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There is too much trust, loneliness and love among friends and certain things are not said, they remain the secrets.

"My Wedding Contract Too is a book that brings elements of drama, moral questioning, and social commentary. It invites readers to think critically about their own values and how they would respond to complex situations. 

Through the exploration of friendship, betrayal, legal complexities, and moral dilemmas, the story provides valuable insights into the human condition and the intricacies of relationships.
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A tangled web of deceit and unexpected revelations unfolds as Onica navigates through a maze of marriage certificate mix-ups, business turmoil, and personal crises after the sudden death of her husband, Peter.
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The morning sun filtered through the lace curtains of Onica’s modest apartment, casting a deceptive serenity over a life that was anything but calm. She sat at the edge of her bed, the weight of the legal document in her trembling hands. Her late husband’s name, Peter, stared back at her from the top of the page like a ghost demanding acknowledgment. The marriage certificate, once a symbol of love and security, now felt like a cruel joke—its legitimacy questioned, its implications tearing her world apart. The past few months had unraveled with a cruel intensity: Peter’s untimely death, the battle for his business empire, and now this—her very identity as his wife was being challenged.

The world outside moved on, blissfully unaware of the storm raging within her. But Onica knew she couldn’t let this mistake define her. The stakes were high—not just for her but for everyone connected to the company Peter had worked so hard to build. The whispers of doubt among employees, the probing questions from lawyers, and the relentless rumors in the media painted her as an opportunist rather than a grieving widow. Each accusation chipped away at her resolve.

Downstairs, the sound of clinking cups echoed as her best friend, Lizer, prepared coffee. She had insisted on staying over, knowing Onica wasn’t in the right frame of mind to be alone. Lizer was the only person Onica could trust, though even her unwavering support couldn’t shield her from the harsh realities that awaited.

At the heart of it all was a sinister question: Could it be true? Could this "mistake" in the paperwork be more than an error—a deliberate act orchestrated by those who wanted her out of the picture? As Onica gazed at the certificate, she felt the familiar sting of betrayal, and her thoughts drifted to Jersey, the woman who seemed to take pleasure in her misery. Jersey's smugness during the court hearings suggested she knew more than she let on.

But there was no time for self-pity. Onica was no stranger to adversity. She had clawed her way through life before meeting Peter, and she wasn’t about to let his legacy—and her future—be snatched away. She placed the document on the desk, determination replacing fear in her eyes. Whatever the truth behind the marriage certificate, she would uncover it.

My Wedding Contract Too isn’t just Onica’s fight against a legal technicality. It’s a labyrinth of deception, friendships tested to their limits, and the insidious lengths people go to secure their ambitions. In this tale of suspense and betrayal, love is questioned, trust is shattered, and the pursuit of justice comes at a cost.

The cemetery was cloaked in a somber stillness, the kind that seemed to draw the color from the world and weigh down the air. Rows of weathered tombstones stretched out in precise lines beneath a sky thick with gray clouds. A cold breeze rustled the nearby oaks, their bare branches clawing at the heavens. Among the gravestones, a lone figure stood, her presence striking in its solitude against the desolation.

Onica, her shoulders hunched beneath a simple black coat, clutched a bouquet of lilies—Peter’s favorite. Her face, pale and drawn, bore the unmistakable traces of sleepless nights and tears shed in anguished solitude. She stepped forward, her heels sinking slightly into the damp earth, to the freshly dug grave that had been the source of her sorrow for weeks.

Kneeling slowly, as though the weight of her grief might crush her entirely, Onica placed the flowers gently on the mound of soil that marked the end of the life she had built with Peter. Her trembling fingers brushed against the engraved stone, tracing the name that once brought her so much joy.

“Peter,” she murmured, her voice raw and fragile, carried away almost immediately by the cold wind. “I can’t believe you’re gone... I miss you so much.”

She swallowed hard, her breath visible in the crisp air, and leaned closer to the grave, her words barely more than a whisper. “We had so many dreams together. Remember? We were going to grow old, travel to Paris in the spring, buy that little beach house... all the things we used to talk about. You promised me forever, Peter.”

