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AUTHOR’S NOTE

In a world that often demands we follow predetermined paths,“Forever Jake” is a love story about the most courageous choice of all: choosing oneself. This novel emerged from a deep exploration of the tensions between personal desire and familial expectations the quiet rebellion that happens when we dare to listen to our hearts.

Jake’s journey is more than a romance. It’s about the moment we realize that the life mapped out for us is not the life we’re meant to live. It’s about the raw vulnerability of breaking free from generational expectations, the pain of potential loss, and the extraordinary possibility that lies on the other side of fear.

To anyone who has ever felt trapped by duty, who has wrestled with the weight of family traditions, or who has found the strength to rewrite their own story this book is a testament to your courage.

Love, I’ve learned, is never about following a predetermined script. 

It’s about finding the audacity to write your own.

With hope and heart,

Andrew Kanyuka

“We are not bound by the paths others choose for us, but by the courage to choose our own.”

~ Andrew Kanyuka
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DEDICATION
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For every soul who has ever stood at the crossroads of expectation and desire, who has found the courage to listen to their own heart’s whisper when the world demanded a different song.

This is for those who understand that true belonging is not about fitting into prescribed spaces, but creating a space that fully embraces 

who you are.

With infinite love and respect.

––––––––
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CHAPTER 1
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Jake’s Battle for Integrity 

I

n the heart-pounding chaos of battle, as bullets whizzed past and explosions tore through the air, Jake Morris made a decision, his unwavering defiance against authority sending shockwaves through the elite Special Forces unit that had once hailed him as a hero.

His heart pounding on his chest, Jake’s mind raced, wrestling with the consequences of his choice. He knew it would alter his life forever, but he couldn’t ignore the nagging voice within him that refused to surrender his principles. Principles are always principles. Some situations are just too odd to change our principles, in such, the coin could land in a reasonable side whether to change the principle or the situation.

Gradually, as the chaos subsides, Jake’s comrades gazed at him, their eyes filled with confusion and disbelief. They had followed his lead in countless missions before, grateful for his fearless and tactical approach. But now, he had challenged the very foundation upon which their unit was built.

The commander, a hardened veteran known for his astute decision-making, approached Jake, his expression a mix of disappointment and concern.

“Jake, what the hell are you doing?” He demanded.

His voice barely audible above the deafening roar of battle.

“I can’t go on like this, sir,” Jake replied with slight echoes of tremble. 

“We’ve been used as puppets, carrying out orders without questioning. 

Innocent lives have been lost, and we’ve become nothing more than tools for those who seek power.”

The tension in the air grew as the rest of the unit listened to Jake’s damning indictment. Some nodded in agreement, while others struggled to reconcile their loyalty and belief in their mission with Jake’s revelations.

Frustrated by their reaction, the commander grasped Jake by the shoulder, his grip tightening.

“Look around, Jake. We’re fighting for something bigger than ourselves. Sacrifices are inevitable.” Said the commander convincingly.

Jake shook his head.

“I understand that, Sir, but at what cost? We’re fighting for a cause that has become corrupted. Our actions are no longer in service of justice, but rather political interests. I refuse to be a pawn in this game any longer.”

As the shocking reality sank in, tension and whispers spread through the unit like wildfire. Glares were exchanged, allegiances questioned, and trust shattered. Jake’s unwavering defiance had struck a deep chord within his brothers in arms.

Suddenly, the clatter of boots approaching from the distance drew everyone’s  attention. The unit fell silent as a high-ranking officer, adorned with medals, arrived on the scene. His authoritative presence commanded respect, yet his eyes bore the weight of countless battles.

With an air of stoicism, the officer walked towards Jake. “Morris, I’ve heard what you had to say,” he stated calmly. “You have shown remarkable courage to challenge the status quo. While I cannot endorse your actions, I admire your integrity.”

The unit held its breath, sensing an impending turning point in their lives.

The officer continued, his voice carrying a mix of warning and understanding. 

“Morris, you’re hereby relieved of your duties. Your path may not be the same as ours, but remember, true heroes are not defined by titles or medals. They are defined by their actions and the impact they have on the world around them.”

As Jake left the battlefield, he carried with him a maelstrom of emotions. He had chosen a path that would bring isolation and uncertainty, but he also knew it was the only way for him to reclaim his sense of honor.

Though the elite Special Forces unit faced an uncertain future without their former hero, Jake’s unwavering defiance against authority had sown the seeds of doubt. In the chaos of battle, a small flame of revolution burned within them, questioning the very essence of their purpose and emboldening them to seek the truth.

Jake Morris had become a catalyst for change, a symbol of resistance against an oppressive system. And as bullets continued to whiz past and explosions echoed through the air, his name would be whispered not just within the confines of his unit but throughout the ranks of those who longed for justice and truth.

Jake was highly regarded by his comrades in arms for his impeccable record of victory, which led to his promotion and appointment as the leader of the tactical team. He relentlessly pursued his aspiration to become an exceptional warrior and a formidable asset to the Marines. 

The snowflakes spun to the ground like feathers, a gentle reminder of what Jake Morris had done. He trudged through the frigid air towards his tent, every next step feeling heavier than the previous. With his head hung low and his heart equally heavy, he knew that tomorrow would be the day he leaves the place for good. He reached the entrance of his tent and stopped for a moment, neither wanting to go in, nor to confront those bittersweet memories held inside. Eventually he galvanized himself and pulled back the flap closing it behind him. 

He stood there motionless as if he was waiting for something to happen; anything that could keep him from packing up his belongings and moving on. Tormenting thoughts flooded into his mind and were quickly suppressed by a wave of sadness so strong it nearly took his breath away. As soon as he felt these emotions take control of him subsequently, he hurriedly grabbed whatever clothes were within reach and began stuffing them into an old duffel bag near his bed.

