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As I sat in my maths class, my mind wandered as I thought about how well my day was going 
so far. I woke up in a pretty good mood today, which was quite unusual, but since then, 
everything has gone my way today. Which is, again, quite unusual; I’m the unluckiest person 
in the world – well, I like to think I am, to tell you the truth, I haven’t met every single person 
in the world, so I wouldn’t know how unlucky I am compared to them. I don’t like to think 
about it too much though because I’ll end up saying something out loud and then somebody 
will turn around and tell me to shut up, and that there are kids starving in Africa, or that there 
are families with no homes in other parts of the world, and then I’ll just feel bad for being so 
self-centred. 

Anyway, going back to my day. First off, I met my best friend at the café near our school and 
had the best breakfast I think I’ve ever had, which obviously put me in a great mood, and from 
there we walked to school together, and then I had a bunch of academic exams, because you 
know, it’s exam season. Honestly, I thought I’d feel like shit coming out of those exams, but I 
felt pretty amazing, because I felt like I’d done well in them all.

I was so distracted by my own thoughts that I didn’t even notice that the back that belonged 
to the person that I usually sit behind, was no longer facing me, and instead I was confronted 
with a classmate’s mouth moving as he clearly spoke to me. But again, I was distracted, so I 
should probably ask him what he just said.

“Uh, sorry, what did you say?”

He laughs quietly before cutting to the chase “I asked you if it’s true?”

I was utterly and totally confused. What the heck is this kid going on about. 
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“Uhh… is what true?”

“You sending Andre pictures?”

“Pictures?” I ask, so deeply lost at this point, I literally have no hope for myself.

“Yeah, you know what I mean… naughty pictures” he emphasises the word ‘naughty’ as he 
wiggles his eyebrows at me.

I inwardly cringe at his gross facial expressions and he notices and just laughs at me. 

It isn’t until I realise what he is talking about that my face drops and my heart literally stops 
beating. 

I probably sound absolutely stupid right about now, and you’re probably wondering how in 
the hell I could forget sending something like that, but honestly, it happened well over a year 
ago and I was in a relationship with the guy at the time and had been for a while, so I made a 
dumb mistake, I know I know.

The thing is, all my friends were doing it at the time too, and at least I wasn’t sending them to 
random people that I didn’t even know – it was my boyfriend, my boyfriend of six months and I 
didn’t think it was a big deal. And it wasn’t. Well, obviously not until right now in this moment.

Who even is this boy asking me about this? I don’t think I even know his name. With direct eye 
contact, I sigh loudly hoping he would get the hint to leave me alone, but much to my dismay 
he continues staring at me waiting for his answer. So, I give it to him.

“I apologise greatly sir, but I have no obligation to answer any of your questions, please go and 
acquire a warrant and then return to me.” I attempt a smirk, hoping that my smartass answer 
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Then his friend turns around.

Fuck.

The burning sensation in the pit of my stomach rises as his friend demands an answer out me.

Without so much as another word I lay my head down onto my arms on the desk and ignore 
them, praying that they would just give up and leave me alone.

Not that it would matter. I have absolutely no idea how they found out about this but now 
they’ve mentioned it, they’ve left their mark. 

I’m scared. Scared to even lift my head up from my desk. What if they’re still staring at me? How 
do I even answer the question? Oh my god, did Andre show them the photos? What if the 
whole school knows? Am I going to have to murder Andre? What if everyone has the photos? 
Shit, what if the teachers find out and call home? My parents wouldn’t be mad, right? 

My thoughts are clouded by hundreds of questions and I can’t even begin to think straight. 
How on Earth did I get like this? 

My breathing is ragged as I try my very best to catch my breath, and that’s it. That’s my life, as 
depressing as I sound, this is all there is.

The life of Emery Prescott.
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0808 2000 247

National Domestic Violence Helpline

Drugsline

0808 1606 606

08444 775 774

Anxiety UK

0300 123 3393

MIND

www.mind.org.uk

www.anxietyuk.org.uk

www.drugsline.org.uk

www.nationaldomesticviolencehelpline.org.uk

Equality Advisory Support Service (EASS)

0808 800 0082 www.equalityadvisoryservice.com