Her hand rested on the stone as though hoping to feel some trace of warmth, some reassurance that this was all a mistake. But the cold granite offered none. The finality of it loomed over her like a shadow, deepening the ache in her chest.

“It’s not fair,” Onica whispered, her voice breaking. “You didn’t deserve this. We didn’t deserve this.”

The distant caw of a crow broke the quiet, and for a moment, Onica’s tear-filled eyes lifted to the overcast sky. She closed them, inhaling deeply to steady herself, though the weight of grief pressed harder with each breath.

Kneeling there, alone in the cemetery, Onica knew she had reached a crossroads. The life she had envisioned with Peter was gone, buried beneath the soil along with him. Ahead lay uncertainty—battles she hadn’t anticipated, betrayals she couldn’t foresee.

But for now, in this moment, she allowed herself to grieve. To mourn the man who had been her partner, her love, her future. She wiped a tear from her cheek, whispering her last promise to him.

“I’ll make things right, Peter. Somehow, I’ll fix this. For us.”

The wind carried her words away as she rose slowly, her knees trembling under the strain. With one last glance at the grave, she turned and walked back to the car, her head held high, though her heart weighed heavier than ever before.

The wind whispered softly through the trees, stirring the brittle leaves that clung stubbornly to their branches. The quiet melody of a bird’s song echoed faintly in the distance, a stark contrast to the heaviness of the moment. Onica stood motionless at the graveside, her figure framed by the muted colors of the overcast sky and the solemn gray stones surrounding her.

Her voice quivered as she spoke, each word trembling under the weight of her grief. “I don’t know how to do this without you.

ONICA (sobbing) 

I don't know how to do this without you. I feel so lost.

The wind rustles the leaves of nearby trees, and the distant sound of a bird's chirping echoes through the cemetery. Onica takes a deep breath and composes herself.

ONICA (resolute) 

But I promise, Peter, I'll find a way to move forward. I'll make sure your memory lives on.

Onica stands, takes one last lingering look at the tombstone, and begins to walk away from the gravesite, her heart heavy with sorrow. 

Onica is sitting at a small wooden table, a cup of tea growing cold in front of her. She's going through a box of documents, seeking solace in her husband's memory.

Among the papers, she pulls out a sealed envelope with a certificate inside. Her fingers tremble as she carefully opens it. 

The quiet of the room was broken only by the rustle of paper as Onica carefully unfolded the certificate she had cherished for years. Her fingers trembled slightly as she smoothed the document, her eyes gliding over the words that should have been a testament to her love.

“Peter,” she whispered, her voice soft and reverent, as though speaking directly to the memory of her late husband. “This is the marriage certificate we signed on our wedding day. It should be a reminder of our love.”

Her gaze lingered on the elegant script, and for a moment, her expression softened with nostalgia. But as her eyes caught a detail she hadn’t noticed before, her body stiffened. Her breath hitched audibly in her throat.

“No...” she gasped, the word barely escaping her lips. Her heart began to race as her hand darted back to the paper, her fingers tracing the name printed where her own should have been.

Jersey.

“Jersey’s name?” she murmured, her voice shaking with disbelief. “No, this can’t be right... this can’t be!”

Her knees felt weak as she clutched the certificate tighter, as if gripping it would somehow force it to change. The walls of the room seemed to close in, and a sharp chill crept down her spine.

The camera zoomed in on the certificate, capturing the damning detail—"Jersey Collins" scrawled where "Onica Daniels" was supposed to be. The trembling of Onica’s fingers became more pronounced as she hovered over the name, unable to look away.

Her voice cracked as she stumbled backward, her mind spiraling into chaos. “How could this happen? How could Peter let this happen?”

The once-cherished document now felt like a betrayal in her hands.

Onica’s breath hitched as she stared at the document in her hands, the name glaring back at her like a taunt. Her fingers traced over the bold, official lettering that read: Jersey Collins.

Her voice came out trembling, barely above a whisper. “Jersey... why is your name here?”

