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✨ “To everyone who has loved and lost — this story is for you.”
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To my beloved husband, Daniel,
whose love, strength, and support guide me every day.
To my precious son, Danndy,
the light of my life and my greatest inspiration.
And to all the fans and readers,
thank you for opening your hearts to this story.
This book is for you.

✨ Epigraph 

––––––––
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"She carried love in her arms and sorrow in her silence;
he carried hope in his heart and pain in his soul.
Two hearts meant to be together, torn apart by a single goodbye."
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Chapter One – The Promise of a Thousand Summers
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The school bell’s shrill, metallic sound reverberated intensely throughout the halls

Of Saint-Marie Middle School. The sharp

tone acted as a launch signal for total pandemonium; students poured out of their

classrooms, and the corridors exploded with vibrant conversations, the clamoring of lockers, and the rhythmic patter of sneakers

against the worn, discolored floor tiles. Linda navigated the surging crowd, 

clutching  her textbooks tightly to her heart.

She often walked with her gaze directed

slightly downwards, as if desiring to blend

into the background.

Nevertheless, her large, bright eyes diligently surveyed her environment, perpetually vigilant; patiently awaiting something. She spotted him right away. Denis leaned nonchalantly against the row of lockers, as if the boisterous school corridor was a stage designed exclusively for his advantage. He may not have been the tallest student, or the loudest, but he exuded a natural confidence, presenting himself as someone who was not attempting to impress anyone. His backpack casually slung over a single shoulder, his hair was just a bit too long, falling across his brow, and his grin—a mix of curiosity and playfulness—broadened as he noticed Linda's attention. You took so long getting here,” Denis commented as she approached him, pushing himself away from the lockers. Linda playfully scoffed, but her smile gave her away. “I had to discuss the essay with Ms. Bernard. She thought mine was overly ‘poetic,’ whatever she meant by that. ”Denis burst into laughter, the sound flowing from him naturally, like it was meant to be heard.

“Too poetic? That’s hardly negative. It’s just a roundabout way of acknowledging

your writing skills surpass her 

expectations.  ”Linda shrugged dismissively, pretending to be indifferent, yet internally she experienced a sense of warmth from his support. 

He regularly engaged in this behavior—changing her viewpoint, as though he had the ability to subtly modify reality to spare her from feeling unimportant. They strolled side by side along the corridor, their shoulders nearly touching but always stopping short of actual contact, performing

a silent, careful dance they had refined without saying anything. Students around them were shouting, waving farewell, and finalizing weekend plans. 

But Linda and Denis were wrapped in their own serene and intimate world, appearing as if the surrounding crowd faded whenever they were in each other's presence.
They had maintained this closeness for 
several years. It began in sixth grade, when they were seated next to each other in history class and Denis whispered that the teacher's chalk sounded like “a ghost crying out for assistance.” Linda had stifled her 

laughter at the time, drawing a disapproving stare from the teacher, but that was where it all began. From then on, laughter appeared effortlessly when Denis was nearby, along with many secrets.
By the conclusion of seventh grade, their connection surpassed typical friendship definitions. 
They had exchanged pieces of their inner selves—sharing stories of their fears, embarrassing dreams, and silly confessions that remained private from everyone else.

Linda confided in him about her childhood desire to become invisible so she could sneak inside book stores and read every

book without being detected. Denis 

admitted to being afraid of thunderstorms, 

although he pretended to be brave, because the booming noise stirred something

unexplainable inside.
They had meticulously constructed a world
from hushed words.

Now, in their junior year, the dynamics of their relationship had undergone a transformation. An invisible tension lingered in the air between them, more intense and precarious than before. It had begun on a rainy afternoon, several months earlier. The storm had arrived unexpectedly, with rain pounding against the gym windows. The others quickly departed for their homes, but Linda and Denis remained, standing near the rear exit where the aroma of wet earth drifted in. 

She remembered how the rain cascaded down the glass, distorting the outside view into shades of gray.

“I hope this downpour never ceases,” Denis said softly. Linda looked at him, puzzled. “What do you mean?” “Because then we would be stuck here indefinitely, just the two of us.” The atmosphere between them grew quiet, except for the constant sound of the rain. 

Denis reached out for her hand—cautiously, gently—and lightly touched her fingers. It was minimal, just a brief contact, but Linda registered it intensely, an unexpected jolt that rendered her breathless.
She confided in no one about what had occurred. Not even Celine, her best
friend, who knew Linda completely.