Then something caught Jake’s eyes, photos with smiling faces lined up neatly on a shelf above him. Memories of being in combat with other soldiers suddenly filled up every corner of Jake’s consciousness as tears started welling up in his eyes; tears that refused to fall but spoke volumes about how deeply this situation affected him nonetheless. In an instant it all became too much and he broke down, burying his face in one of the photos as all the pain rushed forth uncontrollably from within him like a torrential flood unleashed after years of stagnation.

Jake laid there alone for some minutes until dusk came, reminding him that life goes on despite what has happened here today or any other day before now or hereafter, come what may.

Jake had been packing his duffel bag for hours, going through the motions in a trance like state. He was struggling to come to terms with the fact that he was being expelled from the army, a life path he had invested so much of himself into. The strength and purpose it had given him now felt hollow and empty as he stuffed the last of his possessions into his bag. 

Just then, Jake heard a voice calling out his name. It was Rand, his best friend from childhood and a fellow officer, who had come to provide comfort and compassion during this difficult time ready to offer both comfort and advice. As Rand entered the tent, Jake could feel an emotional wave hit him like a tsunami. His heart raced, but not in fear; instead in anticipation of what his friend might say next.

“Hey buddy! I heard about your expulsion from the military, it’s not the end of everything!”

His words were kind but firm, a reminder that life would go on in spite of such turbulent moments. “If there is anything you need from me just let me know. You won’t be alone in this journey.”

Rand moved closer and placed an arm on Jake’s shoulder in solidarity. Despite knowing how hard this must be for his friend, Rand stood tall and looked Jake right in the eyes with confidence and courage. He let out a deep breath before saying softly “It’s not over yet.” 

The words were simple, yet they carried far more weight than either man knew at that moment. They provided reassurance that despite all odds, there was still hope for a brighter future one that Jake could still make for himself if only he’d dare to try new roads once more. Seeing how moved this made Jake feel, Rand stepped back but spoke once more, “You know I’m here if you need me.” 

As these words left Rand’s mouth, an unexpected feeling of warmth descended upon them both; filling up each corner of their souls with newfound happiness and optimism despite their current circumstances.

Jake looked up at Rand with a small smile, letting him know that he appreciated his support even if no words were spoken. He continued packing his things until finally all were ready for him to leave behind all that once was and move into something new and unknown.

As they said their goodbyes, Jake set off into an uncertain future while his best friend watched from behind with hopeful eyes and an open heart never knowing what exactly lay ahead, but hoping that whatever came next would be greater than before.

The sun was beginning to set, and its lingering light cast a strange miasma across the land that seemed to speak of something ominous. Jake had been in Aruba for months now, but the time had come to finally make his way back home to the United States. He gazed out at the horizon one last time, taking in all the sights and sounds of this foreign land before turning away and beginning his journey. All the while, an ominous feeling of dread began to cloud his thoughts as he trudged through this new reality.

His mind, heavy with thoughts; he knew exactly what awaited him upon his return; how could he face his father after being expelled from the army? The shame of it weighed heavily on him as he trudged along, and each step only seemed to compound the feeling further. He just didn’t know what to say, or how best to explain his failure.

The long journey ahead provided ample time for him to think about things, and yet despite all this contemplation nothing seemed clear no easy answer presented itself as he made his way slowly across miles of unknown terrain. Everywhere he looked there were reminders of war that destroyed buildings, rubble-strewn streets which only served to deepen his feelings of regret and remorse over what happened in Aruba.

Finally arriving at home felt like a dream in comparison; here everything seemed so normal, so peaceful and it was hard for Jake not get overwhelmed by emotion at times when memories flooded through him as if no days had gone by since he’d left them here behind. Though soon enough reality came crashing down on him again as he realized that even now there was still an unsettled matter that must be faced one that would ultimately decide whether or not this new life could begin. 
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CHAPTER 2
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Homecoming 

T

en years down the line since Jake Morris had seen his home town of Oregon. He was twenty when he left, choosing to join the army and serve his country with honor and pride. Though the years away were a blur of intense missions, constant travel, and grueling training, Jake always carried a small piece of home within him wherever he went. Now, after all those long years away, as Jake drove back through the familiar streets of his childhood memories, he couldn’t help but feel a profound sense of nostalgia for the place where he’d grown up.

The trees in Oregon seemed so much taller now than they had when Jake was a boy; the smell of pine needles hung thick in the air as they rustled in the gentle breeze like an old friend whispering secrets into his mind’s ear. The sun shone warm on his face through those evergreen branches, its rays invoking feelings in him that could only come from being surrounded by nature at its finest.

But it wasn’t just nature that Jake remembered fondly as he drove down Main Street - it was also people who had made this little corner of America special to him. As he passed familiar names from his youth etched into storefronts and mailboxes, little pieces of forgotten conversations tucked away deep inside came flooding back to him. Faces once blurred now appeared sharply before his eyes like stars twinkling brightly on a clear night sky friends and family whom he hadn’t seen or spoken to in so many years suddenly felt closer than ever before.

The journey to Oregon from wherever he had been stationed this time seemed interminable; still, once he got there and felt the familiar embrace of home it all seemed worth it. The memories of his childhood days came flooding back in a wave of nostalgia riding bikes around town with friends on sunny afternoons, having lunch at the local cafe with family during summer vacations it almost felt like yesterday rather than decades ago. 

Jake pulled up outside a house which looked no different than it did way back then; however, something inside told him that nothing here would be quite the same again either. This return home brought with it new emotions: excitement at what lay ahead along with fear about how things might have changed while he was gone were both stirring within him like an uneasy brew ready to boil over in any given moment. It seemed that no matter how hard Jake tried to keep them contained these feelings kept bubbling up towards the surface until eventually there would be nowhere else for them to go but out into the open air.

But something was different now. Had life here really stayed static while he was away? Or had time moved on without him? With trepidation he realized how much he’d missed in this place and how much things must have changed while he’d been gone. Taking a deep breath to steady himself, Jake stepped into his hometown once again bracing himself for whatever surprises awaited him there.