The words tasted bitter on her tongue. Her grip on the paper tightened, her knuckles whitening. “This is our marriage certificate!” she said, her voice cracking, the weight of disbelief pressing down on her chest.

Her hands began to tremble, the paper quivering in her grip. She flipped through the pages, frantically scanning for an explanation—an amendment, a correction, something to explain this absurdity. But the error remained, sharp and unyielding.

“No,” she muttered, shaking her head as though the motion could shake loose the truth. Her vision blurred with unshed tears. “No, this has to be a mistake.”

She lowered the paper, her eyes drifting upward, unfocused as her thoughts raced. “Oh, Peter...” she murmured, her voice thick with emotion. “How could this happen? How could you let this happen?”

Her body sagged as though the weight of the revelation had drained the strength from her limbs. She slumped into the chair behind her, the document still clutched in her hands. The pages, once a treasured keepsake, now felt like a betrayal.

Tears welled in her eyes, spilling over as the enormity of the situation settled in her chest. Each drop felt heavier than the last, a mix of heartbreak, confusion, and anger she could scarcely contain.

The room was silent, save for the rustle of the paper as her hands trembled. She looked at the document again, desperate to understand. But there was no explanation—only the cruel finality of the name staring back at her.

Her voice cracked as she whispered, “This can’t be real. It just... can’t be.”

The discovery had shaken her to her core, leaving her grappling with a truth she wasn’t ready to face. Her world, already fragile, felt like it was crumbling beneath her.

The room was dimly lit, shadows dancing across the walls as the faint glow of a single lamp cast a warm, intimate light over the space. Peter sat on the edge of the couch, his elbows resting on his knees, his hands clasped tightly together. His expression was a storm of emotions—guilt, conflict, and something deeper, something darker that he couldn’t fully suppress.

The door creaked open, and Jersey stepped in. Her presence was magnetic, her movements deliberate. She was dressed in a way that left little to the imagination, her confidence radiating as she crossed the room. The soft click of her heels echoed, each step drawing her closer to him.

Peter looked up, his eyes meeting hers, and for a moment, the air between them felt heavy, charged with unspoken words and undeniable tension.

“Jersey...” he started, his voice low and strained. He exhaled sharply, looking away as if he couldn’t bear the sight of her. “This is wrong. I’m about to marry Onica.” His words hung in the air, a desperate attempt to remind himself of the lines he shouldn’t cross.

Jersey tilted her head, a faint smile playing on her lips as she moved closer. She knelt slightly, her hand resting on the arm of the couch, bringing her face level with his. “But don’t you want one last memory before you tie the knot?” she whispered, her voice soft, almost like a caress. Her eyes glimmered with a mix of mischief and determination. “Just between us.”

Peter’s jaw tightened as he clenched his fists, his resolve visibly wavering. His heart raced, each beat louder than the last as he wrestled with his conscience. He opened his mouth to protest, to say no, but the words never came. Instead, he remained frozen, trapped in the web Jersey was weaving.

Jersey leaned in closer, her presence overwhelming, intoxicating. “Peter,” she murmured, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “No one has to know. Just one last moment... one last secret.”

Peter closed his eyes, his breath unsteady. His thoughts were a whirlwind—Onica’s laugh, her trust, her dreams for their future. But then there was Jersey, here, now, igniting something he couldn’t name. He looked at her again, his expression softening as temptation began to override reason.

He hesitated, his lips trembling with words unspoken. And then, slowly, he reached out, his hand brushing against hers. Jersey’s smile deepened as she closed the gap between them, and in an instant, the line was crossed.

Their kiss was intense, fueled by a mix of forbidden desire and reckless abandon. The room seemed to close in around them, the dim light casting their shadows against the walls as they gave in to the moment.

But even as they succumbed, a flicker of doubt lingered in Peter’s eyes—an unspoken acknowledgment that this fleeting indulgence could unravel everything he held dear.

The wedding venue was alive with joy and celebration, a cascade of laughter and music filling the grand hall. Strings of fairy lights twinkled above the crowd, casting a soft golden glow on the dancing guests. The air was thick with the scent of fresh flowers—roses, lilies, and jasmine—and the clink of champagne glasses added a symphony of elegance to the evening.

