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This story began in silence—late-night thoughts, discreet observations, and questions I was too afraid to ask out loud.
What happens when love softens into silence?
When staying becomes harder than leaving?
I was always nervous to write this story—even to begin it. Maybe because stories like this aren’t always brash. They’re built on slow realizations, invisible wounds, and heartbreaks that don’t always have clear endings. And sometimes, the bravest thing a person can do is walk away from something that once felt like everything.

Being my first novel, it felt vulnerable in ways I never expected. Sometimes the words come easily. But the ones that matter most... those take the longest to find.

Aria’s journey is deeply personal—not because it mirrors anyone’s life, but because it reflects the subtle strength and unspoken choices clutched by so many. The heartbreaks without closure. The love stories left unfinished. And the quiet resilience it takes to choose yourself, even when it hurts.

I didn’t write this story to pose answers. I wrote it to explore the spaces in between—the soft, brave places where healing begins, and love, in its gentlest form, finds us again. 

If any part of this story meets you where you are—sit with it. Let it breathe. And know you’re not alone.

If you’ve ever had to let go of something you thought would last forever... this book is for you. 
Thank you for holding these pages with care.
— Reet Boparai
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High school often holds a treasure trove of cherished memories, leaving an unforgettable mark on the chambers of our hearts. Transitioning from adolescence to adulthood, particularly amid the blossoming of young love, epitomizes one of life’s most enriching chapters, with the innocence and amazement of childhood. 

Life in Glencoe High School brought Ryan into my world, and then it completely changed. I always felt an overwhelming urge to help others and find joy in the simplicity of life. I had unwavering trust and empathy towards everyone, and they were guiding values in my life. Ryan, however, presented an exciting contrast. 

Though our personalities differed in

ways, an undeniable connection sparked between us, perhaps proving the truth of the saying opposites attract.

The first time I saw Ryan, he stood in the corridor with a group of boys. I hurried down the hallway, the polished floor slick beneath my worn sneakers. Laughter echoed around me, punctuated by the rhythmic slam of lockers. 

A quick glance at my watch sent a jolt of panic through me – ten minutes to the bell, and I had never

been late for my classes before. Suddenly, a barrier of mortality emerged before me. A group of boys, their voice booming with energetic laughter, sprawled across the entire hallway. They seemed

unaware of the growing line of frustrated students behind them.

“Excuse me,” I ventured, my voice barely perceived over the ruckus. My palms grew slick with nervous sweat. Nervousness prickled my skin as the boys glanced over, amusement flickering in their eyes. One, taller and broader than the rest, held my gaze for a bit too long.

He had messy brown hair that resisted seriousness and hazel eyes that glittered with a hint of mischief. A silver chain dangled from his open shirt collar, a small skeleton charm dangling at the end. It seemed a bit too odd and inappropriate for me to wear in school. He was wearing a white button-down shirt, slightly rumpled and sleeves pushed up, contrasting with his carefree behavior.

His inspection sent warmth creeping up my cheeks. “Excuse me, can I pass, please?” I repeated, my voice firmer this time.

A slow grin spread across his face. Finally, with a theatrical sigh, the group shuffled aside, creating a narrow passage. I squeezed through, muttering an abrupt ‘thanks’ that probably vanished in the hallway’s turmoil.

Reaching the safety of my classroom, I sank into my usual seat beside Zoe, breathless from the encounter. We were an inseparable trio – Zoe, Eva, and I. Zoe, the sweetest soul you’d ever meet, was always there with a comforting hug and a listening ear. Eva, on the other hand, was a firecracker – witty, mischievous, and the queen of keeping things interesting. I had the best girl best friends who always stood by me, and they were my anchors, my confidantes, the ones who saw me through thick and thin. I couldn’t wait to spill the tea. “You guys wouldn’t believe what just happened in the hallway!”

“Have you ever seen them before?” Zoe whispered, her eyes curious. “Especially the tall one?” I shook my head, but I couldn’t stop thinking about the boy’s hazel eyes. “No, I’ve never seen them around here. Maybe they’re new students?”

Eva whistled. “Well, that was definitely interesting! Maybe some new troublemakers will make things more exciting.”