It was the evening of a long and fateful journey. His mind was heavy with stress; not only did he have to face his father after being expelled from the army, but he also had no idea what he could possibly say to explain himself. All the while, an ominous feeling of dread began to cloud his thoughts as he trudged through this new reality.

As Jake arrived at his final destination in Oregon, dark clouds obscured the sky overhead, seemingly reflecting his own internal turmoil. He approached his father’s house cautiously; each step seemed heavier than the last until finally he reached out for the doorknob that would lead him into an unknown future. 

Jake slowly opened the door and braced himself for what lay ahead; however, much to his surprise, there was a warm embrace awaiting him on the other side of it - his father’s arms were open wide and ready to accept him no matter what news he brought with him. In that moment all of Jake’s stress melted away like snowflakes in a spring breeze and for once in a long time perhaps even since leaving Aruba Jake felt safe again. 

The pair couldn’t help but shed some tears as they shared their joyous reunion.

After spending some time embracing one another they finally decided it was time for Jake to tell his father why exactly he has come back home so soon and so suddenly from overseas duty abroad. With deep breaths taken to steel himself against whatever consequences may follow, Jake began telling his story. The room was heavy with tension, the air thick with anticipation as father and son regarded one another. Mr. Morris had not expected to see his son Jake again for some time; though he couldn’t have known just how long his absence would last. His delighted surprise at seeing him stood before him was tinged with no small amount of trepidation.

“What is it, son?”

He asked, his voice a low rumble in the quiet expanse of the living room. The fire crackled in the grate, and its flames danced brighter as Jake spoke.

“I’ve been expelled from military service,” he said quietly, eyes downcast.

Behind them, Mr. Morris’s gaze softened and he looked on fondly at his beloved boy. He knew all too well the courage it had taken for Jake to come here and share this news with him something that could have so easily been hidden away like a shameful secret instead.

Mr. Morris felt an immense swell of pride for all that Jake had achieved in spite of this setback and for what he still might go on to do in life too. In that moment of love and understanding between them, no further words were necessary; instead, they simply shared an embrace beneath which their souls overflowed with mutual admiration and respect.

They sat together awhile longer until eventually Mr. Morris let out a sigh; a contented sound that seemed to fill the entire room before dissipating in its wake. It was time to begin looking forward now. What future plans were there to be made? What new stories would Jake tell? Guided by his father’s wisdom, what doors might open up tomorrow? 

The night air was thick with anticipation as Jake and his father, Mr. Morris, settled into the living room. But it was not only the room that held an atmosphere of suspense, for both men were aware of what could happen any moment now.

Suddenly there was a sound that shattered the silence like an arrow piercing through glass, it was the unmistakable sound of light footfalls running towards their house. Before either man had time to react, the door flew open and in strode Jake’s mother her countenance immediately alight with joy. She ran into the room, her arms outstretched and her eyes filled with joy as she embraced her son tightly. Tears streamed down her face as she realized that he was home safe and sound.

Jake felt overwhelming warmth emanating from his mother’s embrace, centuries of love pouring out between them like a river of hope: not even death could keep them apart anymore. There were no words to express what they were feeling - no way to articulate this moment that had been years in the making. Instead, they stood together in shared contentment, watching as the sun finally disappeared beyond the horizon. 

At last Mrs. Morris spoke up in a voice thick with emotion.

“Oh, my boy! I never thought I would see you again.”

She couldn’t finish her sentence as the tears started flowing once more and all Mr. and Mrs. Morris could do was hold each other close until everything made sense again. 

And so, ended one chapter of Jake’s story; but there many more lies ahead for him and his family but what are these mysteries? They will have to wait until another day.
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CHAPTER 3
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An Expected Arranged Marriage

O

ver the horizon, the sun had just begun to rise, its light glistening off the dewdrops that had collected on the lush grass. Jake awoke from his slumber, feeling a new sense of energy and excitement coursing through his body. He was eager to start the day with one of his favorite activities running. He quickly changed into some comfortable clothes, lacing up his shoes while mentally preparing for the morning jog ahead. 

Jake set off at a steady pace, moving swiftly across the open fields as he felt invigorated by the fresh air surrounding him. His thoughts were focused solely on pushing himself further and faster, determined to make this run count. But little did he know what awaited him back home. 

As Jake approached his house, he noticed an unfamiliar car in front of it, a black sedan with tinted windows. Intrigued by the sight, he rushed towards it to get a better look. But before he could examine it properly, there came a loud knock on the door followed closely by voices his parents’ visitors had arrived! 

Jake quickly ran inside and hopped into the shower to freshen up before meeting them. The cool water washed away any traces of sweat that lingered on his skin and gave him time to think about who these guests might be. Was it an old family friend? Or a potential buyer interested in their property? 

The cool tiles of the bathroom were still damp from Jake’s shower, once dressed and ready for anything he moved briskly to the living room. With a slight trepidation, he opened the door to find his parents and two visitors already in conversation. Mr. Grand Longman and his daughter Isabel sat on the couch, seated upon cushions of velvety velvet their images were cast in shades of deep ochre and golden-brown.

The discussion between them had been to decide the fate of their daughter’s life, who she would marry, how her life would turn out. 

But even though it was meant to be an informal conversation, as they discussed the various suitors in front of them, it seemed clear that Mr. Grand Longman had come to this place for a very special purpose to ensure that Jake was chosen as her husband to be.

Mrs. Morris saw Jake enter the room and motioned for him to come closer, her voice barely above a whisper as she introduced him.

“This is our son, Jake.” She spoke.

Jake smiled politely at them before seating himself next to his parents. The two visitors bowed their heads in greeting, though their eyes remained fixed on Jake with intense curiosity. His father, Mr. Morris smiled warmly at him and spoke, “Mr. Grand Longman here was an invaluable colleague during my military career we worked together closely for many years and this is Isabel his daughter.”

Jake nodded in acknowledgment but remained silent, taken aback by the situation before him.