Onica stood at the center of the room, resplendent in her flowing white gown, her face glowing with happiness. Beside her, Peter looked dashing in his tailored suit, his grin wide and boyish as he held Onica’s hand tightly. Their love was palpable, radiating like an aura that drew everyone closer to share in their joy.

Peter turned to Onica, his dark eyes shimmering with excitement. “Can you believe it?” he said, his voice carrying above the cheerful chaos. “We’re finally getting married, Onica.”

Onica looked up at him, her smile soft and full of emotion. “It’s a dream come true, Peter,” she replied, her voice trembling slightly with joy. “And having Jersey by our side makes it even more special.”

As if summoned by her name, Jersey approached the couple, her emerald-green bridesmaid dress catching the light as she moved. Her eyes glistened with unshed tears, and her lips quivered in a mix of happiness and sentiment. She clutched her bouquet close, the vibrant blooms a striking contrast against her dress.

“I’m so honored to be part of your special day,” Jersey said, her voice thick with emotion. She glanced between Peter and Onica, her gaze lingering on each of them. “You two deserve all the happiness in the world.”

Peter reached out and placed a hand on Jersey’s shoulder, his smile genuine and warm. “We wouldn’t have it any other way, Jersey. You’ve been there for us through everything.”

Onica nodded, her expression one of heartfelt gratitude. “We couldn’t have done this without you.”

The trio stood together, a moment of shared understanding passing between them, as though sealing a bond forged long before this day. Around them, the celebration carried on, oblivious to the quiet connection they shared.

Jersey’s eyes flickered briefly with an emotion she quickly masked, her smile growing brighter as she raised her glass. “To love, loyalty, and lifelong friendships,” she toasted.

“To forever,” Peter added, raising his own glass with a laugh.

Onica joined in, her voice steady and full of hope. “To forever.”

The glasses clinked, the sound ringing out like a promise in the midst of their perfect day, oblivious to the shadows that would later haunt their lives. For now, it was a day of unbridled joy, the first chapter of a story they couldn’t yet imagine.

The ceremony was an exquisite affair, a symphony of love and commitment woven together in the golden glow of the afternoon. The sun streamed through the tall arched windows of the chapel, casting ethereal light on the trio at the altar. Onica, Peter, and Jersey stood together, their bond radiating an intimacy that seemed unbreakable.

Onica's white dress shimmered as she turned to face Peter, her hands trembling slightly as she held his. Her eyes, glistening with unshed tears, locked onto his, and the room seemed to fade, leaving just the two of them in the moment.

“I promise to love and cherish you, Peter, for all the days of our lives,” Onica said, her voice steady yet brimming with emotion. Her words carried a weight that echoed through the chapel, touching the hearts of all who listened.

Peter squeezed her hands gently, a reassuring smile spreading across his face. Dressed in a crisp black suit, he looked every bit the picture of a groom deeply in love. “I promise to be your partner in every adventure, Onica,” he replied, his voice firm yet tender. “To share your joys, your sorrows, and everything in between.”

Jersey, standing just behind them, clutched her bouquet with a mixture of pride and sentiment. The soft emerald of her bridesmaid dress complemented the glow in her eyes. Stepping slightly forward, she addressed the couple with a sincerity that resonated deeply. “And I promise to stand by your side,” she said, her voice thick with emotion, “as your friend and supporter, through thick and thin.”

The audience of family and friends sat captivated, the air charged with the beauty of the moment. The vows were not merely words; they were declarations of a connection that had been built over years of laughter, challenges, and unwavering loyalty.

As the officiant pronounced them husband and wife, Peter leaned forward to kiss Onica, sealing their vows with a gentle yet passionate embrace. The chapel erupted into applause and cheers, the sound echoing joyfully against the high ceilings.

Jersey stepped closer, enveloping them both in a hug that was as much a promise as it was a celebration. In that moment, they were not just a bride, a groom, and a witness—they were a family bound by more than blood, a shared history and a future they all believed would be bright.

