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“Relax, you aren’t going to fail,”

I swear to God that second year psychology exams are next to impossible, and if my damn best friend Kit, says that I won’t fail one more time then I am going to kill him. I, Charlie Baker, really liked Kit because he’s funny, sweet and he really cares about me but he doesn’t know what it’s like to actually fail. 

I do.

As far as I’m concerned child development exams are the exams written by the devil himself. How the hell am I meant to remember the three different theories of language development from Chomsky’s Theory of Universal Grammar, Skinner’s Theory of Language Learning and Vygotsky’s Sociocultural theory. 

It was impossible.

Kit hugged me tight as we both sat on the awfully cold, smooth wooden floor of my living room. Thankfully, none of my housemates were home otherwise they would be telling me and Kit to get a room, make out and just fuck already.

Kit broke the hug and stretched out his wonderfully thin body. There wasn’t a gram of fat on him and there weren’t any muscles either. He was just pure skin and bone and he was really lovely. His long lanky limbs were perfect to cuddle with whenever I failed an exam or got a bad grade on an assignment.

His perfect, sweet sapphire eyes were nice to stare into and it didn’t matter how sad I was or how doomed my life seemed, looking into his precious eyes always made me feel better. 

I pushed myself across the cold floor to be closer to him and we both leant our backs against my ugly bloodred textured sofa. I really hoped our landlord changed it at some point to something a bit less striking and glaring. It was impossible to walk into the living room without just staring at it.

The sofa really was that ugly.

It really didn’t suit the smooth textured white walls, the gentle browns and wooden tones of the bookshelves or dining table. It seriously didn’t go with the nice ocean-view painting hanging above it.

The sofa was just pointless, but the rent was good. And I mean, this was Hell’s Place the place where so-called people died, got kidnapped and a thousand other weird things happened every day without fail. I think it’s all rubbish to be honest and right now, I really need to focus on my exams.

“You just need to learn the theories, get some supporting studies and some critical thinking points,” Kit said running a hand through his short blond hair.

I really loved the coconut and shea butter scent of his hair and he hugged me. I didn’t know any studies, or critical thinking points. The theories were impossible enough to understand, I was going to fail my degree and then my dream of helping innocent children with their mental health was going to be ruined.

I’ve already lived through an awful, abusive, foul childhood with awful mental health. I never ever wanted another child to go through what I did. I was not failing this exam.

“Why are you so smart?” I asked.

Kit shrugged. “I don’t know, but you’re my friend, I want to help you,”

I looked down at the damn textbooks Kit had brought with thousands upon thousands of little sticky notes in blue, red and green pouring out of it. There were way too many colours for there ever to be some kind of order, but Kit clearly enjoyed the madness.

“It’s simple,” Kit said. “Chomsky proposed that humans are born with an innate ability to acquire language and the brain has a built-in language acquisition device that helps children to learn language naturally,”

That I actually understood but as soon as Kit started smiling and telling me about some so-called fascinating studies that supported the theory in brand-new and revolutionary ways, I tuned out. 

I wished I had his brain, his mind and his memories. It would make my exams so much easier and... it was a shame it was never going to happen.

But it could. Wish and it will be. 

I jumped as the female voice whispered behind me.

“What’s wrong?” Kit asked.

I looked behind me and there was nothing there. “I don’t know. I thought I heard a woman behind me,” 

“No one’s there,” Kit said smiling as always. “You almost sound like my housemate Greta. She says Hell’s Place whispers to you before you become a victim. It’s rubbish of course, but she says it,”

I nodded and Kit went back to explaining three studies and theories to me. I couldn’t deny that I did live in Hell’s Place, I had heard all the rumours about the weird and crazy things that happened here. It wasn’t abnormal for people to disappear, to get murdered and for even stranger things to happen.

What if I could get his knowledge, his power and his memories? What if I wished to steal everything Kit had? 

I looked round and Kit clicked his fingers to get me to focus. There was nothing close by except for the textbooks and a metal straw from Kit’s bubble tea he had next to him. The textbooks would definitely be heavy enough to kill him with but-

No. I couldn’t kill Kit. He was my friend, he was my supporter and together, both of us had gone through so much that I couldn’t kill him. He was a brilliant and kind person to.

I couldn’t just throw away years of friendship over an exam. I wouldn’t, couldn’t do it.

Kit picked up the metal straw and played with it a little. It was so shiny, so clean and it would be a good way to kill him. I might even be able to drink his blood through it and all the dark, red rich cells had travelled through his brain every second of every day. The blood would contain his knowledge.

It would be so easy to just kill him and drink his blood.

I shook away the crazy thought. I couldn’t kill Kit, but what about the future children I would help by completing my degree and my training? I could help so many children and it would only cost a single death. It was worth it, surely?

“What do you think?” Kit asked smiling.

“I’m going to fail,” I said, knowing I couldn’t kill him. Not really. 

“You aren’t going to fail,” 

My hands formed fists. I grabbed the metal straw. I rammed it into his neck.

Blood sprayed everywhere.

Kit’s eyes widened for a single moment before he collapsed onto the ground and I managed to position the straw in a way to stop most of the bleeding. I didn’t want to waste a single precious, beautiful drop of the knowledgeable fluid. 

I just shook my head and laughed. I had promised myself if Kit told me I wasn’t going to fail one more time then I would kill him, so I did. 

Some warm blood dripped down my face and I made sure I wiped it onto my fingers and licked them clean. The warm blood was so tasty that I felt like I was already learning, becoming smarter and
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