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2019 I began publishing 14 volumes of my fiction, inc 7 novels in
most genres, & 21 works of non-fiction covering cults,
politics, conspiracies, religion, disasters, science, philosophy,
warfare, crime, psychology, new age, green issues & all areas
of the unexplained, inc ufology, lost worlds and the paranormal.
Hopefully appearing at the rate of one a month, check out the
latest launch at my bookstore at http://anthonynorth.com or
buy direct from Smashwords for all devices at: https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/anthonynorth
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the unexplained. Available from same links as above. Also check out
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The
End


Death
has only one certainty. It occurs - in the end it happens to you
all. Everyone, and everything, suffers death - unless you are a
god. But this certainty aside, death comes in many ways.


Sometimes it comes quick, and so violent that death is
instantaneous and without pain. Then it can be gentle and slow; a
mere snuffing out during sleep, the experiencer none the wiser. But
other deaths can be slow and violent, and with oodles of pain to
make it a very memorable event.

They had
been burnt to a crisp. And when I say this, I mean the flames had
licked - incinerated - every part of them, burning deep into their
bodies and consuming their organs, leaving them blackened shadows
of what little humanity they had had.

The
blackened corpses were in varied statuesque poses around the room.
They had all ended up at the house, expecting a finale to the
events of their lives, but not this.

Or had
they?

The
answer to that question is the point of this work; and I suppose
the first question is: who were these corpses in front of us? Who
had they been?

Behind a
desk, seemingly in charge of the proceedings, sat the blackened
corpse of Jason Lambert, a macabre, distorted look on what remained
of his face. In life, he had been in his late fifties; an elegant,
handsome man and head of Lambert Corder Electronics. A ruthless,
ambitious man, he had been successful in his work. But had he been
as successful in his private life?

On a
settee to the side of the desk sat the blackened corpses of Jason's
son, Julian, and his fiancée Anna Daniels. Their faces were
slightly more serene, if marginally, and their corpses were
entwined, as if, as the flames licked and consumed, they had found
final solace in a deathly embrace, the flames fusing them in an
eternal expression of their togetherness.

But was
this togetherness truth, or illusion?

Marion
Lambert, so beautiful for her fifty years of age, was laid at her
husband, Jason's, feet. She had not been in this position in the
last moments of life. Rather, she had been merely walking past the
desk, a tray of tea in her hands. It was a joke that her last,
eternal, pose was to be by his feet like this. She would have
preferred to have fallen the other way, but as the fountain of
flame licked her, it was out of her hands. If only her other leg
had burnt off first, she may have toppled the other way - a more
true indication of her relationship with her man. But it was not to
be.

On the
settee at the other end of the room sat the blackened corpses of
the two outsiders in this room. When a fire consumes flesh, it
leaves grease, lots of oily grease. And the first of these two was
exceptionally greasy over its corpse. Which was fitting for Bob
Daniels was the greasy, sleaze ball of this macabre meeting. Anna's
father, he was also associated with this family through being
factory manager of Lambert Corder Electronics. But we will discover
many more secrets behind this shadowy, cruel figure of a
man.

And
finally, every grouping of people must have their saint. And this
came in the stiffness of the final corpse; that of Dr Philip
Hargreaves. A medical man most of his life, I suppose he realized
more than the others what a horrific death they would have, as the
flames first burst upon them. The fact that his corpse seemed to be
in the process of standing up testifies that the man had tried to
help, even as his own body was consumed. So did he deserve to be
here, this close friend of the family?

Well,
does not every saint have feet of clay?

So we
meet the victims, and we meet the perpetrators, and we have seen
their end. We have seen it in all its horror, the ultimate pain and
suffering endemic to that end. But why was this deed done? What had
these six people done in life to be burned into eternity in such a
way?


Questions, questions. So many questions. And so many hints to
come. Hints to why, to how, and by whom.