The flashback lingered on their intertwined hands, capturing a fleeting yet eternal moment of unity, unaware of the trials that would one day test the strength of their promises. For now, it was a scene of untainted joy, a memory etched in the fabric of their lives, glowing in its perfection.

The sterile scent of the hospital room hung heavy in the air, mingling with the quiet hum of machines that had fought valiantly to sustain Peter’s life. The dim light cast long shadows on the walls, making the space feel cavernous and cold. Onica stood by the bedside, her trembling hand clutching Peter's pale one, her other hand brushing back strands of his damp hair. Her love for him was etched across her face, in the furrow of her brow and the tears brimming in her eyes.

“Hang in there, my love,” Onica whispered, her voice barely above a breath. “We’ll get through this.”

Peter’s eyelids fluttered open, his hazel eyes dull with exhaustion but still carrying the faint glimmer of love. With the last vestige of strength he could gather, he squeezed her hand weakly. His lips curled into a ghost of a smile, one filled with both devotion and resignation.

“I love you, Onica,” he whispered, his voice hoarse, the words fragile as glass. “Promise me... you’ll be happy.”

Her heart shattered at his words, the enormity of what he was implying striking her like a blow. Tears spilled freely down her cheeks, dripping onto the bedsheet as she shook her head, refusing to let go of hope. “I promise, Peter,” she said, her voice breaking. “But I need you by my side. I can’t do this without you.”

The room fell silent save for the faint, irregular beeps of the heart monitor. Then the nurse entered, her expression solemn, eyes filled with compassion. The moment her gaze met Onica’s, the truth hit with the force of a tidal wave.

“I’m so sorry...” the nurse said softly. “Peter has passed away.”

Time seemed to stand still. Onica’s knees buckled, and she gripped the edge of the bed to steady herself. Her world crumbled in an instant as she stared at Peter’s lifeless face, his hand now limp in hers. A guttural sob escaped her, raw and unrestrained, echoing in the cold, unforgiving room. The nurse gently placed a hand on her shoulder.

“I’ll give you a moment to say goodbye,” the nurse murmured, stepping out quietly to leave her with her grief.

Moments later, Jersey appeared in the doorway, her usually vibrant face now pale and streaked with tears. She walked in hesitantly, her own sorrow etched in her features as she took in the devastating sight of her best friend crumpled beside Peter’s still form.

“Onica,” Jersey said, her voice trembling. “I’m so sorry.”

Onica turned her tear-streaked face to Jersey, her eyes filled with a depth of pain that words could never capture. “It’s all falling apart, Jersey,” she choked out, her voice breaking. “The pastor is gone, and now Peter. What am I going to do?”

Jersey crossed the room in a heartbeat, wrapping her arms tightly around Onica. The two women clung to each other amidst the weight of unspeakable loss, their shared sorrow the only solace in a moment defined by heartbreak.

The church was alive with joy and celebration, sunlight streaming through the stained-glass windows to cast colorful patterns across the floor. The air buzzed with the happy chatter of guests, all dressed in their finest, as they watched the couple at the altar. Onica stood radiant in her flowing white gown, her face glowing with love and excitement. Beside her, Peter looked dashing, his nervous smile betraying the depth of his emotions. Jersey, the ever-supportive friend, stood just a step behind them, a mixture of pride and happiness lighting up her features.

The pastor held the official marriage certificate in his hands, his eyes darting over the names before he looked up, beaming at the couple. His voice carried warmth and authority as he addressed the congregation.

“We are gathered here today to celebrate the union of Peter and Onica in holy matrimony,” he announced, his tone imbued with solemnity and joy.

The guests fell silent, their eyes fixed on the couple. The pastor turned back to Peter, the marriage certificate momentarily forgotten in the excitement of the occasion.

“Do you, Peter, take Onica to be your lawfully wedded wife?” he asked.

“I do!” Peter replied without hesitation, his voice strong and filled with conviction.

The pastor smiled and turned to Onica. “And do you, Onica, take Peter to be your lawfully wedded husband?”

“I do!” Onica said, her voice trembling with emotion, tears sparkling in her eyes.

