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Prologue:

The river had always been a silent observer of secrets, a keeper of memories no one could ever truly forget. Nestled in the heart of a remote village, far from the bustling noise of the world, the river’s winding path was the perfect place for two souls to meet, unseen by the eyes that would condemn them. It was where love was first whispered between Lucian and Autumn, amidst the gentle murmur of flowing water, under the shadows of the ancient trees that lined the riverbanks. They had never planned it. Their love had blossomed there, like wildflowers growing in the most unlikely of places—untamed and pure.

To them, the river was more than just water—it was freedom. Freedom from the chains of their worlds. Autumn, the daughter of one of the richest families in the village, had lived a life surrounded by gold, fine clothes, and expectations. She was taught to follow the path laid out for her—to marry well, to live the life of a perfect woman in society's eyes. But none of that mattered when she was with Lucian. His presence was a breath of fresh air in a world that suffocated her with its rules. He was different—born into poverty, with a heart as wild as the river itself, and a soul that had never been bound by the expectations of others.

They had met first in the village chapel, their eyes meeting across the room, the first spark of something that neither of them could ignore. But it was the river that had called them back. It was where they could speak freely, without fear of judgment or the watchful eyes of their families. Beneath the clear sky, away from the judging glances of those who believed their love could never be, they were free. But freedom, like the river, was fleeting.

As the seasons passed, so did their secret meetings. The river became their haven—the place where they could laugh, dream, and love without the weight of the world on their shoulders. They spoke of a future together, one where nothing could tear them apart, one where the river would be their witness, their eternal bond. Every meeting felt like a stolen moment, yet those moments were the ones that held them together. They were each other's escape.

But not everyone in the village was as blind to their love as they had hoped. Word spread like wildfire, and soon, the whispers reached the ears of Autumn’s parents. Disapproval came swiftly, and with it, the harsh realities of their worlds crashing down around them. For the daughter of such a wealthy family to fall in love with someone from the village's poorest family was a scandal that could never be forgiven. Her parents—particularly her brother, a ruthless and dangerous man—had made it clear: this relationship would never be allowed to survive.

Autumn’s heart shattered when she was locked in her room, her once free spirit now confined within the cold, stone walls of the mansion. Her brother’s threats echoed in her ears, and her parents’ anger clouded her every thought. She was isolated from everything she knew, her only connection to the outside world the memories of the river and the boy who had stolen her heart. Her world became a prison, a gilded cage with no escape. The windows no longer offered her freedom; they only showed the vast distance between her and the one person who could make her feel alive.

Lucian, too, had been torn from her. His love was fierce, but it was no match for the power of Autumn’s family. Her brother had made it clear—he would do whatever it took to destroy their love, even offering Lucian money to walk away. But Lucian, bound by his own pride and love, refused to leave her. He fought, but the battle was one they could never win.

Autumn's world was shrinking, her heart breaking with each passing day. She would lie awake at night, staring at the ceiling, imagining the river—the sound of the water rushing by, the feel of the cool breeze on her skin, and the touch of Lucian’s hand in hers. It was the only place where she felt whole. But those days were over. The river was now a distant dream, a memory of a love that seemed too impossible to be true.

Then came the day when she could no longer bear the weight of her imprisonment. She had heard the whispers of her brother’s threats, seen the fear in her parents’ eyes, and felt the walls closing in around her. She was no longer just a daughter of a rich family, no longer the girl they wanted her to be. She was a woman torn between two worlds—one that would never accept her love, and another that was too dangerous to ever embrace.

And so, she ran. She ran to the place that had always been hers—the river.

The moment she stood at the river’s edge, she felt the pull of the current, the call of the waters that had once embraced her with love. It was here that she had found freedom, here where she had felt truly alive. The river held all her memories—of laughter, of stolen kisses, of dreams of a future that would never be. But now, the river seemed to hold only one thing—an escape.

Lucian, too, had found his way to the river. He had searched for her in the darkness, driven by the same pull that had always guided him to her. They had both lost everything. Their families, their future, their love—it had all been taken from them. And now, all that remained was the river, the only place where their love could finally be free. But freedom came at a price.

And as they stood on the edge, the river whispered its secret to them—a secret that only the water could understand. A love so pure, yet so impossible. A love that could never survive in the world they were born into.

