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📖 Introduction – Book 3

They say love is the easy part.

That once you find the right person, everything else falls into place.

They’re wrong.

Because love isn’t what breaks you.

It’s everything around it.

The expectations.

The pressure.

The life you have to build together once the chaos settles.

Six months ago, I said yes.

Not just to a ring.

Not just to a moment.

But to him.

To all of him.

The complicated parts.

The parts that scared me.

The parts I didn’t fully understand.

And I meant it.

I still do.

But no one tells you what happens after the yes.

They don’t tell you about the quiet moments that feel heavier than the loud ones.

The decisions that matter more than the feelings.

The way love shifts—

from something you fall into…

to something you have to choose.

Every single day.

Because loving someone forever isn’t about big moments.

It’s about the small ones.

The ones where you stay.

The ones where you forgive.

The ones where you fight for each other—

even when it would be easier not to.

We’ve already survived the impossible.

The secrets.

The distance.

The almost losing everything.

But this—

This is different.

Because now we’re not fighting to be together.

We’re fighting to stay together.

And that’s a different kind of risk.

A different kind of fear.

Because forever isn’t a promise.

It’s a choice.

And this time—

We don’t get to walk away.

This is what happens after the yes.

This is what happens when love is tested one last time.

This is what happens when forever becomes real.
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📖 Chapter 1

The ring still feels new.

Even after weeks.

I catch myself staring at it more than I should.

Turning my hand slightly in the light.

Like I need to remind myself it’s real.

Because it is.

I said yes.

To him.

To us.

To everything that comes with it.

“You’re doing it again.”

I glance up.

Alex is leaning against the kitchen counter, watching me with that familiar look—half amused, half something softer.

“What?”

“Staring at it.”

I smile faintly. “Can you blame me?”

“No,” he says quietly. “I can’t.”

There’s something in his voice.

Subtle.

But I catch it.

“What?” I ask.

“Nothing.”

I narrow my eyes slightly. “You’re not allowed to say that anymore. We’ve moved past ‘nothing.’”

He huffs a quiet laugh.

“Fair.”

Silence settles.

But not uncomfortable.

Just… present.

“I spoke to the planner this morning,” he says after a moment.

There it is.

The shift.

My chest tightens slightly.

“Already?”

“You said you didn’t want to drag this out.”

“I didn’t think you meant immediately.”

“I don’t do things halfway.”

I smile faintly. “Yeah, I’ve noticed.”

He steps closer.

Resting his hand lightly on my waist.

Natural.

Easy.

“We can slow it down if you want,” he adds.

I shake my head quickly. “No. I’m just… getting used to it.”

“To what?”

Everything.

“This,” I gesture between us. “Being engaged. Planning a wedding. It’s a lot.”

“It is,” he agrees.

Silence.

But this time—

he doesn’t fill it.

“You okay?” he asks.

“I should be asking you that.”

His brow furrows slightly. “Why?”

“Because every time we talk about this, you go a little… quiet.”

That lands.

“I’m not quiet.”

“You are.”

He exhales slowly.

And just like that—

I see it.

That shift.

“I just want it to be right,” he says.

“It doesn’t have to be perfect.”

“It does for me.”

My chest tightens.

Because that—

That sounds like pressure.

“Why?” I ask softly.

He hesitates.

“Because I don’t get a second chance at this.”

The words hit harder than they should.

“You’re not going to lose me,” I say.

“I know.”

“Then stop acting like everything has to be flawless.”

He looks at me.

Really looks.

“It’s not about flawless,” he says.

“It’s about making sure nothing touches this.”

There it is.

That instinct again.

To control.

To protect.

To carry everything alone.

“You can’t control everything, Alex.”

“I can control enough.”

“That’s not the same thing.”

Silence.

“I don’t want this to turn into something stressful,” I add.

“It won’t.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I’ll make sure of it.”

I smile faintly.

But it doesn’t quite reach.

“That’s what I mean,” I say.

His expression shifts slightly.

“You’re already trying to carry all of it.”

“I’m not—”

“You are,” I cut in gently.

“You’re trying to make everything perfect so nothing goes wrong.”

He doesn’t deny it.

“And what if something does?” I ask.

“It won’t.”

“Alex.”

Another pause.

“What if it does?” I repeat.

He looks away.

Just for a second.

“I’ll handle it.”

My chest tightens again.

“You don’t have to handle everything alone,” I say.

“I’m not alone.”

“It feels like you are.”

That lands.

“I’m right here,” I add softly.

He looks back at me.

And for a moment—

I see it.

That hesitation.

That internal pull.

“I know,” he says.

But it doesn’t sound fully certain.