The room erupted in applause, guests clapping and cheering as the pastor prepared to conclude the ceremony. His gaze dropped briefly to the certificate, a formality he performed out of habit rather than scrutiny.

“By the power vested in me, I now pronounce you husband and wife,” he declared, his voice ringing with finality. “You may kiss the bride!”

Peter stepped forward, pulling Onica into a loving, passionate kiss as the audience cheered louder, some whistling and shouting words of encouragement. The moment was perfect, filled with the kind of joy that seemed untouchable, unassailable.

But as the couple basked in the glow of their newfound union, the marriage certificate remained clutched in the pastor’s hand. The names on it, a glaring mix-up that no one noticed in the heat of the moment, went uncorrected.

The celebration continued unabated, a whirlwind of laughter, music, and dancing. No one thought to double-check the details, swept up as they were in the ecstasy of the day. It was a small oversight, a detail lost in the happiness of the moment—but one that would have far-reaching consequences, altering lives in ways none of them could have foreseen.

Night had settled over the city, the distant hum of traffic and the occasional bark of a dog the only sounds breaking the stillness. In the dimly lit living room of her apartment, Jersey sat on the edge of her worn leather couch, the crumpled marriage certificate clenched tightly in her hands. Her usually composed demeanor had given way to frustration and desperation, etched in the tight set of her jaw and the restless tapping of her foot against the hardwood floor.

The phone was pressed to her ear, her voice sharp and trembling as she spoke.

“I understand the mistake,” Jersey said, her words cutting through the silence. “But I can’t wait any longer. I need this resolved!”

On the other end, the marriage official’s voice was calm but tinged with weariness. “We’re doing everything we can to rectify the error, Jersey. But these things take time.”

Time. The word rang hollow in Jersey’s ears. She sprang up from the couch, pacing the small space like a caged animal. The dim light of a table lamp caught the glint of unshed tears in her eyes.

“Time is the one thing I don’t have!” she exclaimed, her voice rising in pitch. “I’m in love with someone, and we want to get married. But I can’t, because of this mess!”

Her frustration spilled over, her movements becoming more erratic as she clutched the certificate to her chest, a cruel symbol of the bureaucratic nightmare that had upended her life. She stopped pacing and pressed her free hand to her forehead, as if trying to contain the chaos swirling inside her.

The official sighed on the other end of the line, their tone softening. “I know this is incredibly difficult, but we must follow the legal process. These corrections involve formal steps—paperwork, reviews—it’s not something we can expedite overnight.”

Jersey let out a bitter laugh, shaking her head. “Legal process?” she repeated, her voice thick with disbelief. “I’ve done everything right, and now I’m being punished for someone else’s mistake.”

Her vision blurred with tears as her grip on the phone tightened. The official’s continued reassurances faded into background noise. She couldn’t listen anymore. With a shaky breath, she pulled the phone away from her ear and ended the call.

The apartment was quiet again, but the stillness offered no comfort. Jersey sank back onto the couch, the certificate still in her hand. She stared at it, her mind racing through a hundred scenarios, none of which offered an easy solution. The paper crinkled under her fingers as she fought back a wave of hopelessness.

She was trapped—bound by a mistake that wasn’t hers, yet held her future hostage. And as the tears she’d been holding back finally spilled over, Jersey realized she was fighting more than just a legal error. She was fighting for her life, her love, and her chance at happiness.

The soft glow of the table lamp cast long, flickering shadows across the living room, creating an intimate cocoon of light amidst the dark chaos of scattered papers. Onica and Jersey sat side by side on the worn couch, their shoulders almost touching. The coffee table in front of them was a battlefield of bureaucracy—documents, envelopes, and the offending marriage certificate from Home Affairs lying conspicuously in the center like a smoking gun.

Onica’s face was flushed with exasperation, her hands gripping the edge of the couch as though steadying herself against the weight of her frustration. Her voice, though soft, was sharp enough to cut through the suffocating silence.

“I can’t believe this, Jersey,” she said, her words dripping with disbelief. “How did they mess up our marriage certificate? This is supposed to be the most straightforward thing!”

