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    This book is dedicated to every child who has ever been hurt by someone they trusted.
To the hearts that feel deeply,
to the tears no one else sees,
and to those learning how to let go, even when it's hard.
May you discover that forgiveness is not weakness,
but a quiet strength that brings healing and peace.
And may you always remember—
when you choose to forgive, your heart becomes lighter, freer, and full of love once again. 
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Chapter 1: The Broken Friendship
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Lily Harper loved mornings.

Not because she enjoyed waking up early—she didn’t—but because mornings meant one thing: Ava.

Every school day began the same way. Lily would stand by the white picket fence outside her house, her backpack slung over one shoulder, her shoelaces tied just a little too neatly. She would glance down the street, waiting.

And then she would see her.

Ava, walking quickly with her bright, bouncing steps, her curly hair catching the morning light. Sometimes she waved from far away. Sometimes she pretended not to notice Lily until the last second, then jumped out and said, “Boo!” just to make her laugh.

“Good morning!” Ava called as she approached that day.

“Good morning,” Lily replied, smiling.

They fell into step beside each other without thinking.

They always did.

Lily and Ava had been best friends for as long as Lily could remember.

They had met in second grade when Ava had shared her crayons without being asked. Lily had been too shy to say thank you out loud, but Ava had smiled anyway, as if she understood.

From that moment on, they were almost always together.

They sat next to each other in class.

They worked on projects together.

They ate lunch together.

They even walked home together most days, taking the longer route just so they could talk more.

Ava was the kind of person who filled every space with energy. She laughed easily, spoke quickly, and always seemed to have something exciting to say.

Lily was quieter.

She listened more than she spoke.

She noticed small things—how Ava tapped her fingers when she was thinking, how her eyes lit up when she had an idea, how her voice softened when she was being serious.

Somehow, they fit.

Like two pieces of a puzzle that didn’t look alike but belonged together.

At school, their desks were side by side.

“Did you finish the reading?” Ava whispered that morning, leaning slightly toward Lily.

Lily nodded. “Yeah. It was about the explorers.”

“I know!” Ava said, her eyes bright. “If I could go anywhere, I’d go to a hidden island.”

Lily smiled. “You’d probably talk your way into becoming their leader.”

Ava laughed.

“And you’d be the one who keeps everything organized,” she said. “We’d be the perfect team.”

Lily felt a small warmth in her chest.

They were a team.

They always had been.

At lunch, they sat at their usual table near the window.

Ava opened her lunchbox with excitement.

“My mom packed cookies!” she said.

Lily raised an eyebrow. “Again?”

“Hey, I’m not complaining,” Ava said, handing one to Lily.

“Neither am I,” Lily replied, taking a bite.

They talked about everything—school, stories, dreams, and sometimes even things that felt a little too personal to share with anyone else.

Lily trusted Ava.

Completely.

There were things Lily had told Ava that she had never told anyone else.

Not her parents.

Not her teachers.

Just Ava.

Because Ava understood.

Or at least, Lily believed she did.

That afternoon, something changed.

Not suddenly.

Not obviously.

But in a way that would matter.

It started during recess.

Lily and Ava were sitting under their favorite tree, drawing in the dirt with sticks.

“I have to tell you something,” Lily said quietly.

Ava looked up immediately.

“What is it?”

Lily hesitated.

Her fingers tightened around the stick.

“It’s... kind of embarrassing.”

Ava leaned closer. “You can tell me anything.”

Lily knew that.

She had always known that.

That’s why she said it.

“There’s a girl in class,” Lily began, her voice barely above a whisper, “and I think she doesn’t like me.”

Ava frowned. “Who?”

“I don’t want to say,” Lily said quickly. “It just... feels like she looks at me differently. Like I don’t belong.”

Ava’s expression softened.

“That’s not true,” she said. “You belong.”

Lily looked down.

“I know, but... it still feels that way sometimes.”

Ava reached out and nudged her shoulder gently.

“Hey. You’ve got me. That’s all you need.”

Lily smiled faintly.

“Yeah.”

Ava grinned. “And besides, if anyone doesn’t like you, that’s their problem.”

Lily laughed softly.

“Thanks.”

Ava nodded. “Your secret is safe with me.”

Lily believed her.

The next day, everything seemed normal.

The same morning walk.

The same classroom routine.

The same laughter.

But by lunchtime...