And so, in the silence of the night, they both jumped—into the waters, into the unknown, into the last act of defiance against a world that had never understood them.

The river would remember them. But would the world ever understand?
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Chapter 1: The Cage of Gold
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The mansion loomed like a fortress in the heart of the estate, its tall, looming walls reflecting the harsh light of the afternoon sun. Autumn Everleigh stood in front of the grand window of her room, staring out at the manicured gardens below, her gaze distant. The air smelled of freshly cut grass, and the distant hum of the village sounded like an echo from another life—a life she no longer recognized.

Her room, once a place of solace, now felt suffocating. The thick velvet curtains, which were drawn to block out the sun, seemed to close her in. The luxury of her surroundings only served to highlight her isolation. The gold-framed mirrors, the delicate lace drapes, and the fine furniture all mocked her—reminders of a life she had never chosen. The life that was thrust upon her, a life that now felt more like a prison than a privilege.

Autumn had been confined to this room for weeks, the walls closing in around her like a tomb. Her parents, especially her brother, Darren, had made it clear that her actions were unacceptable. The simple joy of love, of living outside the boundaries of their world, was not something she could afford. She was to be a perfect daughter—a model of grace, refinement, and obedience.

But none of that mattered now. Because Lucian was gone. And with him, the only piece of herself that had ever felt real.

Lucian. The name echoed in her mind like a forbidden song. She closed her eyes, and for a fleeting moment, she could still see him—his dark, intense eyes, the way his lips would curve into that half-smile that made her heart skip a beat. She could almost hear his voice, the soft way he would speak her name, as if it was the only word he had ever known.

But that was before. Before her parents had found out. Before her brother’s threats had become real. Before the walls of this grand mansion had become her prison.

She had been locked away like some rare, fragile thing, her every move watched, her every word weighed carefully. It was as if the world had decided that love—true love—had no place in her life. Not with him. Not with a man from the village, someone of lesser birth, with no title, no wealth, no future to offer.

And yet, that was the very thing that had drawn her to him in the first place. He had been different. He had been real.

Her fingers traced the edge of the windowsill as she thought about their last meeting, their last stolen moment by the river. The memory felt like a dream now, something she had imagined but could never touch. They had sat there, side by side, watching the sunset paint the sky in shades of pink and orange, the river's gentle current mimicking the rhythm of their hearts.

“One day,” Lucian had said, his hand brushing against hers, “we’ll escape. We’ll find a place where no one can tear us apart.”

But that was before her world had crumbled, before the harsh reality of her family’s control had broken the fragile bubble they had created. She had believed, even for a moment, that they could run away together. That they could leave everything behind and find a life that was theirs to live.

But now, the river seemed so far away. Her escape was nothing more than a faint memory—an illusion that she could never touch.

Footsteps approached her door, and Autumn quickly turned, her breath catching in her throat. She knew who it was without having to hear the knock. It was always him—the one person who had made her life a living hell.

“Autumn,” came Darren’s cold voice, the handle of the door turning sharply, “You’re not getting out of this room. You don’t deserve to.”

She froze, her heart pounding in her chest. She had learned long ago that trying to resist was futile. He was stronger than her, and in this house, he had the power. He always did.

The door creaked open, and her brother stood in the threshold, his face a mask of anger and control. His eyes, dark and unyielding, met hers with a coldness that sent a shiver down her spine. He stepped into the room without waiting for an invitation, his presence filling the space like a storm ready to break.

“Your behaviour has embarrassed the family enough,” Darren continued, his tone filled with venom. “I won’t allow you to disgrace us any longer. You will forget him. You will move on. You have no choice. Understand?”

Autumn swallowed hard, trying to steady her breath, but the words that had once been so easy to say felt like they were trapped inside her. She wanted to scream. She wanted to fight back, to tell him that she couldn’t just forget. That she couldn’t forget the way Lucian had made her feel—alive, free, loved. But the words wouldn’t come.

Instead, she nodded, her eyes not meeting his, knowing that any defiance would only make things worse.

Darren’s lips curled into a cruel smile. “Good. Because if you don’t, there will be consequences. I’ve already arranged for a marriage contract, one that will save you from yourself.”

