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Trigger Warning

This book contains descriptions and discussions of sensitive topics, including sexual assault. These themes may be distressing or triggering for some readers. Please proceed with caution and take care of your emotional well-being.

If you need support, consider reaching out to a trusted individual or a professional resource.



The room was engulfed in darkness, and there was no comforting glow from any source of light.

With a sense of unease, I quietly closed the door behind me, the soft click echoing loudly in the stillness. My heart pounded in my chest as I strained my senses to detect any sign of movement or presence. I could feel my phone vibrating in my pocket, but I decided to ignore it for the moment, not wanting to draw any unnecessary attention. Then, in the corner of the room, a faint glimmer of light pierced the darkness. A small flashlight flickered to life, casting eerie shadows on the walls. My breath caught in my throat as I watched the tiny beacon of illumination, my senses heightened and my nerves on edge. The source of the light remained concealed, and I felt a chill of anticipation wash over me as I steeled myself for what lay ahead.

‘Sit down,’ a voice echoed, but it wasn’t a live voice; it sounded like a pre-recorded message, cold and mechanical. He forced my face down onto the table, the unforgiving wood crashing into my cheek, and I couldn’t help but let out a painful grunt. With trembling hands, I reluctantly picked up the pen and wrote down my username, the prospect of losing control over Anonymously Yours weighing heavily on me.
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The sky had this unusual pinkish colour on the day everything went chaotic. It was like the universe was trying to warn me that life would be different from now on. If I’d had even the slightest clue, I’d have hit the ‘deactivate’ button on my Insta sooner and gone back into my cosy, protective bubble. But I didn’t. I was so wrapped up in divulging the truth that I didn’t see what was coming for me. To be honest, a part of me felt important. For once, I was the one who was able to dictate what would happen. There was this illusion of control. You see, the deal with me is that I’m two different people – one of whom exclusively exists online. There, I’m like this mega-popular guru, running this account where people from school spill their secrets. It’s like I’m the go-to person for everyone’s inner drama; I have the superpower of being the keeper of secrets, and people trust me with that stuff. But in real life? Not so much. I’m the girl who hides out in the library at lunch, avoiding people like the plague and doing my best not to become a meme or something. I’d rather be binge-watching true crime docs or getting lost in some Alice Oseman novel than sipping lattes at Starbucks and watching TikToks with the school squad. But on the day when everything changed, it spun my whole world around. It was like my online persona and my real-world one collided head-on, and things got wild. I remember standing there, on the threshold of that fateful day, feeling the air buzz with an unspoken anticipation. If only I had known that I would bring my life into danger, perhaps I would have pre-emptively disconnected from my virtual life. I’d have tucked away my Instagram account and retreated into the security of my own little shell, a place where I was in control, away from the bombshell that was ready to explode. On the other hand, it was also a journey that would challenge everything I knew about myself and lead me down a path of transformation, one where I would have to find my true identity beyond the glowing pixels of a screen.

You’re probably wondering how I ever got into such a mess. So, when I hit rock bottom, this idea started swirling around in my head: Anonymously Yours. You see, my BFF Mona moved away earlier in the year, and it totally sucked. That meant I’d been stuck in isolation for way too many months, as she was basically my only friend. I had never felt so alone. Mona moved all the way down to Cornwall, and the only time we could even think about seeing each other was during Christmas break or summer or something. Not nearly enough. I did bring up the idea of staying with Mona during summer break, but my parents were like, ‘No way, a sixteen-year-old girl can’t take a five-hour train ride on her own unless she’s got a death wish.’ So, my life outside of school became this never-ending cycle of my bedroom. Mona seemed like a distant memory. It was so hard doing life without her. We practically grew up together, always hanging out, scouring second-hand bookshops all over town like treasure hunters on a mission to find old Penguin classics in their original, worn-out covers. Those were the days. So, I was thinking about putting myself out there during the summer holidays when I was on my own. It was my first summer without Mona, and let me tell you, I’d never felt so lonely. I mean, everyone from school was out there, seemingly having the time of their lives and posting it all on Instagram. Meanwhile, I was just here, dreading spending the rest of my summer solo. That’s when I started playing around with the wild idea of setting up a website. At first, I thought about becoming a book blogger, but there were already, like, a zillion of them out there, and I just didn’t have the energy to try and compete. So, I spent the entire summer brainstorming how I could tell stories in a different way. Honestly, I didn’t feel like I had a single creative bone in me to become a writer myself, and I didn’t have much to say anyway, so it had to come from other people who had way more interesting lives than I did. My mum suggested I volunteer for a newspaper, but my social skills were practically non-existent, so that wasn’t an option. I wanted something I could do from the comfort of my own home, sharing stories anonymously. When school finally started again, I ended up sitting behind Jessica and Sam, who were part of the popular crowd. One day, I overheard their conversation, and it all just clicked.

