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Owen Murphy gently took the sharp, steak knife out of his wife’s throat as she slumped onto the perfectly laid green tarps and he smiled to himself. He didn’t like killing, he actually hated it and he would have much preferred to be having sex with his wife, Elaine, tonight.

Yet Elaine just couldn’t let the affair go, so he killed her.

Owen admired Elaine’s beautiful body in her white blouse, black trousers and her long lustrous blond hair was in a tight bun. She had always been stunning with her model-like looks, but as much as everyone said she was perfect. She wasn’t really behind closed doors.

Owen wiped his prints off the steak knife and carefully placed it over her chest, making sure not too much of the blood didn’t spill on her white blouse. Elaine would have hated that and if there was a remote chance of ghosts being real. Then he seriously didn’t want her ghost of all people to haunt him.

He just wanted a damn escape from the foul woman.

Owen supposed Elaine would have hated his garage, and he was grateful she had never come out here until tonight. The three massive benches that lined the concrete garage were covered in piles upon piles of screwdrivers, tools and paper designs for his future projects.

Elaine would probably burn the future plans out of spite and because they were a mess. It wasn’t really a mess. Everything had an order, even if he only understood it.

The only parts of the garage she might appreciate for a brief moment, before her normal rage took over, was the neatly arranged hammers, spanners and other tools hanging on the walls.  

And the rows upon rows of wooden shelves that looked like they were floating near the ceiling. He had loved pulling off that trick. Granted that was all before Elaine had drained the life out of him.

Elaine always shouted, moaned and punched him whenever she came home from work. He was always home before her, and he tried to get all the housework done. He loaded and emptied the dishwasher, he put the washing machine on and he started to prepare dinner. 

It was too much to do in the hour before Elaine got home, so she would kick off and punch him.

Owen hissed in pain as he reached up towards a wooden shelf filled with toxic chemicals he was surely fair he shouldn’t have them. His father had had them since the 1960s so they were probably filled with awful, cancer-causing ingredients but it was worth it.

All to get rid of Elaine. 

A roar of thunder and the lashing and pounding and hammering of rain on the tin roof made Owen roll his eyes. He didn’t mind the rain, the sound was normally peaceful but trying to get rid of a corpse in the pouring rain was going to be hard.

At least the rain meant no one else would be outside so he could hide the body somewhere in peace.

Owen felt something warm and wet against his foot.

There was a lot of fresh, dark, red rich blood at his feet.

Owen lifted up the tarp, shook his head and just grunted at all the blood that had gone through the tarp. Maybe he shouldn’t have brought the cheap tarps from the local corner shop a few blocks over, maybe he should have tested how all they were first of all and maybe he shouldn’t have killed Elaine.

He had done it now and he needed to deal with it.

He reached up to a pile of cut-up old boxers, wiped up the blood and just shook his head because he was making even more of a mess. He was sure the blood was sticking to his hands, his clothes and was seeping into the concrete floor.

This was a damn nightmare.

Owen stood up, paced round and another roar of thunder echoed overhead. He needed to get rid of the body before the storm stopped and other people went outside.

It was only 3 pm so the rain was lashing, hammering and pounding against the tin roof so no one would be going outside for a few more hours even if they were coming home from work. 

More blood dripped towards his feet and Owen paced round the garage even more. The rain hammering so hard on the tin roof, he couldn’t even hear himself think. 

He needed to get out of here.

Owen took out the electronic garage key out of his pocket, opened up the garage door and just laughed as a ton of rainwater flooded in.

The icy cold water splashed against his feet washing away the blood. Then Owen realised he had the answer to all his problems right in front of him.

He simply allowed the awful, pounding, hammering rain to flood into the garage. The floor was concrete and the door into the house was on a step three inches high, so the water just kept building and building and building.

It was getting redder by the second as the dark, red, rich blood mixed into it.

Owen went over to a shelf, grabbed a large brown bottle of something toxic and stepped up onto the three-inch high step. He really didn’t want to do this because the chemicals would make the water toxic as hell but it was all worth it.

Anything was worth the price of escaping from Elaine.

He unscrewed the cap, dropped the bottle into the blood-stained water and smiled as the water bubbled and foamed. Elaine’s white blouse melted as did the rest of the cloth and then the rest of her body melted too.

Owen couldn’t deny the melt of her clothes gave him a stunning final look at her beautiful body. And she turned ugly as hell as her skin, flesh
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