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Archer Kennedy (Death to his online friends) was so excited as he stood in the middle of his small square garden behind his cramped dirty white terrace house in Hell’s Place. The rain was perfectly lashing down all around him and the sound of it was hammering against the tin roofs of the nearby garages was deafening.

This was the perfect night to move bodies.

Archer shivered with sheer pleasure at the very idea of moving the bodies of his three wives. It was why he was here in the dead of night, it was why he had installed seven-foot high fences instead of the normal four-foot ones.

He wasn’t going to get caught easily but just the very idea that he might be caught was so exciting. He loved May because it was the perfect time to move the bodies. Especially as even though the rain was slashing and hammering down around him, it was still warm enough to be comfortable.

Even better he could wear shorts and a shirt under his jet-black raincoat. He doubted any of his neighbours could see him at any time of the year in his garden. Even more so tonight.

Archer tightly gripped his shovel and started digging where poor Katrine was buried. He had loved his first wife so much, she was kind, perfect and he was certain that he really thought she was the one.

He wasn’t exactly sure when their relationship had started changing, but that was half the problem. By the time he realised something was seriously wrong, he was trapped with a wife that shouted, berated and constantly said how he wasn’t driven enough in his life. 

Archer hated that the damn woman would dare say that. He was hardworking, he had his degrees and he was the best accountant in Canterbury, but clearly because he wasn’t the head of a major company in London he was lesser than her.

So one night he simply snapped, as did her neck.

Archer was still a little surprised how amazing, positive and wonderful he had felt during and after the killing. He felt alive, filled with energy and he felt the best he had in months.

It was a great feeling.

Archer kept digging more and more until he realised that he never buried bodies more than six-foot deep, because there was simply no point. And he was sure he was at the 8-foot mark.

He couldn’t understand this at all. He had buried Katrine here four years ago and she was here. He was sure of it and he had even told his dumb online friends about the bodies, because they were all serial killers and they all loved the act of murder.

Okay, Archer was fairly sure most of them were just fake pretenders but he still liked the little weirdos. Mainly because he was superior to all of them. They only spoke about being serial killers, he had actually done it.

Archer shrugged and went over to the other side of his small garden. He started digging again because he really wanted to find his second wife, Charlotte. If he couldn’t move his first wife and get the jolt of excitement about moving her, almost getting caught and sent to prison, then hopefully he could get the same excitement from Charlotte.

As he felt the soft, soaked soil move under his shovel, he smiled to himself because Charlotte would have loved that he was finally gardening in a way. He missed her cute little nose, long blond hair and beautiful smile. She was perfect in every way.

They had first met at an environmental talk at Kent University and she was giving a keynote. Archer had gone over to her and made her laugh, smile and she had asked him out on a date. 

Nine months later they were married but Archer already hated her and she was loaded. Archer didn’t really care about the money, but she was getting concerned about what had happened to his first wife and that Archer didn’t want to talk about her.

He didn’t understand why Charlotte couldn’t be more like Katrine’s family and simply shrugged at his story about her running away.

Archer returned home one day to see Charlotte had packed a suitcase and was about to phone her family about Archer probably killing Katrine.

So he had killed her first.

Archer kept digging whilst the rain lashed and hammered down around him, he still hadn’t wanted to kill her because she was brilliant, kind and such a great person in bed. She was a stunner and the world was definitely a poorer place without her.

But he had to protect himself and the act of killing made him feel sensational. 

Archer hissed when he realised he had dug ten feet into the ground and the damn body wasn’t there yet again. It was stupid, he had taken photos of Charlotte’s body for his online friends and they had all loved him for it. So where was the body?

Archer shrugged and went over to the small stretch of grass just in front of his patio. He started digging but it was soon clear that Tonia’s body wasn’t there either. He only had married and killed her because she had shouted at him once for texting a girl at work without her permission.

She was so stupid and insecure like that.

And he wanted to feel alive again, something only killing could do for him.

Archer just stood there in the slashing rain and he listened to the deafening hammering of the rain pound the tin roofs, he didn’t know what to do. All his online friends were awaiting a report from him with fresh photos of the rotting flesh and his dead wives.

They wanted to reward him, congratulate him and make him the most popular person on the website. 
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