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Carter Jones paced around the small cramped living room of his dirty white terrace house in Hell’s Place over and over. He had never actually paced before and he was impressed he couldn’t actually do it.

He was glad there was no chance of him knocking the glass side tables on either side of the two large bright purple sofas, he wasn’t going to trip over the ugly muddy-looking rug (that was actually a so-called artistic choice) and he wasn’t going to knock into the bookcases.

So he kept pacing.

Carter just couldn’t stop thinking about that damn research article that his professor had published three days ago. He flat out loved studying biomedical science at Kent University and he truly loved reading academic papers about life, happiness and health. 

It was why he wanted to live, work and breathe biomedical science for the rest of his life. 

And yet he just couldn’t stop thinking about the damn article that said laughter was the key to a long life.

Carter couldn’t remember for the life of him when he last laughed properly. He wasn’t sure if he had ever laughed in his entire life, he smiled a lot. His husband, Robert, all his friends and both their families had said Carter had the most beautiful smile.

But laugh? That was actually another matter entirely.

Carter kept pacing around until the dirty white walls of the living room started to spin a little, so he sat on the bright purple sofas. He smiled as he allowed himself to sink into the wonderfully soft fabric like his mother was hugging him. 

As the living room continued to slowly spin Carter focused on the bitter aroma of freshly roasted coffee from the brand-new bag he had opened this morning before Robert had gone to work.

Carter still couldn’t remember the damn last time he had laughed. It shouldn’t have been this hard, because he was so happy. He had a wonderful, loving husband that he had married as soon as they both turned 18, because they had been together since the age of 13. 

Carter flat out loved his degree and he was so proud, happy and delighted that Robert had gotten his degree apprenticeship in business finance. And Hell’s Place was a great place to live.

Even both their families got on perfectly well and no one had a bad word to say against the other. Well, any more than usual.

Everything was perfect, except Carter couldn’t understand why he had never ever laughed before. 

The realisation just hit him like a ton of bricks. He felt like a train had smashed into the back of his head. That was so bad, a little pathetic and just depressing that he had the perfect life and he had never laughed.

Not even once.

Carter had no idea why he hadn’t realised it sooner. On paper they had both worked out their lives so they were seamlessly perfect. Like they had a wonderful dinner, sex and time together on Friday night. Saturday and Sunday they would spend a lot of quality time together where they actually spoke, actually spent time together and they made each other feel special.

So special.

But Carter supposed in their quest for happiness and the perfect life, they had forgotten about laughter. He just shook his head because that was beyond sad.

Carter truly looked around his living room for a moment. He focused on all the beautiful holiday, wedding and family photos that him and Robert had put up on the walls. They were smiling in each of them and Robert looked so striking in all of them.

But there wasn’t a single photo of them laughing.

And Carter wanted, needed to live a long, happy life so he could work, have kids and do so many amazing things that he had dreamed about doing ever since he had been a small kid. Carter wanted to live as long as possible and if laughter was the key to doing it then he was going to make it happen.

So he needed to talk to the man he loved. It was coming up to midday so Robert would be following his normal, perfect routine of having his bacon sandwich from the girl on the third floor today.

If Carter left now then he could catch Robert before the weekly Tuesday meeting began. Carter smiled at the very idea of knowing both their schedules so perfectly, so down to the letter. 

It was just sad how perfect and predictable their lives had become. 

About 30 minutes later, Carter nodded his thanks to the receptionist as she buzzed him into Robert’s office. Carter was almost surprised by how clean, sterile and nice it was considering Robert was “only” an apprentice.

Glass walls covered the sides of the office and Robert had a large brown wooden desk (made from chipboard of course) but it was still lovely to see that Robert was making a lot of powerful friends in the company.

Robert stood up in his sexy tight black business suit and smiled. Carter seriously loved his smile and how it made his beautiful lips even more kissable than normal.

“What’s wrong?” Robert asked.

“We need to talk,” 

Carter nodded as Robert gestured they should sit on the two blackwood chairs in front of his desk. Carter wasn’t sure he liked how firm, lumpy and hard they were, but he was here to talk not have a meeting.

Even though he felt sorry for whoever had to sit on the awful chairs for a meeting. 

“We don’t laugh a lot do we?” Carter asked knowing the answer already.

Robert rolled his eyes and smiled at Carter. “I was wondering when you were going to figure it out. I noticed it years ago. We don’t laugh, we don’t cackle, we don’t do anything randomly. Everything
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