Jersey leaned forward, her elbows on her knees, her fingers combing through her hair in an effort to calm herself. Her expression mirrored Onica’s—a mixture of anger and disbelief that simmered beneath the surface. She shook her head, letting out a huff of breath that was more of a growl.

“I have no idea, Onica,” she said, her voice tight with frustration. “We followed all the procedures, submitted the right documents, and now we’re stuck with this mess. A mistake like this—it’s not just embarrassing; it could ruin everything.”

Onica reached for the certificate with trembling hands, her eyes scanning the glaring error that turned their lives into a bureaucratic nightmare. Her gaze flickered to Jersey, searching for some reassurance amidst the turmoil. “Do you think this can be fixed?” she asked, her voice cracking under the weight of uncertainty.

Jersey leaned back, letting her head hit the cushion as she stared at the ceiling. “Fixed?” she echoed bitterly. “Do you know how long these things take? Appeals, corrections, legal processes—it’s a nightmare! And all because someone couldn’t do their job properly.”

Onica pressed the certificate against her chest, as if trying to shield herself from its damning words. “This isn’t just about paperwork, Jersey,” she whispered. “This is about Peter. About us. About everything we built together. How can they reduce our life to a clerical error?”

Jersey turned to her friend, her frustration softening into empathy. She placed a hand on Onica’s shoulder, squeezing it gently. “We’ll figure this out, Onica,” she said, her voice steadying. “It’s a mess, but it’s not the end. We’ll get lawyers, go to Home Affairs, whatever it takes. We’ll fight this.”

Onica looked at her friend, the tightness in her chest loosening ever so slightly. “You really think we can fix this?” she asked, the vulnerability in her voice stark and raw.

Jersey’s lips twitched into a faint, determined smile. “We have to,” she said simply. “Because giving up isn’t an option.”

The two women sat in silence for a moment, their resolve slowly building like the faint glow of dawn breaking through the night. The papers scattered around them were no longer just symbols of chaos—they were reminders of what was at stake. Together, they would face this battle, one step at a time.

The dim light of the table lamp cast flickering shadows across the room, highlighting Onica's trembling hands as she held the marriage certificate. Her brows were knit tightly together, disbelief etched into her face. Jersey sat across from her, tapping her fingers nervously on the edge of the coffee table, her own anxiety bubbling just beneath the surface.

“What are we going to do now?” Jersey finally asked, her voice trembling. “We can’t get married if the certificate is wrong.”

Onica’s eyes darted to the document, her fingers tightening around the paper. “I know, I know,” she said, her voice thick with agitation. “But this—this is beyond infuriating. We’ve been planning our wedding for so long, and now it’s all up in the air because of their incompetence.”

Jersey leaned forward, her face pale with worry. “We should call the Home Affairs office first thing in the morning,” she suggested, trying to sound calm. “They need to fix this. We need that certificate for the wedding, Onica.”

Onica let out a deep, exasperated sigh, nodding slowly. “Yes, we should. But what if they can’t fix it in time? What if—” Her words faltered, and she sank deeper into her chair.

Jersey reached over and put a comforting arm around her friend. “Let’s not panic just yet,” she said soothingly. “We’ll call them, explain the situation, and see what they can do. We still have time to sort this out.”

Onica inhaled deeply, trying to steady herself. Jersey’s reassurance was comforting, but the sinking feeling in her chest remained. “You’re right,” she said reluctantly. “Let’s not jump to conclusions. We’ll make those calls first thing in the morning. Hopefully, they’ll have a solution for us.”

The room fell into an uneasy silence, broken only by the soft rustling of papers as they began gathering the scattered documents. The tension was palpable, and Onica’s mind raced with questions she couldn’t suppress any longer.

Her voice broke the silence like a thunderclap. “Jersey, you need to explain this to me,” she said, her tone sharp and accusing. “Why is your name on my husband’s marriage certificate?”

Jersey froze, her hands halting mid-motion. Her face flushed as she stammered, “Onica, I... I didn’t know. It must be a mistake—a terrible mistake.”