And that—

That’s what worries me.

Because this isn’t about us falling apart.

Not yet.

This is something else.

This is pressure.

Expectations.

The weight of building something permanent.

And as I stand there—

Looking at him.

At us.

At everything we’re about to step into—

I realize something.

Loving him was never the hard part.

Fighting for us wasn’t either.

But this?

Building a life together…

without breaking under it?

That might be the hardest thing we’ve faced yet.
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📖 Chapter 2

I didn’t think wedding planning would feel like this.

Not exciting.

Not magical.

Not even overwhelming in the way people describe.

Just… heavy.

The room is full.

Too full.

Voices overlap.

Opinions clash.

And somewhere in the middle of it all—

I’m sitting there, trying to figure out how something that’s supposed to be about us…

suddenly feels like it belongs to everyone else.

“We should keep it exclusive.”

One of Alex’s family members—his aunt, I think—leans forward slightly, her tone calm but firm.

“Close circle only. It reflects better.”

“Reflects better?” my brother mutters under his breath.

I nudge him lightly.

“Not helping.”

Alex stands beside me, one hand resting lightly at my back.

Grounding.

But even he feels… different.

More focused.

More alert.

Like he’s managing something instead of just being part of it.

“We’ll decide that,” he says smoothly.

Polite.

Controlled.

His aunt smiles, but it doesn’t quite reach her eyes.

“Of course. I’m just offering perspective.”

Perspective.

Right.

I glance around the table.

Every detail being discussed like it’s a business deal.

Guest lists. Venue options. Security.

Security?

“Why do we need security?” I ask suddenly.

The room stills.

Just slightly.

But enough.

Alex’s hand presses a little firmer against my back.

“Standard precaution,” he says.

“For a wedding?”

“Yes.”

Something about that—

it doesn’t sit right.

“This isn’t a corporate event,” I say.

“It’s not,” he agrees.

“Then why does it feel like one?”

Silence.

His aunt exchanges a look with someone across the table.

Subtle.

But I catch it.

“Because of who he is,” she says.

Just like that.

My chest tightens.

“I know who he is,” I reply.

“Do you?” she asks gently.

Not cruel.

Not sharp.

But something in it—

feels like a challenge.

“Enough,” Alex says, his tone firmer now.

The room quiets instantly.

And that—

that’s something I’m still getting used to.

The way people listen to him.

The way his voice shifts everything.

“We’re not turning this into something it’s not,” he adds.

His aunt leans back slightly.

Smiling again.

But this time—

it feels different.

“Of course not,” she says.

But the tension lingers.

And I feel it.

Because suddenly—

I’m not just planning a wedding.

I’m stepping into something bigger.

Something I still don’t fully understand.

Later—

it’s quieter.

Too quiet.

We’re alone now.

Back at his place.

The noise gone.

But the tension still there.

“That was a lot,” I say, slipping off my shoes.

Alex loosens his tie slightly, exhaling.

“Yeah.”

“That’s it?” I glance at him. “Just ‘yeah’?”

“What do you want me to say?”

“I don’t know. Something that doesn’t feel like we just sat through a board meeting.”

He huffs a quiet laugh.

But it doesn’t last.

“They’re just trying to help,” he says.

“It didn’t feel like help.”

“It was.”

“It felt like control.”

Silence.

“They’re used to things being a certain way,” he says.

“And what way is that?” I ask.

He hesitates.

“Structured.”

I shake my head slightly.

“That’s not the word I’d use.”

“What would you use?”

I meet his eyes.

“Controlled.”

That lands.

“I’m not letting them control anything,” he says.

“It didn’t look like that in there.”

His jaw tightens.

“You think I can’t handle my own family?”

“That’s not what I said.”

“It’s what you implied.”

Here we go.

“I’m saying it felt like I didn’t have a say in my own wedding,” I reply.

“You do.”

“Then why did it feel like that?”

Silence.

Because he doesn’t have an answer.

Or maybe—

he does.

“I’m trying to make this easier for you,” he says.

“There it is again.”

His expression shifts.

“What?”

“That thing you do,” I step closer.

“Where you take control of everything and call it helping.”

“I’m not taking control.”

“You are.”

“No, I’m managing it.”

“Same difference.”

His jaw tightens again.

“You’re overthinking this.”

“I’m not thinking enough,” I shoot back.

“Because clearly there’s more going on here than I understand.”

“That’s not true.”

“Then explain it.”

Silence.

That same wall.

“I don’t want you dealing with the parts of this that aren’t necessary,” he says.

My chest tightens.

“That’s not your decision.”

“I’m trying to protect—”

“No
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