This was a secret she intended to keep.
Her folks, especially her mom, would 
Definitely not comprehend. Mrs. Laroche,

Stringent yet caring, gave the same caution

nearly nightly at the dinner setting: Studies come first. Aspirations come first. No interruptions until graduation.
Linda agreed each time, compliant. 
She was aware of her mother’s implication romance represented an interruption, a 

deviation, a hazard that could jeopardize 

everything her parents had relentlessly 

worked toward. Love wasn’t disallowed, per se. It was merely...delayed.
However, that night within the gym, when  Denis’s touch remained with hers, Linda   perceived   love was already present, active within their friendship, impossible to defer.



As they exited into the cooling atmosphere 

of the late afternoon, Denis decreased his 

pace, allowing their companions to get 

ahead. The heavens were colored with soft rose, the sun descending, and the air had the sharp coolness typical of the season.
“Do you feel like taking a longer route back?” inquired Denis.
Linda paused for a moment. Her mom was expecting her home before nightfall. Yet, the way Denis expressed the question informal, 
but hopeful—made refusing difficult, “Just a little bit,” she conceded.
They started walking in the direction of the old park, the one where the swings made noise and the wood slide was partially damaged. The large oak tree at the edge extended its limbs widely, leaves 
creating soft sounds. This was their special location. Linda placed her textbooks onto the green space, and Denis followed her 

action. They stayed quiet for some time, 

simply seated close to each other, observing the sun lowering.  

The surrounding environment seemed more peaceful here, away from the active roads and sounds. 
“Have you ever considered what the future
holds?” Denis questioned unexpectedly, 

touching the grass. “Constantly,” Linda 

responded. “My mom ensures I do. 

She constantly mentions university as if I am starting the packing process soon. ”
“And what are your personal desires?” Denis slightly tilted his head to observe her.
Linda wrapped her arms around her legs. “I aspire to have both. I want to fulfill her expectations, to learn, and to obtain a degree. However, sometimes I question whether she will perceive me as I am now, and not simply 
the person I am expected to be.”
Denis's look became gentler. “I understand
you.”
The statement surprised her, so simple yet
having great meaning. She looked toward him, her breathing becoming shallow. “How about you?” she questioned her tone almost inaudible. “What do you truly desire?”
Denis observed the tree, at the letters they had engraved into the surface several weeks ago. Linda and Denis, concealed among cuts
and marks. “I aspire...”

He stopped speaking, and then grinned 

gently. “I aspire to experience endless 

summers. 

I aspire to experience joy until my muscles ache. And I aspire...” He paused, his gaze connecting with hers with a strength that made her heartbeat increase. “I aspire to

have us.”
Linda’s heart beat quicker. “But we are not able to—"I understand," Denis gently interjected. "Your guardians would not allow it. I would never anticipate you to go against their desires." 
They remained silent for an extended duration; the awareness of what could not take place generating tension between them. Then Denis continued, his tone becoming more assertive, "Affection possesses the ability to be patient. However, this does not imply that it is not genuine at this very moment."

The statement enveloped Linda like a personal reassurance. She mentally repeated it, softly, as if attempting to recall an enchanting incantation. Affection possesses the ability to be patient. Affection possesses the ability to be patient. Yet, she felt doubtful about whether it would genuinely come to fruition. As the last rays of sunlight disappeared beyond the horizon, Linda realized that this signified the beginning of something more profound than merely the two of them.

It transcends rules, surpasses classrooms, or qualifications. A notion had taken root amidst their shared happiness and concealed reflections, a notion that remained unseen by anyone else. And notions, she pondered, invariably expand over time.  

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​






Chapter Two – Shadows on the Porch
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The evening featured that calm pause, where the warmth of the day lingered while the chill of night began to emerge. The streetlights illuminated one by one, casting gentle yellow spots of light on the pavement as Denis and Linda walked casually, side by side.

Linda clutched her books firmly to her chest, her mind racing with thoughts like leaves dancing in the wind. Denis’s presence had that effect on her. He didn't have to utter a sound—just his presence made her heart skip a beat.

Each of them proceeded at their own pace. 

Their pace seemed to extend the walk, as if both quietly wished for the path to continue forever.

As they neared her street, Denis relaxed, his gaze drifting to the modest house at the corner adorned with pale-blue shutters and a tiny porch light glowing like a watchful eye.

Linda followed his gaze—and hesitated.

Her parents were present.

Mr. and Mrs. Laroche sat side by side on the porch steps, their figures highlighted by the light coming from the doorway. They were silent, at least for now. They looked like sculptures, remaining motionless.

Linda experienced a surge in her stomach. Her steps faltered, yet Denis gently held her wrist before she could fully stop.

“Hello,” he whispered softly, close enough that his words were intended solely for her. "Don't worry."