‘I can’t take it anymore,’ Jessica moaned to Sam.

‘Maybe you should just tell him to decide. Either make your relationship public or find someone else,’ Sam replied.

Jessica sighed, saying, ‘I know, but I don’t want to lose him. I don’t need the whole school knowing, but I just want to be able to talk about us without worrying.’

‘You mean you’re looking for someone to spill your secret to?’ Sam asked.

Jessica nodded and said, ‘Yeah, something like that. I can barely contain all of this information.’

Sam chuckled and admitted, ‘Well, I’m definitely not the right person for this. You know I can’t keep secrets. I’m surprised I haven’t blurted this one out.’

They both started laughing.

And that’s when it hit me like a bolt of lightning. It felt like the most brilliant idea ever. I was brimming with excitement as the idea of creating an Instagram page for anonymous confessions struck me. The thought consumed me, and I spent the entire day lost in fantasies about it. I could already see the profile picture: a finger pressed against pursed lips, signalling a secretive ‘shh’. It was genius.

Once I got home from school, I meticulously crafted the Instagram account. I swiftly created an invite and sent it out to every student at our school, urging them to join the anonymous confession account I had just set up. My fingers danced across the keyboard as I composed a message, inviting them to be part of something uniquely freeing as opposed to the oppressive vibe at school. With a flurry of anticipation, I began posting a series of initial confessions, including some of my very own secrets that I had long kept hidden. Of course I posted them anonymously. It seemed only fair that I, too, participated in this. My initial contribution to the confessional page was an admission that I absolutely hated Mr Evans’ music class, mainly because he smelled so bad that whenever he would walk past me, I would have to squeeze my nose shut. Sharing my own secret was a bit like a rite of passage, a symbolic gesture that I believed would encourage others to trust this online platform.

🤫 Confession Time: Mr Evans’ music class? Not my jam. 🎵 Why? Dear sir had a nose-pinching aroma that could rival a skunk. 😬 #AnonymouslyYours #MrEvansStinkfest 🤐

The moment I hit that post button, I could feel my heart skipping a beat as I anticipated the worst. Almost immediately, the comment section came alive with responses from various students at school, each tagging others and forging connections over shared experiences, revealing a common ground that transcended our apparent differences. It was fascinating how this digital space was serving as this separate ecosystem, uniting students from diverse backgrounds who might never have interacted otherwise. Who could have ever thought that people would be interested in what I had to say? It made me laugh that I had a voice online when I knew that if they knew who I was, they would unfollow and block ASAP. I was not the influencer people wanted to follow. But I knew in order to make this work, I needed more content. I picked up the phone and called Mona, my voice tingling with excitement. I explained this crazy new thing I started to her and made a special request – I needed a secret from her to contribute to our growing collection. After a bit of friendly nagging and teasing, she finally relented, revealing a secret she had held close for some time. Mona confessed that, once upon a time, she had discreetly purchased an Adderall pill from Jake Harrison, a notorious name, who had been suspended last year for getting drunk at school. I was shocked.

‘I didn’t actually take it,’ she confessed, a hint of relief in her voice. ‘I spent hours googling the potential side effects, and I decided to go for a safer option – a few cans of Red Bull. Surprisingly, it did the trick. I aced my French test that day.’

‘I can’t believe you did that!’ I shrieked. ‘It’s so ... unlike you.’

‘Well, there’s a lot you don’t know,’ she said.

I felt my heart breaking when she said that. ‘What do you mean?’

There was silence at the other end of the line.

‘Nothing,’ she said. ‘Just joking around.’

I didn’t believe her, but I wanted to so badly that I decided to let it go. ‘Do you want me to post it anonymously?’ I continued the conversation.

Mona, ever the brave soul, replied with a resolute, ‘You can use my name. It’s not like I’m still going to school there.’

🤫 Our own (ex) Mona’s Secret: Scored an Adderall from Jake Harrison, the legend who got suspended for turning our school into a party zone. 🚀 But did she use it? #AnonymouslyYours #ShhhMona 🤐

The comments followed immediately.