Onica’s eyes blazed as she stood, the certificate clutched tightly in her fist. “A mistake?” she repeated, her voice rising with every word. “This is our marriage certificate, Jersey! How could it be a mistake? We all signed it on our wedding day!”

Jersey rose to her feet, her voice trembling as she tried to explain. “I swear, I had no idea,” she said, her words coming out in a rush. “I thought we were just signing as witnesses.”

“Witnesses?” Onica’s voice cracked as tears welled up in her eyes. “This is not some casual mix-up, Jersey. It says I’m not his wife—it says you are!”

Jersey’s eyes widened in horror as the weight of Onica’s words hit her. “I don’t know how this happened, Onica,” she said, her voice thick with guilt. “I would never do something like this intentionally. You have to believe me.”

Onica’s legs buckled, and she sank back into the chair, her shoulders shaking as the sobs she’d been holding back finally broke free. “My husband is gone,” she cried, her voice raw with pain. “And now this... this nightmare. What are we going to do?”

Jersey knelt beside her, her own eyes glistening with unshed tears. “We’ll fix this,” she said, her voice firm despite her own doubts. “I don’t know how yet, but we’ll fix it. I promise.”

But as the two women sat in the dimly lit room, the weight of the error pressed down on them like an unrelenting storm, threatening to sweep away everything they held dear.

Jersey sat on the edge of the couch, her fingers clutching the marriage certificate as though it might crumble in her grasp. Her boyfriend, Mabella, sat beside her, his hand resting gently on her shoulder, offering silent support. Despite his comforting presence, her frustration was palpable, the tension in the room almost tangible.

“Babe, you won’t believe the mess I’m in,” Jersey began, her voice sharp with exasperation. She thrust the certificate toward Mabella, her hands trembling. “This—this thing is all wrong.”

Mabella took the paper, his brow furrowing as he scanned the text. “What’s wrong?” he asked, his tone calm but concerned. “Tell me.”

Jersey let out a bitter laugh, leaning back against the couch. “Look at it!” she exclaimed. “It says I’m married to Peter. To Peter, Mabella! And now I can’t marry anyone else until this ridiculous mess is fixed.”

Mabella’s face darkened as he examined the certificate more closely. “That’s messed up,” he said, his voice firm. “How did this even happen?”

Jersey shook her head, her expression a mixture of anger and disbelief. “The pastor misread the names during the ceremony,” she explained. “It was just a stupid mistake, but now it’s turned into a nightmare. Onica thinks I did this on purpose, and I don’t even know how to make it right.”

Mabella handed the certificate back to her and reached for her hand. “I can only imagine how hard this is for you,” he said softly, his eyes filled with sympathy.

Jersey’s shoulders slumped, and she looked down at their intertwined hands. “It’s more than hard, Mabella,” she said, her voice breaking. “I’m in love with you. I want us to be together, to build a future, but I can’t even think about that until this mess is fixed.”

Mabella leaned closer, his voice steady and resolute. “We’ll find a way, Jersey,” he said, his words like a lifeline in the storm of her emotions. “Whatever it takes, we’ll get through this together. You’re not alone in this.”

Jersey looked up at him, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. “You mean that?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

“Of course I do,” Mabella replied, cupping her face gently with his hands. “I’m with you, no matter what. We’ll fight this, and we’ll win.”

For the first time that night, a flicker of hope crossed Jersey’s face. She nodded, taking a deep breath to steady herself. “Okay,” she said. “We’ll call Home Affairs in the morning. We’ll figure this out.”

Mabella smiled, his confidence contagious. “That’s the spirit,” he said. “One step at a time.”

As they sat together, the weight of the situation still lingered, but Jersey felt a little lighter with Mabella’s unwavering support. Together, they faced a mountain, but together, they would climb it.

Jersey turned to Mabella, her eyes shimmering with unshed tears, but this time, there was a glimmer of hope beneath the sorrow. His steady presence, the warmth of his gaze, and the reassurance in his touch anchored her in the chaotic storm of her emotions. She felt a flicker of resolve take root.
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