“Maybe,” I mumbled, unsure if I agreed with both. The whole thing made me nervous and weird, but it also evoked a strange feeling. I couldn’t figure out what it was.

The bell screamed a loud, annoying sound that meant trouble for anyone who wasn’t already in class. With a sigh, I knew Mr. Thompson would be here any minute. I hurriedly shoved my things back into my backpack, pulling out my books for his upcoming Shakespeare lecture. 

Mr. Thompson’s voice buzzed on, detailing Shakespeare’s youthful indiscretions. I doodled absently in the margins of my notebook, the happenstance with those guys still fresh in my mind. A strange mix of annoyance and a peculiar curiosity lingered within me.

Suddenly, the classroom door creaked open. All eyes turned towards the interruption. A tall boy, his hair a mess of wind-blown brown, stood awkwardly in the doorway. He wore a rumpled white shirt like the one I’d seen earlier, an unambiguous contrast to his casual posture.

My heart leaped into my throat. It was him – the boy from the hallway. Panic surged through me. A jolt of realization struck – he was a student in this class. But how had I missed him? New admission during the middle of the term? The explanation settled in my gut, a churning mix of confusion, while Mr. Thompson’s booming voice boomed across the room, demanding an explanation for the interruption. 

“I’m sorry, sir,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. “I couldn’t find the classroom. I’m a new student here.”

A collective gasp rippled through the class. Mr. Thompson, usually a picture of composure, launched into a mild but firm reprimand. I gasped for the newcomer, a cramp of unexpected sympathy battling with the enduring frustration from our earlier encounter.

Finally, Mr. Thompson sighed, his booming voice echoing through the room. “Okay, all right. Come in and take a seat new student.”

Mr. Thompson gestured towards the back of the room and told him to give a quick introduction to everyone before that. He said, “Hello, everyone. My name is Ryan Smith, and I am a new student in your class. I studied earlier at St. John School.” He shuffled towards the empty seat at the end of the table, his head hung low. An awkward silence descended upon the class before Mr. Thompson cleared his throat and resumed his lecture.

As Ryan settled in, his gaze seemed to scan the room, landing briefly on me. A sharp tickle ran down my spine, leaving a trail of confusion and a strange sense of connection. It was illogical, considering our brief and unfriendly encounter earlier, but the feeling stuck around, a puzzle I couldn’t solve.

The bell finally blared, signaling the end of class. Students erupted in a flurry of movement, gathering their belongings and chattering excitedly. Across the aisle, I caught Ryan talking to a group of boys, peppering them with questions about the school schedule and coursework.

The final lecture droned on, but my attention was miles away. As the classroom emptied, I caught up with Zoe and Eva. Leaning in conspiratorially, I whispered, “Guess who just became our classmate? You’ll never believe it... the boy from the hallway!” Eva’s eyebrows shot up in surprise, a mischievous flicker sparkling in her eyes. “Well, well,” she murmured, a sly smile playing on her lips. “This just got a whole lot more interesting.” But I was nervous because he would be in the same class as me, and one day we would have to talk with each other, and god knows if he would talk about the corridor incident. I wish that it may never come true, as I would not want that to happen. 

The final bell shrieked, a welcome sound after another lecture on plants. As I shuffled out with the crowd, Miss Emily’s voice rang out, “Don’t forget, science project partners by next week! Choose wisely!” A knot of dread formed in my stomach. Partner selection day in science class was always a gamble, but this year, fate seemed particularly cruel. 

I remember a week later; Miss Emily had to choose group partners for us. Miss Emily scribbled names on slips of paper, a playful glint in her eyes as she announced, “Today, we delve into the wonders of the human body through the power of teamwork!”

My heart sank as she called my name. “Aria, you’ll be partnered with...” A dramatic pause hung in the air before she announced, “...Ryan Smith.” There it was.  

During the lecture on the human body, I braced myself, vowing to minimize contact. But Miss Emily has another wrinkle to the plan. “For this project,” she declared, “I need daily progress reports. Communication is key! Make sure you have a way to reach each other outside of class, and from now you all will sit together with your group partners so that you can strategize and work together, as their marks will also be added to the participation. So good luck as I want everyone to score good marks.” Great. Just what I needed as I had to sit with him and share my contact details with him, which I didn’t want, also I had his phone number scrawled in my notebook, and I had to contact him because we had to provide details about progress to Miss Emily.