🤔 CuriousCat88: Jake Harrison, the legend! 😂 I remember those days. Thanks for the peek into the past, Mona! 🎉

JessGlamVibes: Once a bad boy ...

Jake_Winston_Fan_Account: My mannnnn

Not long after I posted this secret about Mona and bad boy Jake, my inbox became a place of confessions, some juicier than others. A floodgate of emotions had burst open, and people were eager to unburden themselves in the safety of anonymity. Walking through the bustling school hallways the very next day, I couldn’t help but revel in the newfound sense of power that coursed through me. I was the guardian of secrets, and yet, to everyone around me, I remained a loner. Strangely, no one seemed overly curious to uncover my identity; they appeared content with this mysterious online source suddenly present on social media. In the classroom, as I gazed at my classmates, I couldn’t help but see them in a different light. I knew things about them that no one else did, and it was a curious sensation. For instance, Isaak, whom I had never considered approaching before, suddenly seemed different. More human. In gym class, I couldn’t help but think about the sorrow he must have felt when he had to say goodbye to his beloved dog. His secret confession had transformed him in my eyes, making him appear vulnerable and relatable, far removed from the popular guy who typically moved in tightly knit cliques. A part of me was tempted to walk over and ask him how he was doing, to extend a comforting hand, but the knowledge that it would reveal my identity held me back. I had to content myself with the thought that I had provided an outlet for people like Isaak, a safe space for them to express themselves without fear of judgement or exposure. Perhaps, in many cases, a response wasn’t necessary; they simply needed a place to go to unburden their hearts.

What I couldn’t possibly fathom back then was that my role as the keeper of these secrets would eventually become almost deadly and would shake our entire school to its core. Little did I know I would soon be confronted with an important choice. Reveal my identity or stay hidden forever. I promise, though, that I never truly had a choice in the matter.
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As I went back home from yet another boring day at school, the anticipation of checking my inbox provided a flicker of excitement, which I hadn’t had in a long time. I was greeted by the flashing notification of nineteen new messages, each one a potential secret. However, as I began sifting through them, it became apparent that four of these submissions were fabrications. I had become a pro at spotting them. When I first set up the page, I had already set up guidelines to establish a sense of trust and authenticity within our community. I implemented a verification process. It was a cautious step to ensure that the secrets shared held a semblance of truth. Whenever a user submitted their secret, they were greeted with an automated message from Anonymously Yours. This message requested evidence, a form of verification that could take various shapes – a photo, a voice message or even snippets of a conversation. It was then up to me to decide whether the rumour was backed up with enough evidence. As I scrolled through the messages, my eyes fell upon one sender whose name I recognised instantly – Owen Lewis, basketball genius. Owen had always been a prominent figure at our school, a towering presence on the court whose talent was undeniable. I couldn’t help but wonder what secret he might be harbouring – what layer of vulnerability lay beneath his athletic capabilities.

Owen_LewisMC



My dad is cheating on my mum. I hate him so much. The thought of hurting my mum stops me from telling. Post anonymously.



As I tapped the message from Owen Lewis and opened the attached picture, a sense of intrigue washed over me. In the photograph, I beheld a scene that was entirely unexpected: Owen’s dad sat in the backseat of a car, his lips locked with a woman with curly ginger hair – a stark contrast to Owen’s mother, who had a short blond bob. What caught my attention even more was the fact that Owen had chosen to send this message from his personal account rather than resorting to a fake one, as so many others did. Many individuals sought to shield their true identities, just as I did when I first embarked on this journey. The photograph showed the undeniable connection between father and son in those captured eyes. I saved the picture and started drafting a caption that would gather everyone’s attention. Almost instantly, the comment section beneath the post sprang to life. Some resorted to humour, using the hashtag #Sorryforsmashingyourmum, while others exhibited empathy and encouragement, urging this unknown sender to come forward and share the truth. I took silent satisfaction in observing the outpouring of responses to my posts. It was a fundamental aspect of my role, adhering to a strict rule that I had set for myself – never engage in direct conversation, except for the automated message sent to all contributors. There were various reasons for this, but the main one was rooted in self-preservation. I couldn’t afford to risk slipping up and revealing my identity, and maintaining this distance was my safeguard against such a mishap. After posting Owen’s secret, I printed it out and meticulously folded the paper until it resembled the size of messages found inside fortune cookies. These handwritten notes were then lovingly placed in one of my handmade boxes – my “Box of Secrets.” Each evening, I neatly folded the paper and put it in this box, housing the confessions of others beneath my bed like a keeper of hidden treasures. Once, I resented my invisibility at school, but now I had come to embrace it. It granted me the freedom to conceal my true self, to walk through the hallways knowing no one would suspect me of being the keeper of Anonymously Yours. I was no longer the lonely figure lurking in the shadows; I was the custodian of secrets, the guardian of unspoken truths.



