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Caleb Collins just flat out couldn’t believe how amazing the entire small terrace house looked in Hell’s Place as he stepped away from hanging the last of the ribbons on the black curtain rail. He really liked how the blue, yellow and red ribbons hung elegantly off the rail and just helped to pull the rest of the decorations together perfectly.

He took a few steps back and this was going to be the most amazing party ever. Caleb had been working all day on the birthday party for his girlfriend, Bella, and he had done even better than last year.

He had no idea such a thing was even possible until now.

Caleb really liked the massive “happy birthday” banner that he had hung along the top of his bright white wall of the living room. He had freshly wiped each wall, floor and work surface because this was Hell’s Place after all, and they were all university students. Nothing got cleaned most days and just once, Caleb wanted the house to look nice for his girlfriend.

He had put “happy birthday” coasters in nice shades of green, blue and purple on their cheap plastic coffee table. And even the side tables next to the ribbon-covered sofas looked nice for a change.

Caleb gently kicked one of the tens upon tens of red, green and gold balloons he had spent hours pumping up. Bella was going to love this party and it was going to be even better when all her university friends showed up.

It was coming up to six o’clock so Bella’s lectures should be finishing about now, it would take her at least ten minutes to get home. So all her friends and even her parents should be showing up about now.

She was going to love it.

Caleb shivered as an intensely warm blast of heat came in from the kitchen, and Caleb just grinned. The sensational hints of caramel, baked carrot cake and toffee apples filled the living room.

All of Bella’s favourite foods were almost done and she was going to love him even more. Caleb was just looking forward to the birthday sex, Bella wasn’t exactly the most sexual woman but Caleb didn’t mind that. Bella was still a wonderful, caring and nice girl so Caleb was just happy to be with her.

In fact, her birthday was probably the only day of the year that Caleb had sex anymore. Not that he was complaining.

As the sheer silence of the living room reminded Caleb that he was done for the day, he smiled and went over to one of the ribbon-covered sofas and sat down. He liked how weird and warm the ribbons were against his skin, and he was already dressed for the party. Caleb always wore Bella’s favourite outfit, a black t-shirt under an unbuttoned white shirt and black tight jeans. 

Then Caleb just felt fatigued.

He looked at his golden watch. The guests wouldn’t be coming for a few minutes so maybe he could just have a little nap and then welcome them all when they came. 

Caleb closed his eyes and went out like a light.

Two hours later, Caleb woke up, stretched and set to work because he had a new job to do now. He went upstairs to his Master bedroom (which for Hell’s Place was a tiny little dirty bedroom with a half-working sink in the corner) and then he changed into his black jogging bottoms but still wore the t-shirt and shirt.

He went downstairs and picked up all the ribbons and threw them into a black bin bag. Then he kicked all the balloons as hard as he could so he popped each and every one of them. He loved the loud popping of the balloons, it was so much fun.

Afterwards he grabbed all the coasters and other party decorations and binned them too. He went into the kitchen and frowned at the burnt carrot cake, but he was still going to give it to the local homeless people when he saw them tomorrow on his way to university.

Then he just threw the black bin bag outside and he felt great. 

“Enjoyed yourself?” a man with a deep sexy voice asked. “How was the party?”

Caleb turned around and his grin got even bigger as he looked at the love of his life Roman as he came in from work. Roman looked amazing in his tight black suit that highlighted his well-toned body, muscles and his massive dick. 

Caleb hugged the man he loved and he kissed Roman over and over. He flat out loved the warm sweet taste of Roman’s lips against his.

“The party was nice. I slept a little but the ritual did what it was meant to do,” Caleb said. “I tidied it all up and the party was far better than the one we both threw the night Bella died,”

“Good,” Roman said. “Do you think we should still be doing this?” 

Caleb shrugged. “I do the party because the night Bella died she was meant to coming to her 22nd birthday party. Instead she was coming from yours because she was cheating on me,”

“Exactly,” Roman said. 

“How did your ritual go?” 

Roman grinned. “It was nice. I wore the same suit as I did three years and I rented the hotel room that we fucked in. Then I fell asleep, the party would have been fun though,”

Caleb still hated Bella for cheating on him and it was only because she had double-booked herself on her birthday that she had been speeding, and died in the car crash. But Caleb still liked the weird little ritual and it had made him meet the man he truly loved.

“Do you ever think about Bella?” Roman asked. “She was your girlfriend for a decade,”

“No,” Caleb said, “we met when I was twelve
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