, music, and joy. The beats of the dhol echo throughout the house, setting the rhythm for the celebrations. My cousins and friends clap along, their feet moving instinctively to the infectious rhythm.

Weddings have a magical way of bringing families together. I watch as relatives—some people I haven’t seen in years—arrive with smiling faces, open arms, and heartfelt blessings.

My uncles, aunts, and cousins fill the house with their warmth and chatter. Hugs are exchanged, laughter spills into every corner, and childhood memories are relived in conversations. The house, once quiet and orderly, has now become a vibrant celebration of love and togetherness.

My sisters, dressed in elegant sarees, move around excitedly, ensuring everything is perfect. They are beaming with joy, their bangles jingling as they rush from one task to another. My brothers-in-law, usually calm and composed, have shed their seriousness and joined in the merriment, dancing alongside the younger cousins. Their children, my adorable nieces and nephews, run around in excitement, their laughter adding to the lively chaos.

The elderly women of the family, the keepers of tradition, sit in a quiet corner, their voices raised in soulful wedding songs. Their melodies, rich with history, tell stories of love, marriage, and lifelong commitment.

Amidst all the festivities, my eyes search for the one person who has always been my pillar of strength—my mother. She has been my guide, my protector, and my biggest source of support.

Today, she stands at the heart of the celebration, her eyes shining with pride and love. She performs the sagan with devotion, whispering prayers and blessings as she places her hand gently on my forehead. I feel the warmth of her love, the depth of her emotions.

For her, this day is as significant as it is for me. I know she has dreamed of this moment for years, picturing the day her son would step into this new phase of life. And now that the moment is here, her happiness is immeasurable.

She moves with grace, making sure every ritual is done with precision. She greets guests with warmth, oversees the arrangements, and still finds time to steal small moments to bless me. I can sense the mixed emotions in her heart—happiness, nostalgia, a mother’s love, and the bittersweet feeling of watching her child grow.

The celebrations reach their peak as the dhol's beats grow louder. Suddenly, the entire house erupts into dance and music. The energy is contagious—no one can resist the pull of the lively beats.

My sisters and cousins take the lead, forming a circle as they twirl and clap to the rhythm. Their colorful outfits swirl as they move, their laughter ringing through the air. My uncles and aunts, unable to hold back, join in, their elegant moves proving that joy has no age limit.

And then, before I know it, I am pulled into the center. My friends and cousins lift me onto their shoulders, cheering loudly, making me feel like a king on his throne. I throw my hands up, laughing, feeling a kind of pure, unfiltered happiness that only moments like these can bring.

As the sun begins to set, the final preparations take place. The decorators make last-minute adjustments, the caterers bring in tray after tray of delicious food, and the wedding planners ensure every detail is perfect. The aroma of rich Indian delicacies fills the air, teasing my senses.

My friends, my partners in crime, gather around me. They adjust my outfit, fix my hair, and tease me about the new life I am about to step into. They remind me, jokingly, that I will no longer be a free man—that from today onwards, my life will revolve around Anjali. Their playful banter makes me laugh, easing the nervous excitement bubbling within me.

For a brief moment, I find a quiet space and stand in front of the mirror. Dressed in my wedding attire, I take a deep breath, letting the weight of the moment sink in.

I think about Anjali, about how she will soon walk into this house as my wife, my partner, my forever love. She is not just someone I love—she is someone I respect, admire, and cherish. Together, we will build a life filled with love, trust, and endless memories.

I close my eyes for a moment and offer a silent prayer.

Let this happiness last forever. Let this moment remain untouched by any negativity. I have struggled, I have worked hard, and finally, life has given me something truly beautiful. I will cherish it, protect it, and nurture it with all my heart.

With this thought, I step forward, ready to embrace the most beautiful chapter of my life. 
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Chapter Two: A Glimpse of the Past
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Another day.

The date on the calendar had changed, but in my life everything remained the same—the same routine, the same monotony, the same stillness. Nothing new, nothing exciting. Every morning felt like a repetition of the last, a continuous loop with no real beginning or end.

I got into my car and began my daily drive to work. I followed the same road I had driven for years, my hands steady on the wheel, my mind half-occupied with thoughts I had long grown tired of. The potholes along the way had become so familiar that I instinctively dodged them without effort. My body knew the road better than my mind did—it had memorized every bump, every uneven patch of asphalt, every sudden dip.

It felt ironic how this road mirrored my life. The potholes weren’t just on the ground; they had settled into my soul, too. I had spent years navigating them, dodging them, learning how to live with them. Some had been there so long they had become part of me.

But today, something different happened.

As I approached a busy intersection, I noticed the traffic had come to a halt. The honking of impatient drivers filled the air, but it wasn’t the usual morning rush-hour chaos. No, this was something else. The colors, the music, the sound of dhols beating in rhythmic celebration—it was a baraat.

A wedding procession.

For a moment I just sat there, watching. The groom, dressed in an elaborate sherwani, sat atop a white horse, smiling as his family and friends danced around him. The joy on their faces was unmistakable. Their laughter, their uninhibited celebration—it all felt so distant from the world I now lived in.

And just like that, I was pulled into a memory.

2014 – The Year I Got Married

I had waited nearly a year for that day—a year of planning, of counting down the months, the weeks, the days until I could finally call Anjali my wife.

I remembered our evenings together, sitting in a quiet café, sipping coffee, losing track of time. We would talk about everything and nothing—about our dreams, our future, our plans for the life we were about to build together. But no matter how much time we spent, it was always difficult to say goodbye at the end of the night. The thought of returning to our separate homes, knowing we would have to wait until the next meeting, always felt unfair.

But soon that would change. We would no longer have to say goodbye. We would wake up next to each other, have breakfast together, and come home to each other. The thought of that life, of finally being together every moment of the day, filled us with an excitement we could barely contain.

The wedding preparations had been extravagant. We spared no expense because, after all, you only get married once.

The wedding cards were the first sign that everything was finally real. I still remembered the first time I saw them—the weight of them in my hands, the way the gold lettering stood out against the deep-red background: DUSHYANT  KAPOOR  WEDS  ANJALI  MALHOTRA.

Seeing our names together like that made my heart swell with a strange mixture of joy and nervous anticipation. I knew my life was about to change forever, but I had no doubts. I had never been more certain of anything.

I could still hear the sounds of the wedding day—the laughter of our families, the teasing remarks from friends, the never-ending hustle of photographers and decorators ensuring everything was perfect. I could still see Anjali walking toward me in her bridal lehenga, her face glowing with happiness, her eyes reflecting the same emotions I felt in my own heart.

That day had been the first step toward the life we had dreamed of.

A loud honk from behind jolted me out of my thoughts. I blinked, shaking off the memories as the baraat moved forward. The road was clearing now, the wedding procession passing by, leaving behind nothing but scattered rose petals on the ground.

It was time to move on.

I pressed my foot against the accelerator and continued driving, but something inside me felt different now.

The baraat had triggered something—a reminder of the life I once had, of the dreams I had once held so close to my heart. For a brief moment I felt that same excitement again, the same anticipation of a future filled with love and happiness.

But now, that future was a memory.

The road ahead was the same as always—lined with potholes, uneven, predictable. Yet for the first time in a long time, I found myself wondering...

Was it really too late to change my course?
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