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Louis Mason woke with a start.

He sat up in his large double bed and peered out into the darkness of his bedroom. Nothing seemed out of place but he could have sworn he had heard something large, unnatural and just flat out strange.

The dim golden light from the streetlamp right outside his bedroom window was sadly coming in through the edges of his blackout curtains. Louis really wanted to get that fixed one day but that never normally woke him up, so it couldn’t be that.

His large chest of drawers with jewellery, aftershaves and a clock was still there and nothing had been disrupted. So Louis doubted someone had come into his bedroom and knocked it or anything, which was perfectly possible given how close to his door it was. And Louis had banged his elbow more than once on the damn drawers.

That hadn’t happened this time.

Louis looked to his side and just grinned as his sweet, beautiful, precious boyfriend Oliver was sound asleep. Louis couldn’t deny that was a great reason to wake up because the golden light from the street light allowed him to see the slim, lean, amazing chest of Oliver. 

He seriously had an amazing body and it was even better that Oliver was only in a pair of tight black boxers, so Louis could see his long, sexy legs. 

Louis had no idea why Oliver didn’t just go to bed nude like him, but Oliver had stressed how he liked wearing boxers as it affirmed his gender perfectly. Louis sort of understood that and Oliver was the most beautiful transman he had ever seen so as long as Oliver was happy, Louis really didn’t care.

But Oliver was sound asleep next to him so clearly he hadn’t got up in the night and woke him up.

Something banged again.

Louis was so relieved he hadn’t been making it up, but now he really hoped no one was breaking into the house or anything. He had left his phone downstairs charging (something his dad would have shouted at him for because of fire risks) so he couldn’t call for help.

Then Louis realised that the chance of someone actually robbing him was so remote that it was silly to think about. He lived in Hell’s Place, a small council estate filled with student housing.

He doubted another student was going to rob them.

“That was a great party,” a woman said.

Louis jumped as he saw a ghostly white version of his bedroom door open and a ghostly form of a young woman in a black dress walk in. She was holding an extremely hot man’s dick in her hand as she came in.

Louis just watched. He had no idea what the hell was happening but he couldn’t look away. The guy was so hot, so striking and so perfect in his dinner jacket that he looked like a model.

The man and woman started making out and Louis just looked away. He seriously didn’t need to see that and a moment later the ghosts went away.

Louis hugged beautiful Oliver as he settled back down in his bed and he grinned as Oliver backed himself into his arms. He flat out loved Oliver more than anything in the entire world.

It still made no sense, and Louis couldn’t understand what the hell had just happened. They couldn’t actually be ghosts because this particular small, cramped terrace house in Hell’s Place was brand-new. It had only been built a year ago and him, Oliver and their two housemates, John and Gabby were the first to live in it.

They couldn’t be ghosts but he had seen them with his own eyes.

Louis managed to get back to sleep about an hour later and he hoped beyond hope he wouldn’t be seeing any ghosts ever again.

He was wrong.

The next morning Louis sat on the small, well-worn brown sofa with his fried eggs that Oliver had cooked for them both before he headed to a Film Studies lecture. And Louis couldn’t believe how great the eggs tasted with the perfect hints of curry powder, pepper and salt that hit his taste buds in all the right places.

Oliver could seriously cook. It was one of the reasons he loved him.

Louis rolled his eyes as their two other housemates started arguing upstairs like they always did every single morning like clockwork about who was allowed to use the bathroom and have a shower first. Louis hadn’t believed Oliver when he said they were drama students.

Now he fully believed it, the two of them could make a drama out of anything. It was why him and Oliver took showers together most mornings in the interest of “saving hot water”.

Louis finished up his eggs and was about to go into the kitchen when he heard a woman having the best sex of her life and the man was clearly enjoying it too.

He looked towards the kitchen and was surprised when a ghostly blue form of a massive square dining table appeared in the middle of a wall. He had no idea why the dining table wasn’t actually in the wall itself.

But he could see the head and chest of a woman clearly having a great time, and Louis seriously couldn’t bear to watch. He wanted to just go about his day without seeing any ghosts have sex or do anything at all. 

Louis went into the kitchen and noticed how there were ghostly blue forms of the kettle, mugs and oven but they were all in different places. He hated how disorienting it was.

Then as the ghost objects faded away, Louis realised that the woman on the table wasn’t the same as the one in his bedroom last night. And he doubted the man was the same either, so now he really wanted to know why the hell were there two sets of ghosts in his house.