It was clear that much had been discussed prior to his arrival, palpable tension hovered between them like a thick fog. Desperately trying not to feel embarrassed or out of place, Jake gazed around at each face before him searching for clues as to why these two strangers had come calling this morning.

He could sense something momentous was about unfold.

The visitor at once seemed to be taken aback by Jake’s presence. He was not expecting to find such a handsome young man amidst their company, one who appeared so poised and collected despite being just recently out of the shower. It was obvious that Mr. Grand Longman felt somewhat non-intimidated by Jake’s presence; there was something about him that commanded respect without even having to say a word.

As for Isabel, she couldn’t help but gaze upon Jake as if she had never seen anything more beautiful in her life, it wasn’t often that she encountered someone as stunning as him in her own social circles there was something so captivating about him that seemed otherworldly yet familiar all at once! 

The conversation between the four adults soon flowed freely like a river while Isabel simply sat wide-eyed in awe of this new face among them. But then suddenly an unexpected question came from Mr. Grand Longman, “What do you plan to do with yourself now?” 

Jake froze, not quite sure how to respond given he had thought long and hard about this very same question but had yet to come up with an answer himself.

Jake had no idea what fate had in store for him. Little did he know that his father, Mr. Morris, had already arranged a marriage for him. It was to be the union of two hearts one held by his son and the other held by Isabel, the daughter of his best friend.

Mr. Morris thought highly of Jake and wanted to see him happily married to someone who would understand and love him unconditionally. He saw Isabel as having these qualities, so without Jake’s knowledge or consent, he made arrangements for their marriage.

What neither man could have predicted is how their plans would go awry due to the machinations of an outside force; a powerful adversary determined to disrupt their plans and separate them forever.

Jake’s parents and Mr. Grand Longman discreetly signaled to each other in agreement that they should vacate the living room, providing an opportunity for their children, Isabel and Jake, to get acquainted with one another. This initial encounter between Isabel and Jake marked their first meeting. The parents’ intention was clear, they desired for the two to establish a rapport and foster a connection before disclosing the truth: that their union had already been arranged. It is important to note that Mr. Grand Longman had informed his daughter of his desire to introduce her to Jake, but cleverly omitted any mention of an arranged marriage.

Mr. and Mrs. Morris, holding hands as they moved out of the living room together, could feel the tension in the air. Their son Jake, unaware of what was to come next was seated opposite Isabel Longman a woman who had been sent to him from afar. 

The couple had agreed upon an arranged marriage for their son without Jake ever being told so. The visitors, Mr. Grand Longman, Isabel’s father was also left the room and although he had not uttered any words since his arrival, his presence spoke volumes. 

As the door closed behind Mr. and Mrs. Morris together with Mr. Grand Longman all that remained between Jake and Isabel was silence. The two seemed awkward at first with neither one wanting to be the first to break it. Eventually however it was Isabel who found her courage. 

She fidgeted with her skirts before finally finding her voice, ‘so you’re Jake?’ she enquired shyly. 

Jake nodded slowly but said nothing more as his mind raced ahead of him trying to make sense of why this woman was here in his family’s home? What did his parents have planned for him that he wasn’t aware of yet? Too many questions crowded into his head all at once making it hard for him to focus on anything else but the present moment. 

Their conversation began slowly at first small talk about school, hobbies, anything really but before long it became clear that this was more than just polite chitchat something bigger was happening here, something that could potentially reshape fate in ways they never imagined before now. With each passing minute Isabel felt herself drawn closer towards Jake like some invisible magnetic force drawing her nearer by degrees.

In this carefully orchestrated setting, Isabel and Jake found themselves alone in the living room, slightly hesitant yet intrigued by the prospect of getting to know each other. They exchanged pleasantries and shared a few awkward jokes, gradually easing into a comfortable conversation.

Isabel, a vibrant and independent beautiful young woman, felt a spark of curiosity towards Jake. She admired his kind demeanor and genuine interest in getting to know her. Jake, a thoughtful and down to earth young man, was also drawn to Isabel’s intelligence and wit.

As they spent more time talking, Isabel and Jake discovered shared interests, such as a love for nature and a passion for community service.

They laughed together, exchanged stories, and found solace in the fact that their parents had given them a chance to find compatibility naturally, rather than hastily arranging a union.

Unbeknownst to Isabel and Jake, their parents secretly watched them from afar, their hearts filled with hope. They had carefully chosen each other’s children, believing that a deep connection and compatibility could be forged between Isabel and Jake.

A gentle breeze caressed the walls of the grand veranda, its soft golden hues framing the silhouette of the Morris household. Out beyond their veranda, a cool breeze stirred, rippling through the morning air and bringing with it a distant murmur of conversation. Mr. and Mrs. Morris 

sat side by side on their favorite bench looking out on their garden, quietly talking to each other in hushed tones. 

“I do hope Jake will fancy Isabel,” Mrs. Morris muttered as she reached for her husband’s hand. “But I suppose we must give them some time to adjust.” 

Mr. Morris gave a sage nod as he tightened his grip on her frail fingers.

“Indeed,” he said with conviction, “but I will make sure my son obeys me no matter what.”

He looked her in the eyes before continuing in a low voice laced with determination; “We have agreed that Jake shall marry Isabel come what may.” 

Mrs. Morris looked away with a sigh, not meeting her husband’s gaze as she murmured softly “Let us pray that all will be well” A tense silence descended upon them both until suddenly Mrs. Morris spoke again. 

“It is not easy to choose a wife for your son.”

Her voice trailed off into nothingness as they both stared off into the horizon; two hearts desperately hoping against hope that this would work out for Jake after all.

Mr. Grand Longman Isabel’s father sat at the corner of the veranda, his eyes twinkling with hope and expectation. He had traveled from afar to ensure his daughter was given a chance to find true love. 

On this day however, he heard conversation from Mr. and Mrs. Morris. He gathered it was about his daughter’s potential husband to be Jake, son of Mr. and Mrs. Morris. The tone of discussion seemed tense as if things were on the brink of getting out of hand.