As the class started, I approached him hesitantly. Shunning the spotlight, he nestled into his favored nook—the table’s edge—a strategic retreat from the teacher's wandering eyes. A smile played on his lips as I came near him. Taking a deep breath to steady my nerves, I blurted out, “Hello, My name is Aria.” I opened my notebook, ready to launch into a strictly professional discussion about cells or tissues – anything to keep things impersonal.

However, before I could utter a word, he surprised me. He held out his hand with a genuine smile. “Hi, you have a nice name,” he said. “I’m Ryan.” It was the first time I talked with Ryan face to face.

His unexpected gesture sent a jolt through me. Was this the same disrespectful boy from the hallway? For the first time, I felt a flicker of something... unexpected. Perhaps this project wouldn’t be so bad after all. 

The science project turned out to be a surprising blessing. Working alongside Ryan, I discovered his passion for science, a hidden depth beneath his initial casual character. We spent hours huddled over textbooks and brainstorming experiment ideas. Our initial awkwardness melted away, replaced by a comfortable friendship. We’d joke around, challenge each other’s ideas, and sometimes just sit in companionable silence, both lost in the fascinating world of cells and their intricate functions. 

He seemed conscious about talking to teachers, so that was the reason he opted to become a backbencher. He also told me that he had a keen interest in business studies, and this school had that course, so he took admission here in the middle of the term. 

One afternoon, while brainstorming ideas for the project, Ryan hesitantly brought up the hallway incident. “Hey, Aria,” he began, his voice low, “about that day in the hallway. I wanted to apologize. Those guys were all seniors, you know? And I knew them from the past. We didn’t mean any disrespect, blocking the way like that. We were just caught up in the moment, as we were talking and nothing serious.”

His sincerity shone through, and a wave of understanding washed over me. It made sense. He was new, navigating the unfamiliar social landscape of the school. “Hey,” I replied, offering a reassuring smile, “it’s alright. I understand.”

Despite my newfound trust, my friends remained doubtful. Eva, ever the cynical, raised an eyebrow. “Convenient timing, wouldn’t you say? Suddenly, the bad boy is turning into Mr. Sensitive.” Zoe, more cautious than suspicious, simply said, “Maybe, Aria. Maybe. Just be careful.” Their skepticism was a familiar tug, a reminder of their unwavering loyalty. They were the voices of reason, the ones who always had my back, even when my heart threatened to fog my judgment. We’d been through thick and thin together, and their instincts had a way of being uncannily accurate. Their friendship was a precious gift that lasted forever, and I knew they only had my best interests at heart.

Their concerns were valid. But as I spent more time with Ryan, I saw a different side of him. He was funny, intelligent, and surprisingly kind. Sure, his senior friends could be a riotous bunch, but that didn’t make Ryan a bad person. We bonded over shared interests, whispered secrets during class, and cracked jokes that only the two of us understood. By the end of the course, Ryan wasn’t just my science partner, with whom we scored an A+ grade, but he was also a good friend and maybe more than a friend. 

Maybe it was the way his eyes crinkled when he laughed at my jokes, or how he always seemed to understand my crazy science theories. Whatever it was, by the end of the course, I knew my feelings for Ryan went way beyond being just friends.
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The thrill of the new school year fizzed with anticipation. But as I scanned the registration sheets, a cold dread washed over me. None of Ryan’s names were there. A gnawing gloom quickly eclipsed the joy of Joe and Eva being in the same classes I’d never known before. Could this be...grief? It was a distant feeling, settling in my chest like a dull ache. ‘Maybe it’s just missing our virtuous connection or continuous funny chats,’ I tried to convince myself. But a tiny voice whispered in my head, ‘Or maybe it’s more than that.’ Desperate to know if he was even in the same school, I spent every spare moment scanning course lists. My heart soared when I finally spotted Ryan’s name – Intro to Business! It all clicked – he’d mentioned his interest in business once.

My feelings for him were blossoming at a startling rate, and a constant ache in my chest whispered the terrifying truth – I was falling for him. The thought of confessing them sent a jolt of fear through me. What if it ruined everything? Or what if he never feels the same as I do? These doubts battled with a spark of hope, a voice urging me to be honest.