These
then are the people. These, also, are the questions. And we have
the mystery; the mystery of the circumstances. But such a web it is
that we must sift the evidence slowly, placing each of the
characters within the life of the others.

So sit
back, turn the page, as we go in search of wotdunit.


Jason's
Story


Jason
Lambert lies awake in his bed. It could have been any morning over
many years. But it just so happens this is the morning of the day
he dies.

It is
early morning and the birds sing - a happy sound, but a sound that
doesn't echo his spirit inside. For many years, Jason Lambert has
not been a happy man - if he ever was.

Marion,
his wife, pretends sleep beside him. She is good at pretending; has
perfected it over the years - with Jason. It was required for
survival. It was her only way. And of course, Jason knows this. He
doesn't suspect it. He knows!

Briefly,
he turns his head - his handsome, elegant head - and looks at
Marion. But it isn't a look of love. Not even a look of
familiarity. Rather it is a look of contempt.

Yes, he
has nothing but contempt for his wife. And she for him.

He gets
out of bed, stretches his naked body. For his age it is a good
body; leaner, more muscular, than it should be considering his age,
his lifestyle, his - abuses.

Maybe
it's the product of a Faustian Pact.

He
dresses quickly, but not clumsily. Washes in the en suite bathroom.
Shaves. Then back into the bedroom. A quick look, once more, at
Marion. A contemptible look.


'Are you
my dream come true?'

Cliché.
He only knew cliché, then. He spoke in clichés; lived in a decade
of cliché.

It was a
long time ago; a more innocent time, perhaps. Or did he know where
his path of life was leading. Did you all?

He was
sat in a bar, a young, thrusting executive, learning his trade in
business, in electronics, in life. Although he never really learnt
a thing. His sort don't. Too self centred; their own God in their
own, personal, universe.

She is
beautiful. Make-up heavy, but not too heavy. Used to accentuate her
good points which are many, rather than cover the bad. She wears a
long, black dress. It hugs her body. Her cleavage is a promise of
delight.

She sits
on the stool by the bar, a gin and tonic in her hand. She pouts.
'It depends on what you dream.'

They
speak in riddles; he hiding his inner under confidence; her, her
scheme.

Her
name?

'I'm
Marion ...

She had
to be. For it was inevitable that Jason and Marion would meet. The
universe was configured that way.


It is
later that night. The seminar is a bore, and Jason hoped for a
chance encounter. He needed to clear the cobwebs of the day,
provide warmth for the hotel room he occupied. And Marion provided
warmth; hot, steamy warmth. Warmth that tingled; rose to a
crescendo.


Afterwards, he lay back in bed. He was satiated. It had been
good. SHE had been good.

She
needed to be good.

She had
needed to be good since the day she walked out of home. Oh, how
your mind can be screwed when you're raped at fifteen. How it drove
her to madness. And taught her to be contemptible of men. And
taught her to use her body as a weapon against them. But what else
could it be, once violated?

Marion's
body was only a thing. A thing to be looked after, honed, but a
thing nonetheless.

And a
thing through the years of prostitution, fucking but hating, coming
but faking, laughing but crying deep, deep inside. But vengeance
begets…?

… what?

But
Jason doesn't know this. Has no idea of her past. Rather, he lies
there satiated, and maybe a touch in love. After all, he didn't
pay. Wasn't asked to pay. Wasn't going to pay. And she didn't want
him to pay. This one, she knew, was free. For this one was her
ticket out of the game. And into the game of a better
life.

But
Jason doesn't know this. And years later, even on the day she was
to die, she thought he knew not, still.


Jason
arrives at the office. He sits at his desk. From here he controls
his millions. But it ceased to be an aphrodisiac years before. He
is still the thrusting businessman. But it is more a case of power
now, than acumen. More a thing he does than desires. The gloss of
life is tarnished, never to shine again.