‘Holly, dinner is ready!’ My mum’s voice echoed up the staircase, accompanied by the irresistible promise of my favourite dish, homemade cheesy macaroni. Just the mere thought of it sent me bolting out of my seat and bounding down the stairs. There was nothing on this planet that could quite compare to the culinary masterpiece my mum whipped up. I mean, I had practically lived off pasta and pizza for two whole weeks during our family holiday in Italy last year, and trust me, nothing even came close to how Mum prepared it. She was always humble about it, waving off any compliments, insisting that it was only because I was accustomed to her cooking, but I disagreed. It wasn’t just familiarity; it was the way the melted cheese gently caressed my taste buds; I twisted it around my fork until it transformed into a delectable cheeseball. When I got downstairs, Mum’s interrogation began.



‘How has your day been, love? Made any new friends?’ she inquired. It was a question she posed daily, perhaps out of worry for how I had been coping ever since Mona’s departure. I couldn’t help but roll my eyes in response. ‘Do you really have to ask me every single day if I’ve made any new friends?’



She sighed softly. ‘I’m just concerned about you, love. I know you’ve been struggling ever since Mona left.’



My frustration surfaced as I retorted, ‘Then let me go and see her.’



‘We’ve already talked about this,’ she replied with a hint of firmness. ‘Your dad and I aren’t comfortable with you travelling alone that far. But it doesn’t mean Mona can’t come here.’



I couldn’t help but think that Mona didn’t seem particularly interested in visiting, despite her parents being more laid-back about such matters. Every time I brought up the idea, she deflected and said she would think about it. It left me wondering if our friendship could withstand this separation.



‘Please?’ I tried again.



With a resigned tone, Mum reiterated, ‘The answer is no, Holly. You’re just not ready yet.’



I rolled my eyes, feeling defeated. I reached for my phone, eager for a brief escape from reality. Just as I unlocked it, a new message notification popped up, one that was anonymously sent, offering an escape from the anger I felt towards Mum.

Unknown_User_1100



I have a HUGE crush on Mister Shepherd. I was dying when he started quoting Lord Byron



The message pulled a chuckle from me. With a sense of curiosity, I opened the picture attached, which had been secretly taken during one of my classes. There I was, seated at the front, utterly unaware that my presence had been captured in a candid shot. If only those around me knew that the seemingly unassuming figure they often overlooked knew so much about them. It was a peculiar sensation, knowing that I held the key to their concealed truths while they remained blissfully unaware. The camera lens zoomed in on our literature teacher, Mr Shepherd, seemingly chatting away about Lord Byron during the class. I couldn’t quite understand anyone having any real romantic feelings for him, but his passion for literature had a certain charm that drew students in, making his lessons oddly captivating. Even I had to admit that.



After dinner, I raced upstairs to my room, eager to post the latest admission. Settling in amidst the familiar comforts of my space, a cheerful ping chimed from my phone, drawing my attention to Mona’s latest voice message. It was becoming increasingly clear that this was our new mode of staying connected, our once-close friendship now reduced to a series of alternate voice messages, exchanged as if we were perpetually missing each other, filling in the gaps whenever our busy lives allowed. The thought of it tugged at my heartstrings, reminding me of the profound absence that had settled between us. As I pressed play on the message, I couldn’t help but feel an intense sense of longing, the echo of our shared history resonating within me.

Hi babe, how are you doing? The post you made last week about Harry secretly stealing snacks from the supermarket was so funny. I can’t believe someone caught him and took a picture of it!! I wish I was there to see his face. Anyway, I hope you’re doing well. I went surfing after school today with a few kids from school. Holly, it’s so amazing here. I wish you were here!! It’s so refreshing to be able to start over. The people are so different. They’re all so chill. Anyway I got invited to a masked party this weekend that I will definitely go to. Can you believe I am being invited to PARTIES? It’s so refreshing to be able to start over. Anyway, I am thinking of going as Eleven or Wednesday. What do you think? I need your advice!!