One day, studying with Zoe and Eva, I received a call from Ryan. My heart pounded as I picked up, but the conversation was a flat routine of updates about classes and friends. I talked about mine, and there was a yawning emptiness between the lines. “Ugh, this is hopeless,” I sighed, collapsing onto the couch after another phone call with Ryan. Eva and Zoe exchanged a worried glance.

“What’s wrong, Aria?” Zoe asked gently.

“It's just... Ryan,” I mumbled, avoiding their eyes.

“What about him?” Eva prompted.

Taking a deep breath, I blurted out, “I think I like him.”

A stunned silence followed.

“Wow,” Eva finally breathed. “That’s... unexpected.”

“Yeah,” Zoe chimed in, concern etching lines on her forehead. “We just... never felt he was the right guy for you, Aria.”

A knot of apprehension tightened in my stomach. Their words mirrored my self-doubts. What if they were right? What if confessing my love sent our friendship crashing down? But the thought of holding these feelings back, of living a lie, felt equally suffocating.

“I know,” I whispered, tears welling in my eyes. “Part of me wants to tell him, but the other part is terrified. What if he doesn't feel the same? What if it ruins everything?”

Zoe squeezed my hand. “We understand, Aria. But bottling things up can hurt, too. Maybe talking to him honestly, even if it’s not a love confession, would be a good first step.”

Eva nodded. “Exactly. And hey, we’re here for you, no matter what.”

Their words offered a flicker of hope. Maybe a full confession wasn’t the only option. Maybe there was a way to be honest with Ryan without risking everything.

Before, my mornings were a blur of friendly hellos and catching up with friends. Now, a different kind of urgency had taken hold. Every school day throbbed with a silent plea to see Ryan, even for a stolen glance. This effortless magnetism that drew me in made talking to him a difficult task. My usual confidence vanished, replaced by a shyness I hadn’t known existed. I’d stammer through responses, captivated by his every word, a stark contrast to my normally chatty self.

The shift wasn't lost on him. A single raised eyebrow, accompanied by a hint of amusement in his voice, sent a jolt through me. “What happened to you, Aria?” he teased, a playful glint in his eyes. My cheeks burned crimson, and the carefully constructed facade I presented seemed to crumble around me.

Was I stammering so badly that he questioned my intelligence? Or perhaps, the even more terrifying thought, was he starting to see through my carefully crafted ‘cool girl’ act?

Weeks melted into one another, the rhythm of school punctuated by stolen glances and nervous conversations with Ryan. Then came the announcement – a school hiking trip for the seniors. Groans erupted from my friends, but their pleas for me to join were relentless. Secretly, a flicker of hope ignited within me. Maybe, just maybe, Ryan would sign up too.

Later that day, with a calculated nonchalance, I texted Ryan, “Hey! Any idea about the hiking trip? I haven’t decided yet, but...” I trailed off, leaving the rest unsaid. A carefully crafted image of indecisiveness, a subtle invitation I hoped he wouldn’t miss.

After that ended in a flurry of activity, I found myself heading to Eva’s place, our usual haven for homework marathons and late-night gossip sessions. The weight of the upcoming hiking trip and the lingering tension from my text to Ryan pressed down on me, as he had not responded to my text till now.

As we tackled our assignments, a comfortable silence settled between us, broken only by the scratching of pens on paper. Finally, unable to contain myself any longer, I blurted out and confessed my worries. “Eva, I need to talk about Ryan. I know you and Zoe have reservations about him, and honestly, a part of me does too. But lately, spending time with him... feels different. Maybe it’s just because I want it to be different.” I explained the hiking trip, the glimmer of hope that Ryan might join, and the carefully worded text I’d sent.

Eva listened patiently; her expression was thoughtful. “Look,” she began gently, “we just want you to be happy, Aria. And if Ryan makes you happy, that’s great. But we also want you to be careful. Remember, we just don’t want you to get swept up in his charm and end up getting hurt.”

The weight of my confession to Eva hung heavy in the air. Eva, sensing my apprehension, tried to lighten the mood. “Enough homework
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