
We Don’t talk About Year 11





We Don’t Talk About Year 11
by Cleo Keller



© 2025 Cleo Keller. All rights reserved.
Published by 13th Bell Press
An imprint of Martin Black House


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is purely coincidental.


Chapter One:
The New Girl


The rain hadn’t stopped since Izzy arrived in Gravesmere. A thin, sideways kind of rain that slid down your neck no matter how tight your hood was. It made the whole town look blurry, like someone had rubbed at it with a wet finger. Roads gleamed under yellow streetlamps, all warped reflections and oily puddles. Even the school sign looked like it wanted to give up — Gravesmere Academy, Est. 1871 — half the letters rubbed to ghosts.


She hadn’t wanted to move. Not again. But her mum said Gravesmere would be good for them. Cleaner air, better schools, fresh start. All the usual reasons. None of which helped now, standing in wet tights and a too-stiff blazer outside a place she’d only seen on Google Maps.

Izzy stood at the school gates with rain dripping off her hood and down her blazer collar. Her backpack was already damp and her school shoes felt wrong — too shiny, too tight. She was sure her socks were sliding down inside them. Her phone had no signal. Still dead since the coach passed that weird stretch of road with the leaning sign and the broken fence. The one where all the trees had tilted like they were leaning away from something.

08:03.

She was early. Of course she was. Being late on the first day would’ve been worse. But standing still like this wasn’t better. She could feel people watching — or not watching, which somehow felt worse.

A group of Year 10s passed by on the path. Hoods up, bags swinging, voices bouncing between them. Something about a video that had already been deleted twice. They didn’t look at her. Not even a sideways glance. Maybe that was normal. Or they’d already worked out she didn’t belong here. New kids always stuck out — especially ones who arrived mid-term in the middle of the school year, still smelling like wherever they came from.

She swallowed, adjusted her hood, and stepped through the gates. The building loomed ahead like it had been waiting for her. Proper old-school vibe. Four floors of heavy grey brick and mean little windows. A place that didn’t want to change.

To the left, half hidden behind a mess of overgrown ivy, was something else. Another building. Smaller. Set back from the path, like it didn’t want to be seen. It looked worse. The stone was darker, windows boarded or too high up to look through.

That had to be the old block.

She’d heard kids on the coach mention it. “Don’t let them stick you in the old block.” “It smells like rot and cat wee.” “Swear someone died in the loos.”

Inside the main building, the air changed. Warmer. Denser. That mix of wet coats, floor polish, toast, and too many people in one place. Students moved through corridors like currents, loud one second then hushed the next. Blazers everywhere. Mostly black. School shoes mostly standard, though a few scuffed pairs clearly pushed the rules. Bags stuffed to the seams.

Izzy caught herself scanning faces — not sure what she was hoping to spot. Everyone looked half-asleep or half-bothered, in that classic school way. There were loads of different kids — Black, brown, white, all mixed together — but no one looked her way for long.

Her heart was doing that thing again. Not quite panic, but a jittery flutter in her ribs. Like she was being dared to mess up.

“Izzy, right?”

A voice, soft but clear. She turned. Woman in her thirties, floral scarf, clipboard tucked under one arm. Warm face. Red-framed glasses.

“I’m Miss Crane. Welcome to Gravesmere. We’re glad to have you.”

Izzy nodded, pushing a frizzy curl back into her hood. “Thanks. It’s… yeah.”

“Come on. I’ll walk you to form.”

10B was already seated when she arrived. A classroom with rain-marked windows and humming strip lights. The teacher didn’t look up from the register.

“New student,” he said, voice like sandpaper. “Sit anywhere. Quiet tasks on the board.”


Izzy slid into the back row. The girl beside her passed over a worksheet. Didn’t smile. Didn’t speak. The title read: What Makes a Good Society?


The rest of the day was a blur of drizzle and too many names. Maths with a teacher who didn’t notice she had no book. History that was halfway interesting, something about forgotten uprisings. Lunch in a canteen that smelled like beans, bleach, and steam cooked disappointment.

Most people were fine. Polite. A few smiled, a few didn’t. But something about the place prickled. Like everyone had already paired off and she was the leftover.

