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It’s Friday morning, the day after Finn proposed to me by the waterfall — the same waterfall we hiked to with our friends earlier in the trip. Back then, we were just two people getting to know each other better. Now we’re engaged. And even though there’s still so much to learn about each other, I know we’ll figure it out together, one day at a time.

People always say things like, “You’re too young to get married,” or “Enjoy life before settling down.”

But those people aren’t us.

They don’t know our story.

Their opinions don’t get a vote here.

Sunlight spills through the cabin windows, warm and soft, stretching across the bed where Finn and I are still tangled up under the sheets. We’re exhausted in the best way — the kind of tired that comes from a night you know you’ll remember forever. Last night felt like magic, like something we’ll talk about years from now with the same breathless smile.

I rolled over to check my phone on the nightstand.

10:00 a.m.

When I turn back, Finn is still asleep, his breathing slow and even. I’m surprised he didn’t wake up when I slipped out of his arms, but I tried to be careful. Seeing him shirtless beside me is still new — new enough to make me blush, but not enough to make me look away. I smile without meaning to.

Before I can get up, I hear a sleepy, muffled, “Good morning...”

Then his arm reaches out blindly, trying to pull me back into him. I laugh softly and let him, falling back into the warmth of his chest.

I close my eyes for another hour, drifting in and out of sleep, until I finally decide it’s time to get up.

I roll toward him and whisper, “It’s time to get up, sleepyhead.”

He groans. “What time is it?”

I checked my phone again.

“Eleven fifteen.”

He stretches, rubbing his eyes. “What did you want to do today?”

I blink. I hadn’t thought that far ahead. “That’s a good question... I’m not sure yet. But we’ll figure something out.”

He nods. “We can get something to eat and go from there.”

“That works for me.” I sit up and stretch. “Let me shower and get changed. I don’t want to go outside looking like I just rolled out of bed.”

He smiles at me — that soft, warm smile that always gets me.

“You’ll always look beautiful, no matter what.”

My cheeks heat instantly. “Okay, love. I’ll be out shortly.”

I slip into the bathroom and close the door behind me.

An hour later, we’re sitting at one of the resort’s onsite restaurants. The food is good — better than I expected — and the staff is friendly and attentive. I know working long shifts at a place like this can be exhausting, so I appreciate the effort they put in.

After breakfast, Finn and I spent the rest of the day exploring the mountains and the trails we didn’t get to see last time. Just the two of us this time. We take photos, laugh at the little things, and soak in the quiet beauty around us.

It feels like the beginning of something new — something ours.
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It’s our last day here in Yosemite, and the whole trip feels like a dream I’m still trying to process. An adventure on its own — but doing it with my fiancé makes everything feel different. Even saying that word still feels strange in my mouth. Fiancé. I didn’t think it would happen this soon, but Finn made it so special and so romantic on Thursday night that all I could do was stand there, gobsmacked in the best way.

This afternoon, Finn and I went biking on one of the trails. I haven’t ridden a bike since I was a kid — maybe ten years old — so I was a little nervous at first. Finn, of course, was a natural. He used to ride all the time with Jacob, Nicholas, and... well, the rest of the guys when they were younger.

We took small breaks to rest and hydrate, laughing at how out of shape I felt and how Finn pretended not to notice. By the time we finished, my legs were jelly, but it was worth it.

When we got back to the cabin, we freshened up and headed out again for dinner at one of the onsite restaurants. The hostess greeted us with a smile, grabbed two menus, and led us to a small table near the window. It wasn’t busy, so the place felt calm — warm lighting, soft chatter, the kind of atmosphere that makes you want to stay longer than you need to.

While we waited for the waiter, Finn looked at me and asked, “How are you feeling?”

I shrugged lightly. “Good. I'm a little tired after biking, but good. What about you?”

“I’m feeling good too,” he said. “It was great to go biking again after so long. And doing it with you... it was a nice change of pace.”

He reached across the table and took my hand. I squeezed his back, smiling.

A few minutes later, our waiter came by.

“You go first,” Finn said, nodding toward me.

“I’ll have Coke,” I said.

“Mountain Dew for me,” Finn added.

The waiter nodded. “Got it. Did you two get a chance to look over the menu?”

Finn and I exchanged a quick glance.

“We’re ready,” we said at the same time.

We ordered, and once the waiter walked away, Finn leaned back in his chair. I smirked at him.

“So... how do you feel now that you’re officially stuck with me?” I teased, winking.

He laughed softly. “I’m ecstatic to be stuck with you. I love you, and I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”

My heart warmed instantly. “That makes me happy. Knowing you feel that way. Knowing you want to marry me.”

I drifted off for a moment, imagining what our life would look like once we were officially married — living together, building a home, figuring out the little things.

“What are you thinking about?” He asked gently.

“I was wondering what it’ll be like once we’re married and living together.”

He smiled. “I’m not sure. But I know it’ll be great.”

He leaned over and gave me a quick kiss just as the waiter returned with our drinks and food. We thanked him and started eating, talking about everything and nothing at the same time.

Later that evening, we were back at the cabin, cuddled up on the couch with the TV playing quietly in the background. I rested my head on Finn’s shoulder.

“We need to start planning the wedding,” I said. “It’s going to be stressful — vendors, flowers, dresses, suits... everything. But I know we’ve got this. Especially with our parents helping.”

“It’ll be okay,” he said calmly. “It’s our first wedding. We’ll take it one thing at a time. No need to do everything all at once.”

“That’s true,” I admitted. “But... should we try to do it ourselves or hire a wedding planner?”

He took a moment to think. “That’s a good question. A planner might make things easier. But I’m not sure.”

“When we get back into town, we can figure out the details,” I said. “See what makes the most sense.”

“Sounds like a good plan.”

We kept talking — about telling our families the big news, about what we wanted the wedding to look like, about everything waiting for us back home.

Night came quickly. We packed most of our things into our duffel bags, leaving out only what we needed for the long drive home. The cabin wasn’t messy, but I still wanted to tidy up a bit — make things easier for the housekeeper, so they wouldn’t have much to worry about.

After cleaning up, we brushed our teeth, turned off the lights, and crawled into bed.

Our last night here.

Our first night as an engaged couple.

And somehow, it felt like the beginning of everything.
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