Nonetheless, she was already experiencing anxiety. Her mother always stayed indoors at this hour. Her father—calm, quiet, frequently absorbed in his evening paper—was leaning forward, elbows resting on his knees, eyes fixed on them in the dim light.

Denis shifted closer, displaying that calm confidence he showed when he sought to entertain her or when he sensed she needed it. He held her hand, warm and steady against her trembling fingers.

“Are we?” Lourdy's brows raised, but her expression showed nothing.

“Denis,” Linda admitted quietly, her voice almost swallowed by the darkness.

Her mother's mouth created a straight line. "Go inside." "What did I tell you regarding this boy?"

Linda halted, gazing at her father, yet Karl just sighed as he rubbed his temple.

He refrained from intervening. He seldom did when Lourdy’s voice held that specific significance.

Thus, Linda complied. She opened the screen door with a push, the creak echoing more than normal, and entered the well-known living room. The aroma of dinner remained—rice and beans, thyme and garlic—but it felt far away, as if it belonged to a different realm.

She walked to her room, wishing—begging—that the moment would conclude there. However, the sound of footsteps trailed behind, her mother.

Linda entered her room and placed her books on the desk. She hadn’t even glanced around when the door swung open again, and her mom entered, gently shutting it behind her.

The atmosphere became denser.

“Take a seat,” Lourdy instructed, gesturing to the bed.

Linda sat with her hands clasped in her lap, gaze directed at the ground. Her heart raced furiously, yet she attempted to maintain a composed, serene expression, as if she could conceal the turmoil churning within her chest.

Her mother stood before her, arms folded. “You are well aware of our expectations for you, Linda.”

“Indeed, Mama,” Linda murmured.

"You are youthful;" Too young for boys to be escorting you home, excessively young to grasp hands. "Too young for..." She paused intentionally, her gaze sharpening just a little. “Anything I just witnessed.”

Linda’s face turned scarlet. She rapidly moved her head from side to side. "It’s not what you think mom." Denis has been my friend since sixth grade, and you know him. That’s all.

Her mother’s eyes held on, examining her expression, “Friends?” I told you to keep your distance from that boy a long time ago."

“Sure, I understand Mom, but we’re merely friends,” Linda reiterated, trying to inject stability into her tone.

Lourdy moved in nearer, her tone soft yet firm. “I wish to trust you.” However, I want to clarify something. Until you complete your studies—until you hold your diploma—boys should not be present in that manner, neither in your heart nor in your mind. "Are you following what I'm saying?"

Linda gulped deeply. "I comprehend."

“Alright,” her mother responded, but she remained still. Her gaze penetrated her daughter's, waiting, probing, as if she could extract the truth directly from Linda's soul with enough intensity.

Linda compelled herself to maintain her stare, nodding once more. "Denis and I are merely friends, I assure you, “Nothing else.”

The words felt harsh, akin to ash in her mouth.

Lourdy observed her for another moment before finally straightening up, her arms still crossed firmly. "I'll expect you to keep that promise, Linda." I'm advising you. Distractions ruin prospects. I’ve witnessed it occur. "I won't allow it to occur to you."

With that, she faced the door. For a moment, Linda believed she was secure, the storm moving away.

However, Lourdy halted at the entrance, looking over his shoulder. This time, her voice was gentler, nearly mournful. 

“You're a nice girl.” "Don’t allow anyone, not even a friend, to take that from you."

Then, after a moment, her tone returned to sharp command. “Now, join us for dinner.” Your dad is waiting.



The dining room seemed more rigid than normal. The ceiling light was overly bright, creating stark shadows on the walls. Plates were arranged carefully, the aroma of garlic and thyme still wafting from the kitchen, but Linda hardly savored it.

Karl coughed lightly while he served rice onto his dish. “Therefore, Linda,” he started softly, “how are your courses progressing? “Are there any topics causing you difficulty?”

Linda mixed her beans with a fork. "No, Dad." They are okay.

He nodded slightly, content but not persuaded. “Excellent.” Your future begins with these years. Each grade you receive paves the path you'll follow in the future. “I simply want to ensure you’re stable on that path.”

“Of course, Papa, I apprehend,” she whispered.

Just as Karl was about to proceed, Lourdy interrupted; her fork halted in midair. "Steady indicates concentration." No interruptions. Not companions who distract you from your studies, particularly guys with cheerful faces and hollow promises.

Linda’s heartbeat accelerated. She maintained her gaze on her plate.

Karl made a small grimace. “Lourdy...”