He
demands not to be disturbed for ten minutes. It is a daily process
his secretary knows well. No one will get into that office for ten
minutes. He will not be disturbed.

Why, she
has no idea. But we'll see his secret. We'll spy on him.

And
there he is, behind his desk, a mesmeric look on his face as he
watches the screen.

A woman
lies on a bed in the video. A man is on top of her, pumping. Her
legs are wrapped about him and she pants towards ecstasy. And as he
ejaculates into her, Jason issues a grim smile.

Does he
enjoy these videos? You cannot say that. He NEEDS them, needs to
watch this sex. But enjoy?

A need
does not necessarily imply enjoyment. Not when porn is an
addiction.


His ten
minutes are up. He's had his fix. He can go on for a couple of
hours now. He can function. Be in the world. Put on his
mask.

There is
a knock on the door. Bob Daniels walks in; spivvy, sleazy Bob
Daniels. Scheming Bob Daniels, forever trying to get one
over.

He sits.
Jason shudders inside. He hates this man. They hate each other.
There is a cauldron of hate swirling between them, guaranteeing
that they never touch, never communicate unless they need to. But
they need each other. Feed off each other. Are bonded through the
vindictiveness of their lives, forever, until …

Well.
Until death.


It is a
younger Bob Daniels who goes, secretly, into the room. He has been
in this room many times, will come many times again. It is a
functional room - a bed, a carpet, a curtain, the basics for what
he wants.

On the
bed, Marion pouts, as she once pouted at Jason. The lines on her
face cut deeper as she pouts, but it enhances, rather than
diminishes her beauty. Indeed, as she aged, she seemed to become
more beautiful by the day.

How
enchanting, the enchantress.

She is
laying there, a negligee exposing more than it covers. But covers
enough to entice, to excite, to release rabid desire.

Bob
Daniels strips - clumsily. He stands there, momentarily, a
weakling’s body, and Marion stills the laugh at the smallness of
it. But as he lays upon her, pierces her, she forgives his
deficiency.

She does
this for two reasons. First of all, to make up for his
shortcomings, he thrusts heavy and fast. And second, she lies back
and thinks of Jason - thinks of him knowing, and thinks of the hurt
he will feel. And it makes her come.

Later,
thinking it was he, Bob Daniels leaves. He leaves cockily, thinking
himself a man. And as he leaves, he doesn't see the shadow in the
corridor.

Gone,
the shadow emerges. Changes into Jason Lambert.

He is
crying.


Bob
Daniels speaks of problems in the factory. It is unimportant stuff
to Jason, but he pays lip service. Delights that such little
matters infect this mind. Delights that he is so small a man, so
wretched an individual.

He
remembers crying on that day of revelation.

He
remembers the despair, and in a way he needs to see Bob Daniels
often to renew his hate for the man and hate for Marion?

No. Not
hate. Not in the same way. Just contempt. Contempt that she could
risk her marriage for a man such as this. Until later, when he
learns more.

But he
remembers crying on that day. Remembers the despair. Remembers
going to see his friend, Philip Hargreaves, his friend and doctor.
His confessor. The only man he trusts.

Philip
sat back in his chair, his pipe between bearded lips.

He
sympathizes. Understands. Offers solace. Says it will fizzle out.
He must carry on. But Jason kills Bob Daniels every night in his
dreams.


He needs
to - for self-gratification, to feel superior. This is what makes
him such a great businessman – his ability to put others down;
psychologically, in himself, even if he can’t get away with it in
the real world.

But it
isn't superior, is it? It isn't right to live a life on the misery
of others. It isn't right for the victims, and Jason is as much a
victim as those he puts down – or at least, he used to
be.

That's
the truth you don't grasp. That's the truth that dare not speak its
name. Being superior over the suffering of others is not
superiority, but an unconscious urge to quell your own anxieties.
Jason Lambert is a bully, and there's no other way to describe him.
And that bullying revolves around his own lack of confidence. And
instead
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