Mr. Grand Longman immediately interrupted them something he did not usually do and spoke calmly yet firmly, “Take it easy. Don’t be too hard on your son Jake, give him time to process this situation. Instead of forcing your son into marriage with my daughter, why don’t you let them spend some time together? Trust me they will like each other.” 

He then smiled warmly at them, hoping his words would have an effect. Mr. and Mrs. Morris exchanged a glance and looked back at him with a sense of understanding in their eyes. 

Mr. Morris sat in the dark corner of the room; his hands laced together as he spoke to Mr. Grand Longman.

“We are not trying to force our son into marriage,” he said with a deep sigh. “Where we come from in Japan it is our tradition that when children grow up, we find them husbands and wives for an arranged marriage.”

He paused for a moment; eyes downcast. His heart ached for his son, whose western ways had caused him so much confusion and grief lately. 

It seemed impossible to bridge the gap between their two worlds one of ancient Japanese ritual and one of modern American idealism. 

“Maybe because of this generation,” Mr. Morris continued quietly, “our children don’t understand our culture anymore.” He looked up at Mr. Grand Longman pleadingly.

“I understand,” said the elder man, nodding thoughtfully. “But I believe your son will make you proud in whatever decision he makes maybe even an arranged marriage if that’s what you desire.” 

A spark of hope lit up in Mr. Morris’ tired eyes as he met his friend’s gaze. He could sense his own faith wavering but at least someone believed in him and perhaps even more importantly believed in his son. With newfound strength he rose from his chair and thanked Mr. Grand Longman

The sun burned brightly in the sky as all three figures stood looking at each other in silence. Despite his stoic exterior, beneath Mr. Grand Longman’s cool façade was a heart that yearned for Jake to marry his beloved daughter. He had seen something special in Jake; he could tell from one fleeting glimpse that he was a kind and strong man who could provide for his daughter with ease.

When he first saw Jake on that day, he knew deep down in his heart that he could trust this man to take care of his daughter for the rest of her life, he felt reassured by his strong stature and healthy complexion and when Jake spoke so eloquently about all manner of things, it only made him more certain in his decision. His choice for their daughter’s partner seemed obvious to him at last.

Despite Jake and Isabel getting to know each other, Jake had no intentions of pursuing a relationship at the moment. His focus was on finding something meaningful in his life, rather than love being his priority.

It is not every day that one sees someone driven by an incessant desire to be special, to distinguish themselves from the crowd and make their mark in this world. But Jake was different. From a young age, he was never interested in girls or women, rather he had his sights set on something far greater than mere fleeting romance instead, Jake wanted to make a meaningful difference in the world. He thought it better to die for something than to live for nothing, and so at just nineteen years old, he joined the military with dreams of becoming a soldier of greatness to serve with honor and bravery. 

It was not a matter of love but of something much greater that drove Jake, something he believed in with every fiber of his being. A belief that there was a noble cause worth fighting for and sacrificing for a cause greater than himself. Little did Jake know that his path would lead him down a dark and treacherous road? His father had intended for him marry Isabel, the daughter of one of their closest family friends but Jake saw her only as a sister or friend; he wasn’t ready to fall in love with anyone else yet. But it seemed that fate had other plans for him thrown out of Special Forces due to his insubordinate behavior, he found himself back at square one, aimless and uncertain about how best to forge ahead in life.

Jake thought it would be the perfect opportunity to start anew and find something special with which to fill his days something worthy enough that he could dedicate himself entirely without having his heart involved. For Jake had come to realize that when it came to matters of love, there would always be an inherent risk of pain so why court disaster?

He despised love now more than ever before and swore off believing in its existence altogether now all he wanted was something special something unique that could bring honor upon his name once again. 

But what? That question burned within him day and night as if were an unquenchable fire that threatened to consume him if left unanswered any longer.

Just then there came a knock on the door followed by some muffled voices outside a signal from Mr. and Mrs. Morris that it was time for them both to leave. As if awoken from a dreamlike state, Jake rose hastily and offered Isabel his arm which she accepted graciously before together they went outside where Isabel and her father left and went back home.

It was a day of dread and discontent for Jake as he witnessed the departure of Mr. Grand Longman and his daughter, Isabel. With such a sight, came with it a troubling question, what had the visitors been here for? 

Being filled with curiosity, Jake asked his parents what had just transpired. But as fate would have it, Jake’s life was about to take an unexpected turn.

Mr. Morris, his beloved father, informed him that they had arranged a marriage for him and Isabel something which Mr. Morris thought was ‘good’ for his son but which took Jake aback entirely. 

This shocker caused an outburst from the young lad who questioned why such a decision was taken without consulting him first. 

Mr. Morris, being Jake’s father, stood up from his chair and walked closer to him. He took in a deep breath before slowly speaking out the words that would soon change Jake’s life forever. 

“I’m afraid I have already arranged your marriage to Isabel.” 

At these words, Jake felt like an invisible hand had clutched his heart and clenched it tightly. In utter disbelief, questions spiraled through his mind at lightning speed, why did he do this? Why hadn’t he told him first? His eyes widened with rage as he confronted his father: “Why?!” 

“Because I wanted what’s best for you,” Mr. Morris replied solemnly. 

Jake was appalled. What could possibly be good about this? How could this be better than if he had made the choice himself? He felt as if an important part of his life was taken away from him without any kind of warning or prior consultation whatsoever. He moved further away from his father in anger and disbelief. 

That day marked the beginning of an era of confusion and distrust between both father and son, a rift that seemed impassable after such an act of betrayal by Mr. Morris against his own flesh and blood. But while all hope seemed lost in their dispute then, would there ever come a time when they repair their damaged relationship? Would Jake ever forgive his father’s decision to choose Isabel for him before he himself even had the chance to decide who it should be?

The air hung heavy with suspense as Jake’s words lingered on, he could hear the faint sound of birds outside, while inside there seemed to be only silence, a clear indication of how much this matter meant to the family. It then seemed like time stood still as Jake waited for his father’s 

response while at the same time trying to grapple with this news himself.