Yet her mother persisted, her voice resolute. "I mean it." Linda possesses skill; she has promise. However, I've witnessed girls her age destroy their futures believing a boy mattered more than their life ahead. "Not my child."

The quiet that ensued was weighty.

Linda compelled herself to nod, even though her throat was constricted. “I comprehend, Mama.”

“Okay, I hope so” Lourdy replied. She sliced into her meal with intentional caution, as though the issue was resolved.

Karl offered Linda a slight, comforting grin, yet it failed to illuminate his eyes.

Linda bit slowly, every mouthful flavorless. The sound of forks and knives echoed in the quiet, loud in her ears. 

She wished to disappear, to flee, to retreat back beneath the oak tree where Denis’s words made reality seem gentler.

As the meal concluded, Linda placed her fork down and neatly folded her napkin with shaking hands. “Sleep well, Mom. Goodnight, Dad.”

Karl nodded, his look weary yet affectionate. “Sleep well, my dear.”

“Rest well,” Lourdy said, although her tone felt more like a reminder than a wish.

Linda stood up from her chair, which scraped against the floor, and hurried up the stairs to her room.

After the door shut behind her, she leaned against it, exhaling heavily. The bedroom walls seemed to be constricting, the remnants of dinner lingering in her ears.

She climbed onto her bed, gazing at the ceiling, replaying it all—her mother’s cautions, Denis’s kiss her father’s calm voice.

Put those feelings out of your mind, she reminded herself. To achieve peace and gain my parents' trust, Denis and I must let go of the past.

However, in what way?

The idea unsettled her, piercing, and relentless. How could she overlook the comfort of his touch, the way he remarked I see you as if no one else on Earth ever had?

Rest was hard to attain. Her thoughts spiraled; trapped between obligation and longing, between her mother's guidelines and the subtle defiance growing within her soul.

For the first time, Linda questioned which would shatter first: her parents' determination, or her own.
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Chapter Three – Between Love and Loyalty
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As the late autumn sun dipped behind the rooftops, Denis paused by the school gates with his backpack haphazardly draped over one shoulder. He observed Linda interacting with some peers, her laughter echoing into the brisk air like a melody. She glimpsed him for a brief moment, and he sensed his heart race. For Denis, each look she gave him served as a reminder of their connection—years of camaraderie, shared secrets, and lately, the quiet yearning to traverse the delicate boundary between friendship and something more profound.

They had been acquainted since sixth grade, when their primary worries were history tests and science assignments. What began as study groups and mutual laughter had evolved into something neither of them could entirely define. By the time he reached eleventh grade, Denis was prepared—prepared to label it love, prepared to battle for it, prepared to move ahead.

However, Linda was not.

“Hi,” Denis spoke gently, stepping beside her as she bid farewell to her friends.

“Hi,” she answered. Her smile is radiant yet tinged with uncertainty.

They strolled together; the sound of crunching leaves underfoot filled the air. Denis continued to steal looks at her, looking for bravery. At last, he spoke.

"I’ve been reflecting... we've been friends for quite a while, Linda since sixth grade. Can we become more than friends, I am really in love with you.” His voice faltered, yet his gaze remained locked on hers, unwavering and glowing with a truth he could no longer suppress.

Linda stood still. The world appeared to pause around her—the gentle rustling of leaves by the window, the subtle ticking of the clock on the wall—all of it faded as his words resonated profoundly within her. She had always been aware. Denis’s emotions were evident; they were in the way he looked at her when she laughed, in the way he took her books without prompt, in the way his presence appeared to anchor her when life felt burdensome. She was aware of his love. 

It had been developing quietly between them for years, and she had allowed herself to experience it as well—discreetly, carefully, like holding a fire she couldn't reveal.

“Denis...” she murmured, her voice choked. Her hands fidgeted anxiously in her lap while she attempted to muster the bravery to talk. “I am aware." I have always been aware. I sense it as well. I perform; However...

His breath hitched, a spark of hope igniting in his gaze, "However, what?" “If you share those feelings, then why can’t we simply... be together?” His voice was now urgent, laced with the anxiety of being rejected, of lingering too long only to be dismissed.

Linda turned her gaze, blinking fiercely while her heart pounded painfully against her chest. 

She wished to respond affirmatively. She yearned to surrender to the security of his embrace, to claim him as hers without anxiety. Yet her parents' voices resonated in her thoughts—her mother's serious admonitions, her father's careful hopes. No dating until after university is completed. Learning comes first. Discipline comes first. Loving relationship can wait.

"My mother and father," she finally stated, her voice shaking. “They’ve expressed it very clearly, Denis, and I have mentioned it to you numerous times, but for some reason, you forgot.” No romantic connections until I complete my degree. They've given up so much for me already, and I can't let them down. “If they were aware—if they merely had inkling—” She stopped speaking, shaking her head.  