He had to get answers. He just had no idea how to get them.

That night Louis hugged Oliver tight as he had fallen asleep on Louis’s chest after watching a science fiction film together. Louis had turned off the television hanging on the wall and he was just enjoying Oliver’s warm body against his, and how smooth and perfect Oliver’s skin was. He was glad that Oliver was starting to grow leg hair and facial hair for the first time and it was great that Oliver was finally getting to live life how he wanted to.

The damn shouting, moaning and fighting between their other two housemates made Louis laugh and roll his eyes. They had never had a fight in the evening before and he couldn’t actually hear what the argument was about, but knowing them it could have been anything.

The golden light from the streetlamp shone through the gap in the blackout curtains and Louis just decided that he had had enough for today. He had seen more ghosts, listened to more arguing than he cared for and he really wanted to join his boyfriend in dreamland.

“Who’s that honey?” a woman asked.

Louis rolled his eyes but he just froze as there was an elderly lady standing at the bottom of his bed. Her skin was ghostly pink, her red nightie was done up tight and she was staring right at Louis.

A moment later, a very elderly man walked with the same ghostly pink skin as her and his black dressing gown was done up as tight as he could.

“It’s a gay boy,” her husband said.

“Honey,” the woman said, “I can see that but it’s a ghost,”

“Wait,” Louis said, “I think you’re the ghost here. I’m alive and I’m the first person to live in this house,”

The woman frowned and rushed over to Louis, giving him a massive hug. Louis shivered from the sheer coldness of the woman, and he really hoped Oliver didn’t wake up. He had a 9 am lecture tomorrow morning.

“What was that for?” Louis asked.

The woman shook her head like she was telling him he was terminally ill or something just as bad.

“Have you seen a young university woman and a man in a dinner jacket? And a man and woman having sex on a dining room table?”

Louis nodded.

The elderly man shivered. “Then they are the people that live in this house after you,”

“Oh Honey, I’ll tell you what it means. You and your boyfriend will die in a few months. All of you get murdered by one of your housemates. Gabby kills you all because she hates John then she kills herself,”

Louis looked down at the beautiful man he loved. There was no way in hell he was allowing anything to happen to Oliver, he was going to die before he let that happen.

“Awh,” the elderly woman said. “That’s so cute. You look at me like that honey,”

“So Gabby kills us all?” Louis asked.

The arguing got even louder outside and Louis realised the elderly woman was telling the truth. There wasn’t a doubt in his mind that Gabby, or John for that matter, could snap and kill them given how bad and how long the fighting had gone on for. 

Louis was about to say something else but the ghosts were gone and the damn arguing just got worse and worse and Louis just held Oliver tight.

There wasn’t a chance in hell he was allowing anything to happen to Oliver. Especially now that Oliver was finally living the life he wanted to and his body was looking how he wanted it.

Louis was going to move heaven and Earth to protect him.

The next day as soon as Oliver got off for his morning lecture, Louis raced upstairs and went into their large dirty white bathroom with dirty clothes on the floor and of course, Gabby and John were arguing yet again.

It was clear that John had won the competition to the bathroom today, because he was standing there with only a thin blue towel around his waist. And Gabby was shouting about how there would be no more hot water for her.

Then the argument spun out of control into other areas of life.

“Stop,” Louis said, “and listen to me very, very carefully,”

So Louis was surprised with himself over the course of the next six hours, he told Gabby and John everything about the ghosts, what they had said and what was going to happen. Of course they didn’t believe him at first but after a while Louis learnt the ghosts had tried to visit the two of them first of all.

Gabby and John had simply ignored them.

Then Louis made Gabby and John talk about their differences whilst he wrote them down and they all worked on solutions for each issue. It was just a shame there had been so many issues to talk about. Then he helped Gabby and John to find a shared activity so they could spend some positive time together.

And when Oliver walked through the door with a massive cute smile on his face because he had done brilliantly on an in-class test (he had managed to get 98%), Louis just collapsed into his arms.

Not only because he was proud he had managed to set Gabby and John on the road to being friends and not killing each other, but also because Oliver was safe. Oliver was safe so they could both hopefully live a long, wonderful and extremely happy life together.

And when Oliver proposed to him later that night and they promised each other to get married a year after graduation, Louis just knew
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