She made it to last period without losing anything. That counted as a win.


They had tutor in the library. It was warmer there, and quieter. Shelves stretched up the walls, packed with books that hadn’t moved in years. Plastic-wrapped copies of Shakespeare. Yellowed atlases. A whole section labelled School Archives.


She drifted over while the others answered some group question about responsibility.

Behind a dusty glass display: old leavers’ photos.

			
                 







Then a blank.

2020 missing.

2021’s class photo was taped in crooked, a smiley face sticker covering one of the heads.

2022... nothing.

No 2023.

She tilted her head. That couldn’t be right.

A boy shelving returns looked up. Tall, messy hair, hands in oversized sleeves. She nodded at the gap.

“Where’s last year’s Year 11 photo?”

He blinked. His whole face shifted. Not angry. Not confused. Just… flat.

“We don’t talk about Year 11,” he said.

Then walked off.

She found her form tutor afterwards, in the corridor just outside the library.

“Sorry to bother you,” she said. “It’s just… why isn’t there a photo for last year’s Year 11?”

Mr Delaney flinched. Like she’d dropped something cold down his back.

"Some were damaged," he said. "There was an incident."

"What kind of incident?"

His eyes flicked to the clock, then back to her face. For a moment something raw crossed his expression—grief, maybe, or shame. His hand went to his collar, tugging at it like it was too tight. "It's not something we discuss." His voice had gone quiet. Almost pleading.

"Please. Don't ask about them."


Not 'don't ask about it.' Them. 


His eyes flicked to the clock. “It’s not something we discuss.”

Izzy looked past him, out the window. Rain crawling down the glass.

Past the concrete path and bins and locked bike racks —

To the old building. The one behind the ivy.

A door. Just visible. Steel, or painted grey. No windows. No handle.

She would find out.

Because if everyone said not to talk about something, it usually meant you should.


Chapter Two:
The Empty Room

Izzy couldn’t stop thinking about the photo wall. It was the kind of thing you were meant to forget — just a weird little moment, like a crack in a pavement your brain would usually step over. But it kept tugging at her. Every time she blinked. Every time she sat still long enough to let her thoughts wander.

Why wouldn’t they talk about Year 11?

Back home, in her old school, Year 11s were practically famous. Loudest. Tallest. Always making a scene in the corridor, hogging the microwave in the canteen, hanging around the gates pretending to be too cool for anyone under fifteen. They had their own section in the yearbook. Signed shirts on the last day. Snapchat vids of them singing in assembly.

Here? Nothing.

By the end of her first week, Izzy had walked the school twice over. Not on purpose. Just trying to find her way to the art room without accidentally ending up in PE again. The building was a maze. Thin corridors, random staircases, and those weird folding walls that creaked when the heating kicked in. Everything echoed more than it should. Like there was space behind the walls that wasn’t meant to be there.

She kept glancing out the windows. Trying to catch another glimpse of the old building. But it was always half-hidden. Trees, fog, rain. Like the school didn’t want her looking.

On Friday, she found herself with twenty minutes to kill before maths. She should’ve gone to the library. Revised. Played it safe. Instead, she followed a corridor she hadn’t noticed before. It curved slightly, dipping at the far end, the floor tiles giving a soft squeak underfoot.

The walls down here were different. Older. The paint was yellowed and flaking, and the posters were faded to the point where the kids in them looked like ghosts.

Past a fire door, the air turned colder. She rubbed her sleeves. Her breath misted.

Then she saw it.

The door.

Metal. Grey. Set slightly deeper into the wall than the others. It had a tarnished brass plaque on it, just above eye level.

Room 11.4

She didn’t mean to walk closer. Her feet just moved. Like they’d been told to. Like this moment had already happened and she was just catching up to it.

The handle had been removed. Just a metal plate where it should be. No window. No sound. She reached out and laid her palm flat against it. The surface was cold. Too cold.

Something thudded behind her.

She spun. No one there.

Just the corridor, empty and quiet.

Izzy stepped back. Her heartbeat was suddenly way too loud. She turned and walked quickly away, not quite running.
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