"I cannot damage them in that way." "I cannot let them lose their trust in me."

Denis moved in closer, his eyebrows furrowed. "I totally understand Linda; However, what about you? What about your desires? We don't need to inform them. It can be a secret between us; only us. Nobody else needs to be aware."

For a moment, desire tugged at her. He was correct—it might be their hidden truth. They had hidden things previously, hadn't they? Yet this was not the same. This was hazardous. If her parents discovered it, the repercussions would be greater than either of them could bear.

She shut her eyes, compelling herself to withstand the comfort of his closeness. "Secrets tend to reveal themselves, Denis." 

They consistently perform. And if they discover it, they won’t trust me anymore. I can't take that chance. I cannot afford to lose them... and I cannot afford to lose you either, not like that.”

His jaw clenched; the muscles in his face tensing as he attempted to suppress the anger poised to escape. 

He desired to argue, to press further, but the beseeching expression in her eyes halted him. She wasn’t dismissing him—she was safeguarding something greater than herself, something that connected her more strongly than he desired it to.

“Is that all?” he inquired gently, even though his composed voice held an underlying tension. “So you want us to remain... friends, right?”

Her voice trembled as she replied. "For now Denis, only until the moment is appropriate." I just need you to be my friend just for this time being please. I want you to realize that our friendship is remarkable; it’s lovely, regardless of how difficult it seems. "Please, do not turn your back on me."

A thick, oppressive silence hung between them. Denis's chest heaved as if he were stifling all his screams—how unjust it was, how deeply he desired her, how the waiting felt like a penalty he didn't deserve. And still, underneath all that irritation, one reality grounded him: he adored her. He cared for her deeply to be patient.

At last, he breathed out gently, his shoulders drooping in surrender. “Then I’ll wait,” he stated, his tone calm now, yet his eyes revealed the turmoil he held within. 

“I’ll wait for you, Linda, regardless of how long it takes.”

Her heart twisted with his vow. A sense of relief enveloped her, but so did sadness. She understood the significance of what she was requesting from him. Enduring the wait was tough, especially as each look, every caress, and every moment they shared heightened the desire between them. Nevertheless, it was the only way she perceived ahead—the sole route that enabled her to maintain the trust of both her parents and the affection of Denis.

Linda connected with him, her fingers lightly grazing his hand in a brief gesture, a wordless expression of gratitude for his understanding. She abruptly pulled back, fearing what further contact could stir up.

While Denis accompanied her to the door that evening, he held a faint smile, yet it failed to reach his eyes. His heart was burdened, trapped between optimism and irritation, between the tenderness of her admission and the harshness of her stipulations. He wished to trust her assurance that a day would arrive—

— That following qualifications and regulations and years of patience, there would come a time when love could be open.

Yet as he observed her vanish inside, Denis couldn't quell the persistent anxiety stirring in his thoughts: What if someday never arrives?

––––––––
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A BALANCING CHALLENGE

For several weeks, Linda balanced two identities. During the day, she fulfilled her role as the dutiful daughter: dedicated to her education, honoring her parents, and silently striving for the future they envisioned for her. By the afternoon, as Denis walked beside her, she allowed herself to indulge in fleeting moments of intimacy—yet never too near, never beyond the line she had set. It was tiring.

She was scared of losing Denis, scared of another girl coming in and taking the heart that beat for her. Yet she was just as frightened of letting her parents down, particularly her mother, Lourdy, who always seized the chance to tell Linda that boys were distractions.

In her room at night, unable to sleep, Linda murmured into the quiet: How can I achieve both?

Apart from Denis, only one individual was aware of the truth—her closest friend, Celine.

Of course! 

The Slumber Party

On that Friday night, Linda assembled a tiny overnight bag and strolled to Celine’s residence. For decades, their families were friends, and Linda’s parents regarded Celine’s house with the same trust as their own. To Lourdy and Karl, Celine seemed like a positive influence—unbeknownst to them, she had a boyfriend and her views on love were much more flexible.

The girls laid blankets on Celine's bedroom floor, with bowls of popcorn and candy placed around them. A gentle pop tune emanated from Celine’s speaker, softly resonating under their discussion. Celine spun a lock of her curly hair. "Alright, let’s hear it." You've acted strange all week. What is happening with Denis at this moment?

Linda clutched a pillow to her chest, her gaze shifting elsewhere. “He desires additional.” He desires for us to be... united, "More than just friends."

“And what?” Celine raised an eyebrow, fully aware of the response.