Mr. Morris looked into his son’s eyes and could see not just anger but confusion too; he knew that it wasn’t easy for young Jake to digest such decision so suddenly, one that will impact him greatly in days ahead.

Taking deep breaths, he tried explaining why this arrangement was made so suddenly something about two families coming together in harmony, honoring their culture and traditions it all sounded good but not enough to make sense out of such situation not enough to make Jake accept it wholeheartedly either! 

Jake slumped against the nearest tree trunk and tried to make sense of this new reality as stars started appearing in the night sky above. The sound of birdsong filled the air around him as though trying to calm him down amidst all this confusion yet nothing seemed able to settle this storm inside him right now. He felt angry at being kept in the dark about such an important detail of his life, but also guilty for feeling betrayed by someone who loved him so much his own father Mr. Morris who despite their differences had always wanted what was best for Jake’s future.

The night seemed never ending as Jake reflected on these revelations waiting anxiously for an answer deep within himself should he accept this arrangement made by Mr. Morris or not? The answer remained elusive until finally, far away in the horizon, the first rays of morning sunlight penetrated through darkness signifying that soon enough morning will come but will anything change between now and then or remain same?

He thought he had found the peace he sought. After being expelled from Special Forces, Jake thought that returning home would be his respite from the maelstrom of warfare. He belied in naivety for what lay ahead.

It was a darkness that invaded his soul as Jake awoke. He felt the confusion of his once-clear life, now engulfed in guilt and shame surrounding him at every turn. Like a ripple in a pool of still water, his family had betrayed him; they’d arranged a marriage without consulting him first. 

His hands trembled as he looked around for answers, solutions to this unexpected problem that had suddenly appeared before him like the ghosts of his past.

He arrived back to a family who had betrayed him; they had arranged a marriage for him without Jake’s knowledge or consent. He felt lost and confused, plunged into turmoil with the expectation of an arranged marriage thrust upon him. His path was not of his choosing, but rather chosen by those around him, forcing Jake into a corner with no way out. The only path forward seemed to be acquiescence to his family’s demands.

But even as these thoughts raced through Jake’s mind, there remained one unshakable truth that no matter how hard he tried to escape it this time round, his family’s arranged marriage still loomed over him like an impenetrable fog one which seemed impossible to break away from or outrun in any way shape or form. It was an arrangement whose consequences were far more powerful than anyone could have predicted, but were they?

His heart pounded as he pondered this unwelcome prospect; fear coursing through his veins like molten lava as he considered the life-altering decision before him should I stay or should I go?

Outwardly he was calm and composed, but inwardly he was in turmoil, waves of desperation crashing against a shoreline of hope in search of resolution. 

The tug on Jake’s heartstrings was strong honoring his family versus honoring himself which would prevail? On one hand there were promises made and expectations set down by those closest to him, yet on the other there were aspirations and dreams still unfulfilled by himself alone which begged for recognition. Such was the plight now faced by Jake two paths diverging away from each other yet both having equal weight in respect to their importance and significance. 

Jake, with conviction in his voice, passionately argued that the institution of marriage, often glorified as the ultimate symbol of love, was nothing more than a binding legal agreement that had the potential to turn affectionate partners into enemies. He challenged the conventional notion that marriage was purely about eternal love and highlights its underlying implications. According to Jake, marriage introduced a set of legal obligations and societal expectations that can strain the once effortless bond between two individuals. In his eyes, the union was not just about the romantic connection, but also about the legal ramifications and potential conflicts that arise when individuals bind their lives together. By equating marriage to a legal contract, Jake suggested that it was designed to protect the interests of both parties, but in doing so, it could create a power dynamic that may lead to unnecessary conflicts and resentment. With his thought-provoking stance.

Which course should Jake take? Would it be truthfulness towards those who share bloodlines with him or heartfelt honesty towards those who inhabit what remains of his heart? An age-old question that has perplexed mankind since time immemorial whose judgment holds sway over our lives our own or someone else’s? Jake stood at a fateful crossroads life changing decisions awaited.

Yet even after such considerations were made, one further problem remained how could someone so fiercely independent manage to insert themselves into a purpose larger than themselves? Where would this quest lead him and what price would have to be paid along the way? 

Would this new path bring more joy or sorrow? The questions hounded him day and night until finally, one answer presented itself, only time will tell.
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The Way Out

W

elcoming the new day, early morning rays of light slowly cascading onto the sleepy town below; Jake stirred in his bed, eyes slowly fluttering open. He lay there for a moment, motionless and still then he suddenly sat up as if electrified by some unknown force. Today was the day the day he had been dreading the whole night when his parents would announce their choice of bride for him at dinner that evening. 

Torn between duty and desire, Jake began strategizing ways to break free from this arranged marriage. In desperation, he sought advice from his closest friends but none could offer any solutions that seemed viable or even sensible. The overwhelming thought of being chained to a stranger for the rest of his life weighed heavily on him how could he ever be happy in such a situation? 

Jake’s thoughts raced around in circles as he explored various escape plans running away, hiding out in a distant city all were dismissed as impractical and impossible before they even took shape in his mind. 

As much as Jake wanted to defy his parents’ expectations and forge his own path, deep down he knew that it would be fruitless no matter what happened tonight, nothing would change their firmly held belief that the only way forward was through this arranged union. 

He sighed heavily what other options did he have? As these questions swirled around inside Jake’s head like an eddying storm cloud, one thing became abundantly clear, no matter what happened tonight or tomorrow one thing was certain there was no escaping this arranged marriage.

The sun had not yet risen when Jake parted on his journey, seeking help from an old friend. Although it was a familiar path he had taken many times before, now the stakes were higher than ever before. He had to find a way out of the arranged marriage his parents were pushing him into.

Onward and onward he rode until at last the familiar sights of Oregon came into view. His heart beat faster as he saw the house of his old friend, Bryant rise in the distance. It was here that they had spent many days together long ago, playing games and dreaming of faraway lands where their ambitions could be fulfilled. 

