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“Why couldn’t you just stay dead?” 

Alfie Bell just leant against the old dirty white chipboard worktop of his small galley kitchen in his terrace house in Hell’s Place. He stared at the beautiful ghost of his boyfriend Thomas who was sitting on his brown sofa watching a quiz programme.

He flat out hated living in Hell’s Place because it wasn’t a natural or normal council estate. Alfie hated feeling that he was always watched, always laughed at and he saw things in the corner of his eyes.

He wasn’t alone in Hell’s Place. Something was following him. 

Yet Alfie couldn’t help but smile because he had killed Thomas two days ago, but he was surprised how nice, wonderful and rather pleasant it was having Thomas back. Thomas was rather cute sitting in his tight blue jeans, white shirt and black shoes just he had done two days ago.

Thomas was so fit, sexy and beautiful. Alfie had always really liked how Thomas’s longish brown hair was parted so perfectly down to the middle that he managed to make the curtain hairstyle work so effortlessly. Normally Alfie really did it on guys.

Alfie pressed his back against the chipboard worktop as the copper kettle boiled away next to him. Alfie had just wanted to make himself a nice, large mug of piping hot bitter coffee but then Thomas had had to return from the dead.

Alfie had been hiding in the kitchen for at least thirty minutes, and he had no idea what to do. If he could see Thomas then, could other people? And if so, could Thomas tell them that Alfie had killed him?

He seriously hoped not.

Alfie was about to check the kettle again when the hairs on the back of his neck stood up like soldiers at attention. He felt like he was being watched, studied and something was trying to look into his soul.

He had had the exact same feeling every single day for the past month. Something was watching him. 

The kettle pinged and Alfie made himself a piping hot mug of coffee with extra brown sugar. He needed the sugary boost if he was going to deal with this problem, a problem he had no idea how to fix.

“I can’t stay dead until you tell me what happened, why you did it and that you were sorry,” Thomas said in his wonderful voice that was a perfect mixture of masculinity and femininity.

Alfie’s wayward parts flared to life. Thomas was so bloody attractive but he wasn’t sorry for killing him.

Alfie took his large mug into the living room. Thomas didn’t even move over slightly on the sofa so he rolled his eyes and just admired a little blue tit that was hopping around outside just in front of their massive sliding doors.

“I just wanted you dead and you weren’t hard to kill,” Alfie said like it was nothing.

Because it was. He had killed the man he loved because he was annoying, and not a good boyfriend. Even though Alfie knew deep down he had killed Thomas for a much, much better reason.

“I know, tell me about it,” Thomas said grinning. “I had gone for a bath to shave my legs and make me look perfect for you two nights ago. And then you come in with a plugged-in hairdryer and throw it into the bathtub,”

Alfie smiled. It actually had been that simple and he didn’t regret it. The sight of seeing Thomas’s large, slim, sexy body naked in that bathtub and jerk violently as he was electrocuted was certainly worth it.

“Bastard,” Thomas said.

Alfie shrugged as Thomas got up and playfully hit him on the arm. Then Thomas sat back down and moved over enough so Alfie could finally sit down.

“Thank you,” Alfie said taking his seat. “How did you come back in ghost form? Ghosts don’t exist,”

Thomas laughed and Alfie almost came right there and then. He flat out loved Thomas’s laughter, it was so cute, innocent and perfect.

“It turns out Hell’s Place doesn’t understand why you killed me so it isn’t letting me move on until you tell me and therefore it what happened,”

Alfie rolled his eyes. He knew that Hell’s Place was a weird council estate that had it in for him and this was where people died, went missing and weird stuff happened. But it was so damn annoying when Hell’s Place focused on him for a change.

He wrapped his hands around the piping hot mug of coffee, allowing the hot ceramic to almost burn him, and Alfie just hoped beyond hope that he was dreaming.

But of course he wasn’t.

“Fine,” Alfie said, “I killed you because I want to be free of Hell’s Place. I finished my degree last year, you still have another two years left. That means you want to stay in Hell’s Place for another two years and I can’t deal with that,”

Thomas frowned slightly.

Alfie jumped as he heard someone laughing at him.

“Do you hear that?” Alfie asked. “The laughter there it is,”

Thomas shook his head. “I hear the TV, the cars outside and everything else but no one is laughing at you,”

Alfie couldn’t believe his own boyfriend was calling him a liar. No wonder he had killed him so he could finally escape this place.

“Did you actually kill me so you could leave this council estate sooner?”

Alfie nodded and looked at the floor. “Of course, I couldn’t deal with the laughter, the watching and the things in the corner of my eyes anymore. Every single day there is something here in Hell’s Place watching me,”

Thomas moved away. “I dated a madman,”

Alfie shook his head and smashed the coffee mug so hard
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