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University student Jordan Bailey normally spent his Thursday nights either coaching the local under-10s girls football team at a local school, hanging out with his friends at tennis society or just studying medicine. All he had ever wanted to do was help people.

Tonight he had murder on his mind.

Jordan picked up the large steak knife from the chipboard kitchen counter and he was so looking forward to killing his housemate, Nathan. He was finally going to be free of the evil, twisted, abusive bastard and everyone else in the house could be free too.

He swirled the knife in between his fingers, went into the living room and leant against the dirty cream wall opposite the front door. As soon as the lock turned he was going to charge over and kill Nathan.

He had already laid out large black tarps all over the wooden floor to make sure he didn’t spill any blood. He had already cleaned and scrubbed the floors yesterday as part of his chores so he didn’t really want to redo it.

The dirty cream walls already had massive black streaks of dirt littering them so he wasn’t really sure if he needed to cover the walls or not. He had looked online how to kill cleanly and efficiently without much blood spray.

He hoped the walls would be fine.

He went over to the far corner of the living room, straightened the tarp covering the smart TV and all his gaming consoles and smiled as they were okay. The last thing he ever wanted was to damage his gaming consoles. 

He hadn’t spent over 200 hours on the latest Massive Online Multiplayer Game just to have his console covered in blood. That was not happening.

The entire small, terraced house was deadly silent. It was one of the reasons why he had chosen tonight to kill Nathan, because he would be the only one at home. His housemates Dania and Yash were out partying with a friend who recently got the cancer all-clear.

And he was going to save them from Nathan, so they could get to celebrate yet another victory. At least his housemates would be happy.

All he ever wanted was for other people to be happy.

The strong, overwhelming aroma of chicken curry, freshly fried fish and chips and coffee filled the living room making the delightful taste of crispy battered cod form on his tongue. If there was even the smallest chance he was going to prison for this killing (more like saving Hell’s Place from this monster) he was glad to have his favourite dinner.

He went over to the fake-wooden blinds covering the windows, he opened them slightly and he just grinned. Nathan was coming up their little driveway towards the house.

Nathan was doing his stupid little bopping as always with his black earbuds pounding some kind of horrible metal rubbish that wasn’t real music. His black jeans, black t-shirt and black trainers were perfect for him to die in.

Black would hide the blood nicely. Perfect just perfect.

Jordan looked down at the steak knife and he wasn’t sure if he should just kill Nathan or give him a chance to explain himself.

Nathan had been so kind, compassionate and lovely to be living with at first. They had met last year during their first year of university, they had laughed and partied and celebrated a lot together. Jordan’s grip tightened round the knife. He just had no idea why Nathan had become so abusive, shouty and threatened to punch them all.

The house was awful to live in and Jordan just wanted to be free. Whenever Nathan was home, everyone had to walk on eggshells, they had to make sure everything was perfect or Nathan would get angry and threaten to kill them.

He had to make sure he killed Nathan first.

It was the right thing to do. He just wanted to live his own life in peace, without fear and he wanted to do whatever he wanted when he wanted.

The key turned in the lock and Jordan wanted to give Nathan a chance to explain himself but he would die tonight.

No matter what happened.

The lock turned, the door opened and Nathan bopped into the house. Jordan’s hand tightened so much round the knife that his knuckles turned white. 

“Oh,” Nathan said, “hi Jordan, didn’t expect you to be home. Everyone okay?”

Jordan hid the knife behind his back. Why wouldn’t he be here? This was his home, his life and he deserved to be here no matter what Jordan thought.

“I’m sorry,” Nathan said, “that I didn’t scrub the floors yesterday like I said I would. I was just so busy revising but I did the dishwasher three times. Are we square?”

Jordan laughed. He couldn’t believe this. Why the hell was Nathan being like this? Normally he was always angry, rageful and he was threatening to kill them. He never acted shy and like Jordan was the crazy one.

“Why are you always gaslighting me?” Jordan asked whipping out the knife.

Nathan’s eyes widened and he stumbled into the living room wall. 

“No,” Nathan said. “Remember, we all spoke about this. You cannot keep threatening us with knives. Not again. Not after you hurt Yash,”

Jordan shook his head. Lies. These were all lies. He would never hurt Yash. Yash was kind, lovely and so caring.

“How long have you been off your medication?” 

Jordan pointed the steak knife at Nathan’s chest. Medication? What was he talking about? He had never been on any medication, had he? He was sane, caring and he just wanted everyone to be happy?

“What story did you tell yourself about Yash tonight? Did you tell yourself her and Dania were off partying with friends about a cancer remission?”

Jordan nodded. “Of course. That’s the truth. That’s what happened and you’re just gaslighting me,”

“No,” Nathan said his hands forming fists. “Yash is in hospital because you slashed her a few days ago. The police didn’t do anything because you were on your meds, at least we all thought you were,”

“Lies,” Jordan said. 

He had had enough of Nathan and his lies. Always trying to control him, manipulate him and make him feel like a failure. He had simply had enough.

He charged forward.

Thrusted the knife through Nathan’s chest and just grinned as the warm, dark red blood dripped down his hand from the wound and he threw Nathan’s corpse to the ground.

He laughed to himself because he was finally free of Nathan, finally free of his control, his hatred and all his gaslighting.

The door exploded open a moment later and Jordan jumped as he saw himself.

“Damn, too late,” the Other Jordan said.

Jordan just cocked his head. The Other Jordan looked identical to him. Same little nose, same slim body and same excellent fashion sense. What was he doing here?

The Other Jordan disappeared and a demonic laughter echoed all around him. Jordan waved the knife around randomly and he prepared to fight, to kill, to free himself of whatever came at him.

A moment later, a young woman with long brown hair, piercing sapphire eyes and a long black dress appeared in the middle of the living room. Jordan couldn’t deny she was
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