Jake tied up his horse outside Bryant’s door and knocked lightly on the woodwork. After a few moments, Jake heard shuffling feet and a voice calling out from behind the heavy door, “Who is there?” 

“It’s me,” said Jake softly, “it’s me Jake.” 

The door opened slowly and there stood Bryant, tall and strong with a joyous grin across his face just as Jake remembered him all those years ago. “Come in!” exclaimed Bryant with excitement, standing aside so that Jake may enter. 

Once inside, Jake couldn’t help but congratulate Bryant on his recent marriage something which he knew had been carefully arranged by both sets of families to ensure a prosperous future for them both. 

The two friends embraced warmly and without hesitation settled down upon the plush couch where they began to reminisce about the joys and follies of their younger years. Laughter flowed freely as stories were told of cricket games gone wrong and jokes that only made sense at the time, if even then. 

Time seemed to melt away as they talked of all that had happened since those days. Neither expected such depth or intensity from their reminiscence, yet there was something almost magical about these shared moments that neither could deny nor resist. It was an experience that transcended mere words; it reached into each man’s soul and stirred up secrets long forgotten in the dust of memory. 

As twilight descended softly around them, Jake looked into his friend’s eyes with renewed understanding and appreciation for all that life had brought them since they’d parted ways so many years ago victories celebrated, losses endured all part of a tapestry woven tightly between them like never before.

As Jake and his colleague Bryant were in the living room, Michelle, Bryant’s spouse, heard a noise and decided to investigate the source. As she entered the living room, she discovered that it was Jake who was in the company of her husband. Jake turned around to greet Michelle. Her hair was tied up in an intricate bun and her face beamed with joy at the sight of Jake. 

“Welcome home,” she said, making her way into the living room to give Jake a warm embrace. “When did you get here?” She asked as she pulled away from their hug, studying his face with palpable curiosity. 

Jake smiled sheepishly. “Just yesterday,” he answered truthfully and felt himself relax under her gaze. Then, turning to glance back at Bryant, he noticed the relief that seemed to wash over his friend’s face it was clear that he hadn’t told his wife about their reunion until now.

Bryant’s wife gave them both a knowing smile before taking one last look around the living room before stepping towards the doorways of her bedroom. “I’ll leave you two alone,” she said sweetly, before disappearing from view behind closed doors without another word spoken between them all.

Bryant inquired if Jake was currently on vacation, to which Jake replied that he was not. He disclosed that he had been expelled from the army three days prior and had just returned home from Aruba, where he and his team were conducting a covert operation. Unfortunately, upon the arrival of his superior officer, Jake was swiftly discharged and had to hastily depart from Aruba. He arrived back home yesterday evening.

“I’m so sorry to hear that,” said Bryant with empathy. “I know how much you enjoyed wearing that uniform and all the hard work it took to get you placed in the army.”

Jake took a deep breath before responding. “Yeah,” he said with a sigh. “I think because I reacted too strongly on this justice issue you know, I wanted something bigger than what I’d been given, they decided to expel me.” He paused for a moment before continuing, his face betraying a hint of sadness as he looked down at the floor.

“But did you really disobey an order or is there something else going on?” asked Bryant inquisitively. 

Jake’s gaze drifted up towards the ceiling as if searching for answers within its depths before finally resting back upon his friend’s face. He sighed once more before answering slowly and deliberately, “I don’t know Bryant, all I do know is that whatever it is, it has cost me dearly.”

The conversation came to an abrupt end as both Jake and Bryant seemed to contemplate their own thoughts, neither knowing what fate had in store for Jake next.

Once these formalities were complete however, it was time for business, time for Jake to explain why he’d come to seek help from such an old friend. 

Jake took a deep breath before starting to tell Bryant of his plight how he wanted freedom from this arranged marriage which seemed so inevitable but how? With little knowledge himself beyond what he’d seen other friends do in similar predicaments, surely Bryant must have some form of guidance? 

As if clairvoyantly aware of this thought process going through Jake’s head, Bryant paused for thought before looking intently into Jake’s deep blue eyes and declared “I think I might just have an idea but first we need to talk more about your situation”.

Bryant inquired if he genuinely did not have any affection for Isabel, despite her captivating appearance. However, Jake affirmed that his sentiments toward her were non-existent. Jake proceeded to enlighten

Bryant about his expulsion from the Special Forces and how upon returning home, he was confronted with the shocking revelation that his family had already orchestrated a marriage for him. This news overwhelmed him to an unbearable extent, as he was already grappling with the pain of being discharged from the army. Bryant empathetically comprehended the tremendous emotional burden that Jake was carrying and assured him of their unwavering support in navigating through this challenging period together.

Bryant paused for a second and then looked off into the horizon thoughtfully for several moments before finally addressing Jake directly, “There may be a way out,” he began slowly with a slight grin tugging at one corner of his mouth “but I’m afraid you won’t like it.” His voice trailed off dramatically as he motioned for Jake to enter; clearly there was far more than met the eye.

And with that cliffhanger ending hanging in the air between them like thick smoke above burning embers in an open fire pit, both men simultaneously knew that it would only be through uncovering every detail surrounding this case that they could hope to successfully resolve it. 

“My plan is the only way out for your situation,” Bryant said with a twinkle in his eye. He knew this was going to be a difficult plan, but it could potentially be Jake’s salvation from an arranged marriage he didn’t want. “What if you find yourself a fake lover? Someone who pretends to love you enough that your parents will believe you really don’t want to marry the girl they’ve chosen for you.”

Jake looked back at him skeptically. This did seem like an impossible task - where would he ever find someone willing to pretend, they loved him and help him out of this situation? But as he thought about it more and more, he realized it was his only chance. He took a deep breath before giving Bryant a determined nod and saying, “Let’s do it then.”

Bryant smiled, knowing he’d made the right choice in suggesting such an outlandish plan to his friend.

