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Dedication
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To every woman who has ever stayed silent in her pain,

who has loved deeply and questioned her worth,

who has held on when letting go felt like failure—

this is for you.

To my beautiful children—

you are my reason, my light, and my legacy.

Everything I do, I do with you in mind.

And to God—

thank You for never leaving me in the dark,

for turning my pain into purpose,

and for being the Author of my story.
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Introduction
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“I’m not who I was, I’m not fully who I’ll become, but I’m here and that’s enough.”

We all want to be loved — truly, deeply, and without conditions. But sometimes, love gets tangled up in expectations, pain, and the messy realities of life. Sometimes, what feels like connection is actually forced — a fragile bond held together by fear, obligation, or loneliness rather than genuine understanding and healing.

The Forced Connection is the story of Kyla and Jeremy — two people bound by love, children, and history, yet separated by wounds both seen and unseen. Their journey isn’t perfect. It’s raw. It’s complicated. It’s filled with moments of hope and heartbreak, faith and doubt.

This book isn’t just about their story. It’s about the silent struggles many faces when caught between holding on and letting go. It’s about learning to trust God’s timing, finding strength in vulnerability, and discovering that healing is a process — sometimes slow, sometimes painful, but always worth it.

Whether you are navigating your own forced connections — with a partner, family, friends, or even yourself — I hope Kyla and Jeremy’s story reminds you that you are not alone. There is grace for the journey, and God’s love is bigger than any brokenness.

Welcome to a story still being written.
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Chapter 1: Bound by Circumstance
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The clock on the wall ticked softly, its rhythmic sound blending with the faint hum of the dishwasher. The house was quiet now, save for the occasional creak of the old floors. Kyla sat at the dining table, her journal open before her, pen poised but unmoving. The words were there, swirling in her mind, but the weight of her unspoken feelings held them hostage.

It had been almost five years since she and Jeremy decided to call it quits. The decision wasn’t clean or easy. Instead, it was like pulling apart two tightly bound vines, leaving jagged edges and broken stems behind. Yet, here they were, still sharing the same roof, bound by circumstances neither had planned for nor fully accepted.

From the living room, she heard the faint sound of Josh’s video game. Her oldest had just turned nine and was growing up faster than she was ready for. Jayaa, her three-year-old, had been tucked in hours ago after insisting on one last story, and little Jarod, just two, had fallen asleep clutching his favorite toy truck.

Her children were the light in her life; the reason she pressed forward despite the heaviness she carried.

Behind her, the front door opened, and Jeremy’s footsteps echoed in the entryway. Kyla tensed instinctively, her pen scratching a stray line across the page. She closed the journal quickly and turned toward the sound.

Jeremy stepped into the kitchen, his expression neutral but tired. His work boots thudded against the floor as he dropped his keys onto the counter. The scent of diesel fuel and the faint tang of sweat clung to him—a familiar part of his truck-driving lifestyle.

“Kids asleep?” he asked, his voice low and rough.

“Yes,” Kyla replied curtly, her tone sharp enough to cut through the space between them.

Jeremy nodded and grabbed a glass from the cabinet, filling it with water. He leaned against the counter, his gaze drifting toward the hallway where the kids’ rooms were.

“They good today?”

“They’re always good,” Kyla replied, folding her arms.

“Josh still practicing basketball?”

“Yes. And he’s getting better. Maybe you’d notice if you weren’t always hanging with your friends or glued to that game of yours,” she added, unable to stop the words from spilling out.

Jeremy sighed heavily, setting the glass down with a soft clink. “Kyla, I’m not trying to fight with you.”

“Good. Because I’m tired of fighting, Jeremy. I’ve been tired.”

Her words hung in the air like a heavy fog, suffocating and unavoidable. Jeremy rubbed the back of his neck, looking away.

“Look,” he said after a long pause. “I’m doing my best here. I don’t know what else you want from me.”

Kyla stared at him for a moment before shaking her head. “Your best? Jeremy, your best is what’s keeping us stuck in this miserable cycle. I can’t do this anymore.”

Jeremy froze, her words hitting him like a punch to the gut.

“What are you saying?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

“I’m saying I’m done putting everyone else first. I’m saying I’m choosing me this time. Because if I don’t, I’m not sure what will be left of me.”

Kyla turned away, her heart pounding as she left Jeremy standing in the kitchen, the weight of her words crashing down around them both.
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Chapter 2: Jeremy’s Crossroads
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The slam of Kyla’s bedroom door echoed through the house, leaving Jeremy standing in the dimly lit kitchen with a glass of water in his hand and her words ringing in his ears.

“I’m choosing me this time. Because if I don’t, I’m not sure what will be left of me.”

Jeremy set the glass down on the counter and rubbed his face with both hands. He was exhausted from a long day of driving, but Kyla’s words carried more weight than the miles he had logged on the road. He leaned against the counter, staring at the fridge door cluttered with the kids’ drawings and school schedules.

He had heard her frustration before, sure. There had been arguments and tense silences over the years. But this time felt different. Her tone wasn’t just angry—it was final.

Jeremy pushed off the counter and wandered into the living room. The basketball game he’d left on earlier was still playing, but he could not focus. His bros had invited him out for an evening of hoops earlier, but something in him had told him to come home instead. Now he was glad he had—though it didn’t feel like it mattered much.

He sank into the couch, his head dropping into his hands. He didn’t know what was worse: the thought of losing Kyla or the realization that he might already have.

It wasn’t supposed to be like this. Kyla had
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