“I said to him that we are unable to,” “Not until... afterwards.” Linda's voice shook. "My mother would never let me off the hook if she discovered."

Celine exaggeratedly rolled her eyes. "That’s extremely unjust." You're mature enough to have feelings for someone. You’re in the 11th grade for crying out loud, no longer a child. You and Denis have known each other since the sixth grade and have been close friends since the seventh grade. "Everyone notices it—you two are almost fated."

Linda blushed. "Don't express it that way." “It complicates things.”

“Since it’s accurate,” Celine insisted. "You have feelings for him." "Don't even attempt to refute it."

“I’m not refuting it,” Linda murmured, her hold on the pillow growing firmer. “Loving him, and being in his company are two separate matters.” 

My mom specified—she wants boys out of the way until after college. She stated it's the sole method through which I will thrive.

Celine took a handful of popcorn, chewing contemplatively. “And how is your father?”

"He doesn't speak often." He only discusses school, grades, and my future. He has faith in Mom’s judgment.

“Certainly he does.” Celine moved in nearer. “Pay attention, Linda. If Denis truly cares for you, he’ll be patient. And not a lot of people would. You possess something unique—don't discard it just because you're afraid of your parents' regulations.

Linda's eyes sparkled. “But what if he decides to change his mind while waiting?” “What if he discovers another person who lacks... all these limitations?”

Celine's tone became gentler. “Then he wasn’t the suitable choice.” However, based on what I observe? Denis isn't leaving. Simply be truthful with him—express what you require and have faith in his commitment to remain.

Linda leaned back onto the bed, her thoughts swirling. She wished to have faith in that. She hoped Denis would remain patient for as long as necessary. Yet impatience ate away at her heart. The final year of high school was approaching, followed by college. Countless years separated the present from the moment her parents would ultimately grant her the freedom to love.

"How are you able to do that?" Suddenly, Linda inquired. "How do you cope with your boyfriend and your parents showing no concern?"

Celine grinned mischievously. "Due to the trust my parents have in me." They believe I’m mature enough to manage it. Honestly, Linda, I believe you are as well. You are more accountable than anyone I have encountered. “However, your parents have a different perspective.”

“Sure,” Linda mumbled. "They perceive me as a young girl who is unable to make her own decisions."

Celine poked her with a mischievous smile. “Then demonstrate they’re mistaken—while still adhering to their rules.” "You have the intelligence to discover a solution."

Linda let out a soft laugh. “It seems like you’re making it look effortless.”

“It’s challenging.” However, it is worthwhile. Celine’s demeanor relaxed. “Simply don’t allow fear to dictate your choices, Linda.” "Happiness is something you deserve as well."

That evening, once the lights were turned off and the house became silent, Linda stayed awake next to Celine, gazing at the ceiling. She remembered Denis—his understanding eyes, his optimistic grin, the way his tone lightened when he assured he would wait. 

Her heart hurt with desire.

She murmured into the darkness, uncertain if Celine was still conscious. “What if I’m expecting too much from him?”

Celine roused her tone sleepy yet warm. “If he truly loves you, your requests aren’t excessive.” You’re requesting time. “Love is capable of managing time.”

Linda rolled onto her side, clutching her pillow. She wished to accept it as true. However, she was aware that high school was not always predictable. Enticements, gossip, envy—they all found a way to infiltrate. And she worried that even the deepest affection could be challenged in ways she couldn’t manage.

Yet, as slumber eventually took hold of her, she held onto one delicate hope: that Denis's love would endure the delay.

Sure, please provide the text you would like me to paraphrase.

The next week, Denis accompanied her home once more. They hardly talked, yet the silence surrounding them was heavy with unvoiced thoughts. As they halt close to Linda’s home, he gazed at her intently for a lengthy moment.

“I’m not concerned about how long it takes, Linda,” he whispered gently. "I'll be patient." Simply... don’t push me away. "Don't let me be just another anonymous person in the multitude."

Her chest constricted while tears welled up in her eyes. She was unable to kiss him, wasn't even able to hold his hand for very long. Yet she offered him the one thing she had—the truth.

"You will never be just another face, Denis." Not for me. You are... all that matters.”

His smile held a bittersweet quality, yet it conveyed hope. "That will suffice for the time being."

While she observed him departing, Linda placed her hand on her heart, murmuring softly: Please, let this be sufficient.

What she was unaware of—what neither of them realized—was that their final year would challenge them in ways they could not foresee. Time had gone by. Weeks became months. Before anyone noticed, six months had passed since that sensitive discussion in which Linda assured Denis they would stay friends until she completed her studies. As 11th grade approached its end, the burden of exams and future aspirations weighed heavily on each student.