Her message had me feeling a whirlwind of emotions, and it wasn’t just a single reason that left me with a heavy heart. First, the realisation that she had already begun making new friends struck a chord within me. I couldn’t shake the sense that I was gradually fading into the background of her life, soon to be diminished to the role of a distant memory. I hadn’t known I was so replaceable. The frequency of her messages had already started dwindling, a gradual descent that I feared would eventually reduce our exchanges to weekly, then perhaps monthly, until we inevitably drifted away from each other’s lives. Second, her excitement stung. I couldn’t help but replay her words in my mind: ‘It’s so refreshing to be able to start over.’ It was as if she had found something better, a life that she preferred over the one we had shared. It’s not how I was feeling. I would have traded everything to return to the way things once were. Just me and Mona. The thought crossed my mind that maybe she found our previous life, and by extension, me, boring. Perhaps me preferring to spend time at the library dissecting Breakfast at Tiffany’s paled in comparison to attending parties or other thrilling social activities that her new life offered. A part of me longed to ask her about it, to voice my fears and insecurities, but the fear of saying something wrong and jeopardising our fragile connection held me back. I clung to every piece of interaction I could have with her, aware that she was the one constant in my life, the solitary anchor in a sea of uncertainty. With a deep breath, I clicked the recording button, preparing to respond, to keep our conversation alive, because she was everything I had, and I couldn’t bear the thought of losing her.

Hellooo, oh yes, the whole school went crazy about Harry! Someone even stuffed his locker with Malteser packets. I would feel bad for him, but I feel like he deserves it after bullying Hannah for such a long time. She basically removed her Instagram account for one whole month after he constantly commented vicious things on her account. I’m so jealous of your tan, by the way. I just saw the picture you posted, and I am in desperate need of some sun. It is so beautiful out there! The cliffs, the sea, nature. Have you done much reading lately? I have just finished Orlando, and I need to record a separate voice message about this because the book was a-ma-zing! I definitely think you should go as Wednesday unless you really want to shave your head?



I stopped the recording, feeling the weight of Mona’s message still lingering in the air around me. Her words had stirred a complex swirl of emotions within, but for now, I had to set them aside. It was time to fulfil my role as the owner of Anonymously Yours. With a few clicks, I crafted the anonymous confession into a well-composed post, one that would soon join the other confessions on my page. As I hit the “Post” button, I couldn’t help but wonder about the ripple effect these shared confidences might have on the lives of those who participated. Mona’s presence might have faded, but her influence lingered. Maybe this was my way of making friends like her even though people didn’t have a clue who I was?



🤫 Secret Crush Alert: Totally swooning for Mr Shepherd, our lit teacher who drops Lord Byron quotes like it’s nobody’s business. 📚💖 #AnonymouslyYours #ShepherdCrushConfessions 🤐



One notification popped up after another, making fun of the last confession. The fact that Mr Shepherd already had a huge bald spot really didn’t help people understand. When I was done scrolling through the comments, my inbox was already starting to fill up with these new messages, but at that moment, I found myself running low on energy. Mona’s recent messages had left me somewhat drained, and the prospect of delving into more secrets felt like an overwhelming task. I wrapped myself up in my favourite blanket, transforming into a snug blanket burrito, and took refuge beneath my sheets. Armed with a good book and my phone, which now doubled as a makeshift flashlight, I recreated a familiar scene – a sanctuary from the chaos outside. It was a scene that had played out countless times, a comforting ritual that I returned to like an old friend. In my cocoon, I was transported to another world, my own version of solace amidst the turmoil. The soft glow of my phone illuminated the final pages of Beloved, casting a warm glow within the dimly lit room. I felt an instant connection with the novel’s protagonist, Sethe. The search for identity. Sethe’s quest for self-acceptance amidst a society that sought to strip her of her humanity mirrored my own journey. In a world where I often felt overlooked and misunderstood, I found solace in Morrison’s portrayal of the character’s relentless pursuit of self-definition and self-worth.



As I turned the pages, I couldn’t help but reflect on the power of stories, both the ones I read and the ones I helped others share on “Anonymously Yours.” Each tale held a unique significance. And here I was, snug as a bug in a rug, navigating the comforting chaos of someone else’s world while continuing to find my way on my own.
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