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To all those who were silenced,
yet whose voices never ceased to exist.
To those who carry unseen wounds,
and who, each day, find the strength to go on.
To those who still doubt:
it was never your fault.
And to you, who read these lines,
may you find within these pages
a measure of courage, light, and hope.

      

    



  	
        
            
             
There are silences the world imposes,
and truths the heart refuses to bury.
A voice may be broken,
but a soul can never be kept from rising again.
For beyond shame,
there is a place where dignity is reborn
and where courage at last learns to say:
I am still here.
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Chapter 1: A Star in the Making
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The sun had not yet fully risen when Catherine left the house that morning. A soft, almost shy light slipped between the rooftops and brushed against the still-quiet streets. She walked with steady steps, her bag firmly slung over her shoulders, her eyes fixed ahead as though the horizon already belonged to her.

Catherine cherished these moments of solitude, just before the world stirred awake. In those instants, she felt strongest, freest. No one watched her then. No one judged her. She was neither “the pretty girl” nor “the one with good grades.” She was simply herself: a young girl with dreams, plans, and a quiet determination.

She had always known her life would not be an easy one. She came from a modest family, where every success was wrestled from fatigue and sacrifice. Her mother, a courageous woman whose hands bore the marks of hard work, often told her:

— Knowledge is the only thing no one can take away from you.

Catherine had turned those words into a promise.

At school, she excelled. Not with a flashy brilliance that drew easy applause, but with a steady, discreet, and solid light. Her teachers held her up as an example. Her classmates wavered between admiration and jealousy.

She understood quickly, retained everything, worked with discipline. Numbers, words, ideas—everything seemed to find fertile ground within her. But beyond her results, there was that rigor, that instinctive will to do things well.

That morning, as always, she mentally reviewed her mathematics formulas while walking. Equations formed in her mind with reassuring clarity. She loved that unyielding logic where every problem had a solution, where every mistake could be corrected.

If only life were that simple.

When she reached the school gate, the bustle had already begun. Groups of students talked, laughed, exchanged notebooks. Others, more reserved, lingered on the sidelines. Catherine crossed the courtyard under a few lingering glances.

She was used to it.

Recently, her body had changed. The curves of childhood had given way to more defined shapes. She had asked for nothing, provoked nothing. And yet, these transformations seemed to attract a new kind of attention—sometimes heavy, almost intrusive.

Some whispered. Others smiled knowingly. A few girls murmured as she passed. Catherine pretended not to hear. She walked on, upright, as though it all slid off her.

But deep down, she felt those eyes. She carried them in silence.

— Catherine!

She turned. Mireille, her classmate, was hurrying toward her—always lively, always ready to talk.

— Did you revise for the math test? she asked as she caught up.

— A little, Catherine replied with a faint smile.

— A little? You? Come on, you’re going to get the highest score again.

Catherine shrugged slightly.

— It’s not about being the best... I just try to understand.

Mireille burst out laughing.

— Well, keep it up. We’ll just keep copying from you.

Catherine smiled but said nothing. She disliked having her efforts reduced to something effortless. No one saw the long hours of study, the shortened nights, the silent sacrifices.

The bell rang, cutting through the conversations. Students headed to their classrooms. Catherine entered and took her usual seat in the second row.

She carefully arranged her things—her notebook, her pen, her ruler. Everything in its place. Everything had to be.

Mathematics was the first class of the day.

She took a deep breath, ready to face numbers, equations, reasoning. Ready to learn, again and again.

Ready to move forward.

Unaware that somewhere, in the shadow of that classroom, a gaze had already settled upon her in a way that was anything but innocent.

A gaze that would soon disturb the fragile balance of her world.

But for now, Catherine knew nothing.

She wrote the date at the top of her page with care.

And in that simple gesture lay the promise of who she was:

a young girl standing tall, turned toward the future—

a star in the making.
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Chapter 2: The First Glances
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The classroom slowly filled with a living murmur—chairs scraping, pages turning, hushed conversations. Catherine, already seated, reread her notes with focus, tracing the lines with her finger as though ensuring nothing would escape her.

The door opened.

Silence fell almost instantly.

Paul entered with a confident stride, a folder under his arm. He briefly greeted the class without smiling, with a quiet authority that commanded respect. He was known for being demanding, sometimes harsh, but undeniably effective. Many feared him. Others admired him.

Catherine simply wanted to learn.

— Good morning. Sit down.

The students resumed their seats. Paul placed his materials on the desk, picked up a piece of chalk, and without delay wrote the topic of the day on the board.

Functions and variations.

— We are beginning a new chapter. I hope you are ready to work seriously.

His voice was firm, measured. It filled the room effortlessly. Catherine lifted her eyes to the board, attentive.

The lesson began.

Paul explained with precision, moving from definitions to examples. His method was clear, almost excessively rigorous. Each step was broken down, each mistake anticipated.

Catherine followed closely, noting the essentials.

Then, without warning, she felt something.

A gaze.

She slightly raised her head.

Paul had paused mid-explanation. His eyes were on her. Not like a teacher questioning a student. Not like someone checking comprehension.

It was something else.

A moment too long. A silence almost imperceptible.

Then he resumed.

— Catherine, can you give me the definition of an increasing function over an interval?

The question was simple. She answered without hesitation, her voice clear.

— A function is said to be increasing over an interval when, for all real numbers x₁ and x₂ in that interval, if x₁ is less than x₂, then f(x₁) is less than or equal to f(x₂).

Paul nodded slowly.

— Very good.

But his gaze lingered on her a second longer than necessary.

Catherine lowered her eyes to her notebook. She did not quite know why, but she felt a faint discomfort, like a fleeting shadow passing through her.

The lesson continued.

A few minutes later, Paul began walking between the rows, observing notebooks, correcting posture, murmuring remarks.

When he reached Catherine, she stiffened slightly without realizing it.

He stopped behind her.

— Your handwriting is always so neat, he said softly.

Catherine offered a polite smile.

— Thank you, sir.

He did not move right away.

She felt his presence—too close. A slight tension settled in her shoulders. She kept writing, trying to focus on the board.

Then he moved on.

The breath she had not noticed she was holding escaped quietly.

— You must keep it up, he added as he walked away. You have potential.

The words, seemingly harmless, should have reassured her. And yet, something sounded different. As if an intention lay hidden beneath the encouragement.

Catherine shook her head slightly, trying to dismiss the feeling.

You’re imagining things, she thought.

After all, he was her teacher. It was normal for him to take interest in serious students. Normal to encourage those who worked well.

The rest... was probably just a misinterpretation.
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