For Linda and Denis, those six months were an unusual form of test. They honored their promise—at least outwardly. 

They chuckled during break with everyone else, exchanged notes during lessons, collaborated on assignments, and even joked around with each other as they usually did. 

To onlookers, they were just best friends, bound together in a manner that seemed natural for two individuals who had been acquainted since middle school.

Yet beneath the surface, each smile lasted too long, every look communicated too much, and every silence felt excessively heavy. They were teetering on a delicate boundary between friendship and something much stronger—something neither could completely conceal, regardless of Linda's efforts to respect her parents’ guidelines.

Linda frequently noticed Denis gazing at her when he believed she wasn’t aware. Occasionally, as their hands lightly touched while exchanging books, or when they shared a hearty laugh and inched closer, she sensed tightness in her chest and a catch in her breath. 

That afternoon, as the sun sank low and poured its gentle golden glow across the library table, Denis allowed the silence to linger between them. His gaze remained on hers, unwavering and open, until Linda sensed the surroundings diminish around them. "I can’t pretend any longer," he murmured, his voice soft, nearly shaking. "I love you so incredibly, Linda, you realize that, don't you?" "I believe I've been in love with you for a longer time than I've allowed myself to acknowledge."

Her heart pounded painfully in her chest as she leaned in, unable to hold back the tears that welled in her eyes. “Denis, I love you too,” she admitted, her voice trembling, “and at times it frightens me how deeply.” "I'm looking forward to finishing college so we can finally have a life that belongs to us." 

Their hands discovered one another over the table, fingers entwined, palms heated and yearning. He leaned in closer, just enough for her to sense his breath on her lips, his forehead softly touching hers. In a fleeting instant, the world appeared to pause alongside them, everything delicate and charged; as if one more heartbeat would thrust them into a kiss they both desired—but hesitated, fearing that crossing that boundary too early would fracture the delicate beauty of the moment. She reminded herself of her commitment—Wait until college. Hold on. Hold on.

However, love is not so patient.

On a Friday night, following a tough week of tests, Linda filled her overnight bag and strolled to her best friend Céline’s home. 

Sleepovers with Céline had turned into her little sanctuary—the only space where she could discuss Denis without her mother’s piercing inquiries or wary glances.

They lay across Céline’s bedroom floor, encircled by cushions, with a partially finished bowl of popcorn in front of them. A gentle playlist played from Céline’s speaker, enveloping the room in comforting warmth.

Céline rolled onto her side, resting her head on her hand, her eyes sparkling with playful intent. “Okay; spill the beans.” You've been grinning to yourself for the past ten minutes. “Pour, Linda.”

Linda moaned, burying her face in a cushion. “It’s not a big deal.”

Céline scoffed. “Not a thing?” You better not lie to me!

I'm familiar with that expression. "That’s Denis once more, right?"

Quietness lingered as Linda glanced out, her cheeks rosy, "Perhaps!"

"Perhaps?" Céline leaned over and nudged her arm. "Girl, you can’t keep holding this inside." “What’s truly happening between the two of you?”

Linda lifted herself gradually, her fingers contorting the pillow in her lap as if it were the sole object anchoring her. Her eyes sparkled, and when she eventually spoke, her voice was delicate yet brimming with hidden warmth.

"Céline... the previous Monday, at the library... Denis and I weren’t only chatting." “We—” 

she paused, taking a tremulous breath, “we revealed what we’ve been keeping inside for so long.”

Céline moved in closer, her eyebrows knitted together, realizing this wasn’t merely another tale. “Continue,” she encouraged gently.

Linda's lips quivered into a grin, her gaze far away with reminiscence. "We were expected to be studying, yet neither of us took out our books." He continued to gaze at me, Céline. Not the fleeting looks he once took, but openly, as if I were the sole presence in the space. And I... I could no longer act as if I didn’t see it. I expressed my love for him. Her voice broke, and she clutched the pillow more closely to her chest. “And he echoed it.” 

He said he simply doesn't want to break his promise, so he is trying hard to be my friend until now, but I've been in his heart and on his mind every day.

Céline's eyes grew large, her hand covering her mouth. “Wow, Linda...”

"We grasped each other's hands over the table, and it seemed as if nothing else was important." His thumb glided over mine, slowly and softly, and I thought—‘This is what I’ve been longing for.’ We were so close that our foreheads made contact. "I swear, I could sense his heartbeat pounding alongside mine." She chuckled faintly while a tear rolled down. "We were so close to kissing." Very near. “In that instant, it seemed as though the entire universe fell quiet, as if time stood still exclusively for us.”