Something felt different.
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Lily walked into the cafeteria and scanned the room for Ava.

She spotted her quickly.

But Ava wasn’t alone.

She was sitting with a group of girls from their class—laughing, talking, and leaning in close like they were sharing something important.

Lily smiled and walked toward them.

“Hey,” she said.

Ava looked up.

“Oh—hey, Lily.”

Something in her tone felt... different.

Not unkind.

But not quite the same either.

“Can I sit?” Lily asked.

Ava hesitated.

Just for a moment.

But Lily noticed.

“Um... we’re kind of in the middle of something,” Ava said.

“Oh,” Lily replied.

The word felt small.

Like it didn’t belong.

“Maybe later?” Ava added quickly.

“Yeah,” Lily said.

She stepped back.

Her smile faded slightly.

“Okay.”

She turned and walked away, her tray suddenly feeling heavier than before.

Lily found an empty seat at the edge of another table.

She sat down quietly.

Around her, the cafeteria buzzed with noise.

But everything felt distant.

Muted.

She took a bite of her sandwich.

It didn’t taste the same.

Her eyes drifted back to Ava’s table.

They were laughing.

Talking.

Like nothing had changed.

Like Lily wasn’t missing.

The next moment came even harder.

“Did you hear about Lily?”

Lily froze.

The voice came from the table behind her.

She didn’t turn around.

She didn’t move.

She just listened.

“She thinks people don’t like her,” another girl said.

A ripple of quiet laughter followed.

“Really?”

“Yeah. Ava told us.”

The words hit like a sudden drop.

Ava told us.

Lily’s chest tightened.

Her heart beat faster.

No.

That couldn’t be right.

But the voices continued.

“That’s kind of weird.”

“Why would she think that?”

“I don’t know, but it’s kind of funny.”

More laughter.

Lily’s hands gripped the edge of the table.

Her face grew warm.

Her eyes stung.

That was her secret.

The one she had whispered quietly.

The one she had trusted Ava with.

Her throat tightened.

She couldn’t breathe properly.

She couldn’t think clearly.

All she knew was this:

Ava had told.

Lily stood up quickly.

Her chair scraped loudly against the floor.

A few people glanced at her.

She didn’t care.

She grabbed her tray and walked toward the trash.

Her steps felt unsteady.

Like the ground wasn’t quite where it should be.

She threw her food away without finishing it.

Then she walked out of the cafeteria.

The hallway was quiet.

Empty.

And for a moment, Lily just stood there.

Her hands trembled slightly.

Her thoughts rushed in all at once.

Why would she do that?

I trusted her.

She promised.

The words echoed in her mind.

Your secret is safe with me.

Lily’s chest tightened again.

It didn’t feel safe anymore.

Nothing did.

She found her way to the bathroom and pushed the door open.

The room was empty.

She walked to the sink and stared at her reflection.

Her eyes looked different.

Shiny.

Uncertain.

Hurt.

She swallowed hard.

“I shouldn’t have told her,” she whispered.

The words felt heavy.

But they didn’t make the feeling go away.

The rest of the day passed in a blur.

Lily returned to class.

She sat in her seat.

She listened when the teacher spoke.

She wrote when she was told to.

But her mind wasn’t there.

It stayed in the cafeteria.

With the voices.

With the laughter.

With the broken trust.

At the end of the day, Ava approached her.

“Hey,” she said.

Lily didn’t look up.

“Hi.”

“Are you okay?” Ava asked.

Lily’s chest tightened.

She wanted to say everything.

To ask why.

To understand.

But the words wouldn’t come.

Instead, she said—

“I’m fine.”

Ava hesitated.

“Okay...”

There was a pause.

Then Ava said, “See you tomorrow?”

Lily finally looked up.

For a moment, their eyes met.

And in that moment, something broke.

Not loudly.

Not dramatically.

But quietly.

Deeply.

“I don’t think so,” Lily said.

Ava frowned. “What do you mean?”

Lily looked away.

“I just... want to walk alone.”

The words felt strange.

Unfamiliar.

But also...

Necessary.

Ava didn’t argue.

She just nodded slowly.

“Oh. Okay.”

That afternoon, Lily walked home by herself.

The path felt longer than usual.

The silence felt heavier.

She noticed things she hadn’t before—the sound of her own footsteps, the way the wind moved through the trees, the distant hum of life around her.

But none of
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