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			Dedication

			
		
    This book is dedicated to my best friends, Manting and Vanathy
Dear Cécile is a story about loyalty, trust, forgiveness, and the people who remain beside you even after the most difficult moments. It is a celebration of the unique warmth found in lifelong friendship. the kind built on Friday rhythms, shared dance classes, inside jokes that never die, and the strange, beautiful chaos of growing up together.
Because of this, it felt only right that the character of Cécile be entirely inspired by the two of you. Her heart, her loyalty, and her spirit are a reflection of what you both bring into my life. Thank you for being my constants, for your endless kindness, and for showing me that the strongest friendships aren't the ones where nothing ever goes wrong, but the ones where you choose each other again and again, despite everything.
Vanathy, releasing this book on your birthday makes this milestone even more special. 
To both Vanathy and Manting, thank you for a lifetime of memories, for all the laughter, and for being the absolute heart behind this story. This is for us.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Storms will come, But we'll never break. Turn the tides, turn the heartbreak. The Real Magic is Positive Thinking! 
- Danika
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Preface
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There are some friendships that quietly shape your life forever.

Not because they are perfect.

Not because nothing ever goes wrong.

But because they survive growing up.

Dear Cécile is a story about loyalty, trust, forgiveness, and the people who remain beside you even after difficult moments. It is about the warmth of friendship groups, dance classes on Fridays, library volunteering, chaotic camping trips, inside jokes that never die, and the strange beauty of becoming older together.

This book continues the story of Amélie Dubois and the people closest to her. Amélie is still herself: thoughtful, determined, deeply human, and still unable to choose between paediatrics and ENT. Alex is still dramatic. Philippe still disappears on nature walks and somehow understands Amélie better than most people do. Zelda still makes everyone laugh. Aveline still brings calmness into every room she enters.

And at the centre of this story is Cécile.

This book was written as a celebration of friendship. Especially the kind that lasts through misunderstandings, impulsive mistakes, distance, change, and growing up.

Because sometimes the strongest friendships are not the easiest ones.

They are the ones that choose each other again and again.

And after everything, they still laugh together.

Welcome to Dear Cécile.
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Prologue
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Fridays had a rhythm to them.

Not the kind written in planners or school timetables, but the kind people carried naturally after knowing each other for years.

At six o’clock, Philippe disappeared somewhere along the coastal trails outside Nice with his headphones and whatever thoughts he never said out loud.

Alex was usually elsewhere too - football, friends, some reckless plan nobody had approved but everybody expected.

Oriane spent Fridays buried in university lecture notes and anatomy diagrams hundreds of kilometres away, surviving medical school one caffeine overdose at a time.

And every Friday evening, without fail, Amélie, Cécile, Zelda and Aveline went to dance.

It had been that way for years now.

Some things changed constantly at fifteen.

Others stayed still enough to save you.

The studio smelled faintly of hairspray, warm wood floors and the vanilla perfume Madame Laurent wore every single week without exception. Music echoed through the mirrored room while girls stretched across the floor, talking over each other in exhausted Friday-evening voices.

“You’re late,” Zelda announced dramatically as Amélie pushed through the doors.

“I’m three minutes late.”

“You betrayed us.”

“I was in biology.”

“That is not a personality trait.”

Amélie dropped her dance bag beside the bench with a grin. “Top of the class behaviour, actually.”

“That sentence alone makes me want to fight you,” Zelda muttered.

Aveline laughed softly from where she sat tying the ribbons on her shoes. Beside her, Cécile looked up from her phone almost immediately.

“There you are,” she said.

The words were simple.

But warm.

Amélie smiled without thinking about it.

People at school always assumed she found everything easy.

The grades.

The scholarships into summer university programmes.

The science competitions that got her the scholarships in the first place.

The endless ambition.

And yes, she was good at things. Annoyingly good, according to Alex.

But what people never understood was that Amélie worked for every single thing she wanted.

Medicine especially.

Some days she was certain she wanted paediatrics - something fast-moving and human and full of tiny lives depending on calm hands.

Other days it was ENT.

Precision.

Innovation.

The strange complexity of anatomy hidden inside ordinary things like breathing and hearing and speaking.

She still didn’t know.

But she knew she would get there eventually.

That certainty had always lived inside her somewhere.

“Earth to Amélie,” Cécile said, nudging her shoulder lightly.

“You disappeared mentally again.”

“I do that.”

“You were definitely thinking about medicine.”

Amélie looked offended. “You say that like it’s predictable.”

“You revised cranial nerves during lunch.”

“That was one time.”

“It was yesterday.”

Zelda made a horrified face. “You people are terrifying.”

“You love us really,” Aveline said.

“Unfortunately.”

The music changed suddenly across the studio, louder now, and Madame Laurent clapped once sharply for attention.

The room settled.

Amélie moved toward her usual place beside Cécile almost automatically.

That was the thing about best friends after years of knowing each other:

everything became instinctive.

The glances.

The habits.

The silent understanding.

Cécile knew when Amélie was overthinking before she spoke.

Amélie knew when Cécile was upset from the way she tied her hair back.

Neither of them had ever needed to explain it.

Outside, the sky beyond the high studio windows had already begun turning dark blue with evening. The city lights flickered slowly awake below the hills, soft and golden against the coastline.

Fifteen felt strange lately.

Not bad.

Not even difficult, really.

Just different.

Like all of them were standing on the edge of becoming people they hadn’t fully met yet.

And maybe that was why Amélie held onto Fridays so tightly.

Because here, in the bright mirrored studio with music shaking through the floorboards and Zelda whispering commentary every five seconds and Aveline laughing quietly beside them and Cécile always there, things still felt certain.

At least for now.

Cécile’s Diary

Friday nights always feel the same.

Dance bags by the door.

Texts from Zelda.

Aveline sending voice messages instead of typing properly.

Philippe disappearing somewhere outdoors like an old poet trapped in a fifteen-year-old boy’s body.

Alex being loud about something completely unnecessary.

And Amélie.

Always Amélie.

Sometimes I think if somebody asked me to describe my childhood, I would accidentally describe her too.

Because she’s in all of it.

Nursery.

Dance recitals.

Library trips.

The phase where she decided at three years old that she wanted to become a doctor and somehow never changed her mind.

Honestly, I still think that’s insane.

Most people our age change future careers every three business days.

Meanwhile Amélie genuinely debates paediatrics versus ENT like she’s already thirty.

And somehow it suits her.

Not because she acts old.

Actually the opposite.

She laughs too loudly at stupid things.

She sends dramatic texts when she has a cold.

She gets emotionally attached to documentaries.

She overthinks absolutely everything.

And somehow she and Philippe are weirdly alike.

Alex hates when we say that.

But it’s true.

The thoughtful silences.

The way they both notice things quietly.

The fact they both say “Be kind to yourself” like they’re running emotional customer service.

Honestly terrifying.

But I love them.

All of them.

And lately I’ve been thinking about loyalty.

Not dramatic movie loyalty.

Real loyalty.

The kind that survives misunderstandings and growing up and difficult things.

I think that matters more.

Especially now.
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