Céline exhaled a breath she hadn’t known she was holding, her heart hurting for her friend. “What's next?”

Linda gulped, her smile disappearing into sadness. "We did not." We refrained. I believe we were both aware... after we crossed that boundary; there would be no return. We remained there, clinging to one another, conveying everything silently. Her voice softened, laden with desire. “It was the loveliest moment of my existence.” "At this point, I'm not sure if I will have another one with him."

Céline extended her hand, gently grasping her arm, "Linda... that is affection." That's genuine. “And you shouldn’t need to hide it simply due to regulations that don’t comprehend your feelings.”

Linda's eyes brimmed once more, caught between happiness and sorrow. “I am aware.” Yet if my parents discover it, Céline... everything will collapse. And I cannot betray their confidence. “I can’t, even if it means shattering my own heart.”

“I mentioned to him that we need to wait unfortunately; that we can't be anything beyond friends until I have my degree in my hands.” My parents... they would never let me off the hook if I violated their rules. “I realize he doesn’t comprehend, but...”

Céline shook her head, letting out a breath. “Linda, I really can’t understand your parents; you’re sixteen for goodness’ sake.” You’re no longer a small child. It's okay to experience emotions. You're permitted to care for someone.

Just because your parents encourage you to prioritize school, it doesn’t mean you must remove Denis from your heart.”

Linda’s eyes sparkled, caught between regret and desire. "But what if they discover it?" Céline, you haven't experienced my mom the way I have. She observes me constantly. As soon as she begins to think Denis is beyond a friend, everything will crumble because they don’t even want me to talk to him as the matter of facts. I will never regain their trust. “And I am unable to... I am not able to do that.”

Céline relaxed her tone lowering. "Who cares?" You merely act as if you don’t care for him?

"Negative." Linda's voice broke. “I care for him deeply.” I perform. However, I need to be patient. "It’s the only option."

The two friends remained quiet for some time, the sole noise being the soft music from the speaker. At last, Céline exhaled deeply and tapped Linda's shoulder. “Do you know my thoughts?” As I mentioned before, if Denis genuinely cares for you, he will be patient. He'll persist, regardless of the difficulty. "Based on what I’ve observed, that boy would go through anything for you." Linda felt pain in her chest. She hoped to trust that.

____The remainder of the semester turned into an unusual pattern of limitation. Denis never brought it up again after that conversation, although at times Linda could notice the desire in his gaze. They collaborated on studies, participated in school organizations, and even assisted in tutoring younger pupils.

To others, they epitomized balance—two diligent students, dedicated to academics, with laughter ever present.

Her parents were overjoyed. Lourdy, her mother, frequently expressed at dinner, “I’m incredibly proud of you, Linda." No interruptions, no nonsense; only your studies. You’re headed in the correct direction. Linda would smile courteously, nodding, all while concealing the turmoil within her.

One late afternoon, sunlight bathed the schoolyard in a golden hue, blurring the rough edges of the cracked pavement as students hung around following their final exam. Laughter and conversations floated around them, yet for Denis and Linda, perched together on the low stone wall beneath the ancient oak, the surroundings seemed oddly serene. Denis leaned his elbows on his knees, gazing at the ground, his fingers playing with a loose thread on his sleeve. Linda inclined her head, examining him with a blend of intrigue and worry.

"You've been silent all afternoon," she remarked softly, tapping his arm gently with hers. "What is happening?" Is it the test? “Or something related to school?”

Denis slowly shook his head, his lips opening as if to respond, and then shutting once more. He finally lifted his gaze to hers, and in his eyes, there was a raw and unfiltered expression. "It's not about the test, Linda." It is... summer. School is finishing up this week, and I can’t stop thinking...” He swallowed, his voice becoming gentler. “How will I be able to see you when it’s finished?”

Linda blinked, taken by surprise by the intensity of his words. She attempted to smile in a comforting manner. “We'll have a phone conversation,” “Every single day if you'd like.”

Yet Denis shook his head once more, his grip tightening. "It differs." Listening to your voice means everything to me, but... I also need to see you. Even if it isn’t frequent.

Occasionally, even just once, “Kindly, Linda,” His voice faltered with subdued urgency, the request escaping before he could halt it. “There must be a solution.”

For a brief moment, Linda remained motionless, her heart pounding. She was aware of the dangers, the guidelines, the gaze of her parents constantly observing. The idea of creeping around frightened her. 

However, observing Denis, the way his shoulders drooped with concern, the way his eyes sought hers as if she possessed the solution to his entire existence
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