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Anna Morris slammed the boot of her small red Ford Fiesta hard after she placed her husband’s warm dead body in there. She normally hated the bright golden lights of her husband’s, Stan, garage but they were perfect for making sure she could see what she was doing.

She hadn’t really meant to kill him this soon but she had wanted him gone, and he was being so annoying tonight. So he had to die.

Anna hadn’t been in the garage since they had brought the small, cramped former council house in Hell’s Place. The garage was tiny, with there barely being enough room to swing a cat let alone reverse her red Fiesta inside to get rid of the body.

Even now Anna hated how she was basically pressing herself up against the icy cold concrete blocks that connected the garage to the house. It was awful and she had squashed her tits opening and closing the boot.

But Stan’s corpse was inside wrapped up in his favourite green tarp so that was all that mattered. 

The rich aroma of bleach, lye and other cleaning chemicals filled the garage. Anna was glad silly old Stan had liked stealing from work because it had made her job so much easier. She had actually been scared to kill him a few days ago because it seemed so impossible, so weird and so nasty.

But that was the wonderful thing about Hell’s Place, everything just seemed easier here.

Anna slowly shuffled herself between the boot and the block wall over to the side of the Fiesta. She hated how small the damn place was and she hated the constant humming of Stan’s so-called backup generator. It was impossible for them to experience a power cut so she just couldn’t understand why the idiot had wanted it.

Boys and their toys were right.

Anna had really loved Stan once because he was kind, wonderful and he was the most amazing man she had ever met. She loved how Stan would take her on long romantic weekends away, romantic dinners and she would do just as much for him as he did for her.

It was beyond lovely and Stan was everything she had wanted in a man, and so much more.

So they had married, had three great kids that had all gone to university and they were experts in their chosen fields. They never really came to visit because apparently Stan was just an awful dad and now she understood.

Lately, Stan had been getting more and angry, he had been smashing things and he had been shouting at her. She hadn’t minded at first because she had assumed something was going on at work, but then she had called up the office and they had told her they had fired Stan three months ago.

Anna couldn’t have Stan lying to her anymore so she had confronted him. He had gone to hit her but he had stopped himself and they had had brilliant makeup sex.

But Stan didn’t realise that she had been planning his murder ever since, because Stan was a foul man that was keeping her children from her.

He was always going to die tonight.

Anna got into the wonderfully warm driver’s seat and drove towards Stan’s favourite park. She had no idea why Stan liked the park so much because whenever she would suggest about having a picnic lunch in it, he would laugh and tell her not to be so silly.

When she got to the park in the middle of the night, she took the tarp containing Stan’s body towards the back. There were rows upon rows of massive thick oak trees with large roots cracking up the ground. It would be winter soon so Anna was looking forward to giving the trees some extra food through the winter.

She took out the shovel that she had brought in the boot too and she dug.

The sky was pitch black and there was no one around the massive circular park. When Anna had been scouting out the location two days ago, there had been dogwalkers, weirdo joggers and local dumb students drinking and smoking weed.

None of them were here tonight.

Anna kept digging into the perfectly silky, soft ground that allowed her shovel to slice through it like butter. It was great.

Then the rich sickening smell of rotting flesh filled her senses and Anna saw someone had already buried a body there.

Anna rolled her eyes and filled the hole back in and she dug another hole a few metres away. Again, she found yet another body that had clearly been put in there recently. Less than a week.

Again, Anna rolled her eyes and moved even further up the park and dug yet again. She just laughed when she found two bodies in the exact same plot.

She filled in both holes, picked up Stan and put him back in the boot. Then she drove him home. She couldn’t believe that there were so many killers in Hell’s Place that she couldn’t even bury her husband in the local park. Everyone else had already done that.

There was no more space in the park for dead bodies.

As soon as Anna got home, she reversed parked into the garage. She flat out hated reverse parking, she had never liked it and she almost wished she could kill Stan yet again for making her do it twice.

Anna squashed her tits as she opened the boot, got Stan out and closed it again. She punched Stan’s corpse just for good measure because she was seriously fuming right now, she hated Stan more than ever.

Then she got him through her perfectly clean house that smelt wonderful with hints of vanilla, mint and freshly baked apple crumble filling every room. She might have hated Stan but she at least wanted to give him a good meal before she killed him.

She went out through their large glass sliding doors into their small square excuse of a garden. It was nothing more than a largeish square of grass without any flowers, any trees and any signs of life. Stan had stupidly put a bird feeder in the middle of the garden a few years ago but no birds ever came.

Anna wasn’t even sure she had even seen a bird in Hell’s Place.

Anna got her shovel out again and dug in the middle of the garden next to the bird feeder. She liked how her garden was a little firmer but the shovel still sliced through the ground like butter. The night was cool and dry and there wasn’t a single sound in the entire street.

A perfect night for burying a dead body.

Then the foul aroma of rotting flesh filled the air and Anna just laughed as she found two more dead bodies in her own garden.

Anna moved to the far side of the garden and dug. It only took her two minutes to find two more dead bodies that had clearly been in the ground for decades.

And she came over to the garden just in front of the sliding doors and dug. Yet again, there were three perfectly fresh dead bodies in the ground. They looked less than a week old and Anna was almost annoyed someone
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