They discussed the plan that had been set in motion, how to find a fake lover for Jake so he could escape his parents’ arranged marriage. It wasn’t easy coming up with a solution it seemed impossible to escape such a fate without a suitable alternative. But here they were, desperate yet determined, hoping against all odds that their clever scheme would succeed where others had failed.

After much contemplation, Jake agreed with Bryant’s solution and thanked him for his help. Jake said he needed some time alone to think it thoroughly through and figure out how exactly he’d manage to find that fake lover. After bidding each other farewell, Jake departed and left Bryant standing at his doorstep in deep contemplation of what lay ahead.

When bidding farewell to Bryant, an uneasy feeling filled Jake’s heart as he wondered if it could really be done. He thought of all the steps necessary from start to finish all the steps between now and when he would no longer need fear his parent’s arranged marriage plot but what would they be? He needed a plan but where should he begin? With heavy thoughts and a mind full of confusion, Jake turned away from his friend’s house with uncertainty in tow.

The sun was setting and Jake continued his journey, trudging home from his friend Bryant’s house. He had been enjoying a pleasant conversation, and the thought of heading home made him feel melancholic. 

But suddenly, out of nowhere, an old familiar figure appeared in his path Mr. Christmas, an acquaintance of his parents whom Jake knew since childhood.

The two exchanged pleasantries as they both stopped to talk for a moment. With a happy heart, Mr. Christmas observed Jake and commented on how he had grown into a fine young man over the years. He then expressed surprise at hearing that Jake was getting married however, Jake quickly clarified to him that it was not something he wanted but rather something set up by his parents. 

Mr. Christmas smiled gently at this revelation and offered some wise words, “Although you may not be fond of arranged marriage,” he said with warmth in his voice, “it is important to remember that your parents are deserving of your love and respect regardless. Put aside any anger or resentment you may have about this situation thing will work out in due time.” 

Jake nodded slowly in agreement before saying goodbye to Mr. Christmas. As he continued homewards with these wise words echoing in his mind, one can only speculate what kind of thoughts and feelings were stirring within him.

The rain was pounding down on the cobblestones of the street, as Jake trudged his way home. He had been out all day, frantically searching for any sign of a woman who would help him with his plan, a plan that he had formulated in accordance with the advice of his friend Bryant. As he walked, Jake’s mind raced with thoughts about loyalty and love, and what it truly meant to be devoted to one’s family. 

The words of Mr. Christmas kept ringing in his ears, “Be loyal and love your parents, no matter how difficult the situation may be”. Jake knew that he could not be angry at his father for arranging this marriage after all, it was done out of love and devotion for both himself and his future wife. Yet still, there remained an element of doubt in Jake’s mind how could he convince his father that he had already found someone? 

The sun beamed down on Jake as he walked towards the coffee shop, still lost in thought about how to convince his father. As he opened the door of the cafe, his eyes fell upon April, a girl from his school days with whom he had shared many memories. She was accompanied by her daughter, and when their eyes met, it was clear that she recognized him instantly. 

“Oh, Jake!” she exclaimed with joyous surprise and hugged him warmly. 

“When did you come back?” 

Jake laughed softly at her pleasant surprise. “Just recently,” he replied with a smile on his lips. 

April looked different than before; more beautiful and contented than ever before. A little part of Jake wished that things were different between them; if only he had accepted her affections during school instead of pushing her away like so many other things in his life. But those thoughts quickly dissipated as they sat together and talked about all the events which had transpired during their time apart.

The gentle summer breeze wafted through the air, carrying with it the heady aroma of freshly brewed coffee from the cafe. April was waiting for her order when Jake sat down opposite her.

He quickly spotted the little girl on April’s lap and asked curiously, “What’s your name?” The child smiled and replied brightly, “My name is Vivian!” Jake couldn’t help but give an admiring glance at April as he said, “Your kid is so cute”. She simply nodded in reply and gave him a warm smile of appreciation. 

April began to speak after this brief exchange, her voice soft yet expressive. She revealed that she had been living in town since graduating high school never once leaving its limits and now married with one child.

The sun streamed through the window of the cafe, casting a pale hue upon two individuals who had just met that morning, they exuded warmth that could not be ignored. 

April glanced at her watch as she nervously awaited Jake’s response to her question; she asked Jake what he had been up to?

“I’ve just come from work yesterday,” he began, lips curling into a slight smile as he spoke. His voice seemed to caress April’s ears; it was melodic and inviting.

Jake continued speaking, his words weaving together an alluring tale of his travels. “I was working in Aruba and I have only come back to see my father,” Jake said as April found herself mesmerized by the narrative, captivated by its beauty and mystery. 

The sun shone brightly through the cafe window, streaming its light onto a scene that Jake could hardly believe it was real. It had been so long since he’d last seen April, yet here she was in his presence as beautiful and stunning as ever. She had grown from the awkward young girl he remembered into a dazzling woman with an air of poise and grace that befitted her current station in life.

But it was not only her beauty that struck Jake to the core; it was the sight of her daughter, a little girl with locks of golden hair cascading downs her back standing proudly by April’s side. The notion of marriage and family seemed so far away when they were younger, but now here they were, two people connected by love and responsibility, both to each other as well as their child.

Jake took all this in while hiding behind his cup of coffee. He looked up at April through the steam rising from his mug, feeling confused yet still somehow connected to her despite all these years past. It was a strange feeling he couldn’t quite explain but one thing he knew for certain things between them had changed forever and there was no going back. 

He drained the remainder of his drink before getting up to leave, anxious to return home.

Just then April’s coffee arrived, effectively interrupting their conversation. As Jake got up from the table with cup in hand, April looked on with admiration in her eyes. “It was nice meeting you Jake,” she said softly. “Hope to see you soon.” She offered him a warm smile before adding, “Greet your mom for me.”With those parting words, April watched as Jake walked away.

It was then that Jake remembered something else which Bryant had said something about finding a false lover who could deceive
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