Her heart sank. She had known this was coming. Her parents had already been discussing her future—her arranged marriage to a man of their choosing, a man who would keep the family’s reputation intact. And Autumn had no say in the matter.

“I’ll have no more of this nonsense, Autumn. You’re going to stop seeing him, or I’ll make sure you never see anyone again,” he threatened, his words dripping with malice.

The door slammed shut behind him, and Autumn was left standing in the silence of her room, her chest tight with pain. Her thoughts were a whirlwind. She had once believed that love could conquer all, that they could overcome the barriers placed before them. But now, everything seemed hopeless.

But then, a thought crossed her mind, and for a moment, she could almost hear Lucian’s voice, his quiet reassurance. “We’ll escape.”

The river called to her again, as it always had. She could still feel the pull, the longing for the freedom they had shared. She pressed her hand to her chest, her heart heavy with the weight of what was lost. But one thing was certain—she would not let her brother, or anyone else, take away her love for Lucian. No matter what it took.
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Chapter 2: A Mother's Embrace
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The mansion felt even colder now. The marble floors, the grand staircase, the ornate portraits hanging on the walls—everything seemed distant, foreign, as if the house had become a stranger to Autumn. She wandered through the halls, her heart heavy with the weight of her family's disapproval and the oppressive silence that followed her every step.

She found herself walking toward her mother’s room. Elena Everleigh, though an elegant and refined figure, had always seemed more distant than she would have liked. The distance between them felt even greater now, as if the barriers between them had become insurmountable in the wake of her brother’s anger and her parents' control.

Autumn's steps faltered as she stood before the door, the sobs still echoing in her chest. She didn’t know what to expect when she entered the room, but a part of her hoped, just for a moment, that her mother would offer her the comfort she desperately needed. She wasn’t sure she could hold herself together for much longer.

She knocked gently, the sound of the hollow wood reverberating through the room. A soft, “Come in,” followed.

As Autumn opened the door, her mother was sitting by the window, the soft glow of the setting sun casting a warm, golden light on her delicate features. Elena’s posture was poised as always, but her eyes softened when she saw the look on her daughter’s face. She set aside the book she had been reading and stood slowly.

"Autumn, darling, what’s happened?" Elena’s voice was calm, but there was concern etched across her face.

“I can’t—” Autumn’s words faltered as the lump in her throat tightened. She didn’t know how to explain the feeling of being trapped, of her world crashing down around her. The tears welled up in her eyes once more, and before she could stop herself, the floodgates opened.

Autumn collapsed into her mother's arms, her sobs wracking her body. The tears felt like they would never stop as she buried her face in the folds of Elena’s soft gown. Her mother’s warmth wrapped around her like a shield, but it didn’t bring the comfort she longed for. Instead, it amplified the emptiness she felt inside.

Elena’s hand gently stroked her hair, her fingers moving with tenderness, as though she were trying to soothe away the pain. "Oh, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice filled with quiet sorrow. "I know it’s hard. I know you’re confused, hurt... but this is the way things have to be. You must understand, your father and I only want what’s best for you. We’ve built this life for you with care, with every intention of securing your future."

“But it’s not my future,” Autumn whispered, the words barely audible. “It’s a future you’ve chosen for me. I don’t want to live a life where I’m told who to love, who to marry.”

Her mother’s gentle hand paused. For a long moment, there was silence between them, the weight of Autumn's words hanging in the air. Elena’s eyes filled with a mix of sorrow and understanding, but there was something else too—an unspoken resignation.

“I understand more than you think, Autumn,” Elena said softly, her voice thick with emotion. “But your brother... your father... they will never understand. The world we live in is different. You cannot be with him. I know you believe in this love, but you must listen to me. Lucian—he’s not the right man for you. He may seem like everything you want now, but this path... it will only lead to heartbreak.”

Autumn shook her head, pulling back slightly to look at her mother’s face, her tear-streaked features reflecting her pain. “You don’t understand, Mother. Lucian is different. He sees me. Not as the perfect daughter, not as the wealthy heiress, but as me. I love him, and he loves me. What’s wrong with that?”

Elena’s eyes faltered, her gaze slipping away from her daughter’s. She stood up and walked toward the window, her back turned, as if she were gathering the strength to speak.

“It’s not that simple,” Elena said, her voice strained. “I wish it were. But the world doesn’t work that way. We live in a world where your name, your lineage, your position means everything. And Lucian...” She paused, her words trailing off as though she were struggling to find the right way to say it. “Lucian isn’t someone who can offer you the life you deserve.”

Autumn's heart ached, her chest tightening. Her mother's words stung, but it wasn’t the truth she was seeking. She wanted her mother to understand, to support her. She wanted her to see that love wasn’t about money, status, or family. It was about connection. It was about them—her and Lucian.

But the silence that followed only deepened the divide between them. Autumn could feel her mother’s distance growing, the walls she had tried to break through only becoming higher.

“Please, Mother,” she whispered, her voice breaking, “Can’t you see? I’m drowning here. And the only thing that feels real, the only thing that makes me feel alive, is him.”

Elena turned slowly, her face softer now, but her eyes still filled with that same resigned sadness. She walked back to Autumn, her hands gentle on her daughter’s shoulders.

“I know you feel that way, darling,” Elena murmured. “But you’re young. This is just a phase. You’ll see. In time, this will pass. You’ll learn to let go of him. We’ll help you.”

Autumn wanted to scream, to argue, to beg her mother to see things from her side. But instead, she just nodded, her tears flowing again, a silent surrender to the life that was being forced upon her.

Elena pulled her into another hug, holding her tightly as though to shield her from the world outside. But in her heart, Autumn knew the truth: no matter how tightly her mother held her, no one could protect her from the choices that had already been made for her.

Not even love.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3: The Chapel of Beginnings
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The golden light of the morning sun filtered through the grand windows of the mansion, casting long, slanted beams onto the polished wooden floors. Autumn had always loved the mornings here. They were peaceful, serene, as though the mansion itself held its breath, waiting for the day to unfold. But today, there was no peace within her. Her mind kept drifting back to the memories she couldn’t escape—memories that felt both like a dream and a reality she could never truly have.

She stood by the window in her room, her fingers tracing the cool glass as her eyes stared into the vast landscape outside, but her thoughts were far away, lost in the past. It was strange how vividly she could remember that day, the day she had first met Lucian. It was a day that had altered the course of her life, setting her on a path of longing and heartbreak, a path she didn’t know how to leave.

Autumn had always found solace in the chapel near the outskirts of the village. It was a place untouched by time, where she could escape the noise of her family’s world. The chapel was a sanctuary for her, a place where she could be alone with her thoughts, with her hopes and dreams that no one else seemed to understand.

On that fateful day, the air had been unusually crisp, the scent of rain lingering in the air from the previous night. Autumn had arrived at the chapel early in the morning, as she often did, the peaceful solitude calling to her. The high wooden doors of the chapel creaked open as she stepped inside, the cool silence greeting her like an old friend. The beams of sunlight fell softly upon the pews, making the ancient stone walls glow with a quiet majesty.

She had walked down the aisle, taking her usual seat by the side window. The sound of her footsteps echoed, almost like an intrusion in the quiet sanctity of the space. But that day was different.

She wasn’t alone.

As she settled into the pew, her eyes drifted across the room, and that’s when she saw him—sitting in the far corner, his face partially hidden by the shadows. Lucian.

At first, she thought she was imagining it. The chapel was such a sacred place for her, and she couldn’t understand why someone like him would be here. His presence felt like an intrusion, and yet, there was something about it that drew her in. He was sitting with a quiet intensity, his dark hair falling in messy waves around his face, his deep-set eyes focused on something she couldn’t see.

She could feel the pull of his gaze even from across the room. It was as though the space between them no longer existed, and the world had shrunk to just the two of them.

For a long moment, she stood frozen, unsure of what to do. She had come to the chapel for peace, for an escape, but now she found herself drawn to this stranger in a way she couldn’t explain. There was something about the way he sat there, so still, so contemplative, as though he carried the weight of the world on his shoulders, yet remained unfazed by it.

Eventually, she gathered the courage to approach him, her steps hesitant but purposeful. When she reached the pew where he sat, Lucian looked up at her, his eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that took her breath away.

It was as if time itself had stopped, and the entire world had faded away, leaving only the two of them.

“Are you lost?” Autumn had asked, her voice soft but curious. It wasn’t like her to speak to strangers, but something about him made her want to reach out, to understand the mystery behind his presence here.
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