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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

In
addition to the above, you may like my ‘I’ Series – 8 volumes of
flash fiction (horror, sci fi, romance, adventure, crime), 4
volumes of poetry & 5 volumes of short essays from politics to
the unexplained. Available from same links as above. Also check out
my bookstore for news of my books out in paperback.
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WOTDUNIT TO THE THROAT







Chapter
One






He was
but a shadow.

At least
it seemed so – flitting here, flitting there; going through life,
unnoticed by innocence.

Maybe he
had been innocent once – once upon a time, in a land far away – but
now …

He broke
into the apartment silently. It wasn’t that he knew how to break in
correctly or anything like that. Rather, it was as if normal
perception had been suspended. Sound had become muffled, light
dimmed. Even his appreciation of movement became surreal; slow
motion.

Maybe it
was the chemicals pounding through his body that did this; or maybe
he was entering a more supernatural, evil, reality. Not that he
cared. He had intention in his mind, and nothing else
mattered.

And so,
too, his future victim, as he sat in his chair, unawares. Yet, was
he already a victim? Was he already aware of what could soon come
to pass?

That is a
question for a later time. For now, we must bear
witness.

Soon, our
shadow approaches the chair. And as he does so, he raises the blade
in readiness. Is our victim struggling, fighting,
dreading?

As
…


Slash.


Slash!!!


SLASH!!!!!!

We could
hardly say that. Rather, it is as if the inevitable will
be.

Maybe it
always is. No matter what the crime, once begun, so many find it
hard to react. It is an alien thing being done – something few can
be prepared for – so without experience, the will totally and
immediately subsumed, we become passive, pliable – dead.

As our
victim now was - dead in reality and dead for all time.

Our
murderer – for that is what he is – smiles. Then he takes out his
suicide note, places it by the body and leaves.






‘I could kill you now – right now; throttle you, bludgeon you,
SLICE you …!

‘…obliterate you.’

Quentin
Freud paused. He had stored up the words for so long. He knew he
would use them some day and the time had come. Yet, once spoken, he
was drained.


Collapsing to the chair, he craved peace. But Carl
…

Carl
thought different - said: ‘Go on then - if you dare.’

If you
dare. Simple words, yet so goading.

Quentin
was essentially a peaceful man. Forty five years of age, he needed
to be. You see, his life was like a see-saw – he craved peace, but
as a forensic psychologist the chances of that were slim. Murder
was his game – and yes, it WAS a game.

It had to
be. For if he really thought this was his reality, he could surely
go insane.

Carl’s
voice pierced his thoughts. He sang:

‘Why am I waiting, oh why …’






Detective
Inspector Burley knew she was on the right track. She needed to see
him now; needed his advice. But he could be so elusive, secretive …
infuriating. And being blonde, beautiful and what could best be
described as slender, she knew she could do without Quentin Freud
in her head – especially as he was slight and not exactly good
looking; except, of course, for that rare but exotic
smile.

And
anyway, she was thirty and on the fast track. Distractions were NOT
needed.

No
way.

As she
approached the door she was aware of voices inside. Immediately she
went into stealth mode and smiled. At last, she thought, I might
actually meet his nemesis.






‘Let’s face it,’ said Carl after the goading. ‘You couldn’t do
it.’

‘But I want to. I want you out of my life.’

‘But it’s such fun.’

‘For you.’

‘For us both.’

Quentin
considered the idea - briefly. Rejected it. ‘Not for
me.’

‘Typical!’ raged Carl. ‘Nothing good in your life, is
there?’

‘What is good?’

‘Something you couldn’t understand.’

‘And why is that?’

‘Because you’re the eternal pessimist.’

‘Maybe I am. But why?’

Carl
sneered. ‘Oh no, not that again. I suppose you’re going to say I
stole your optimism again.’

‘Well you did, didn’t you?’

‘Then finish it.’

Finish
it.

Maybe
that was the problem.

Yes, Carl
was right. He was a pessimist, and maybe pessimists can never
really finish anything, ‘cos they know it will go wrong.

Or maybe
that’s an excuse for not bothering.

‘Well I can be bothered.’

Quentin
Freud stood up from the chair - realized he had brought a heavy
lump of wood with him. Grasping it with both hands, he raised it
high above his head …






‘Quentin, what are you doing?’ asked DI Burley as she walked
into the room, urgently. After all, she’d heard enough to realize
trouble was brewing.

‘What?’ He dropped the wood. ‘Oh, nothing …’

Burley
looked into his eyes – saw despair. She wanted to reach out to him,
but his face said differently – said ‘keep out.’ And then,
infuriatingly, Carl smiled from behind Quentin’s eyes.







Chapter
Two






Damn him,
thought DI Burley, damn him.

That
smile … like his heart trying to break free.

‘There’s been another suspicious death,’ she said.

Back to
the game, thought Quentin.

Agreed,
thought Carl.






The drive
to the scene was silent. Both Quentin and DI Burley had things to
think about – things that were diverting both of them, momentarily,
from the case.

Burley
had a given name and there was no reason why she didn’t use it, or
why others never asked her what it was. At least, that’s what she
decided. Maybe it was because she was still in what can be classed
as a man’s world – despite all attempts to close the gender gap.
And maybe it was because a little of the masculine rubbed off in
her demeanour. After all, you don’t get respect as a detective
being all pert and pretty and feminine. But Quentin never asked
what it was either.

Why this
annoyed her so much, she didn’t know. Most of the time he was
abrupt and rude; but then there were times when that smile broke
out and he seemed a different person – a person she was attracted
to; which was unusual in itself, him being a slight, not very good
looking kind of guy. But she guessed it was the raw intelligence
behind those eyes; an intelligence that was highly seductive – not
that it was intentional, she was sure.

As for
Quentin, as usual he was of two minds.

This was
the sixth case they had been involved with and a good working
relationship had been built up. Burley had even got used to his
strange ways – ways that were due to that annoying personality in
his head.

As Burley
put it once, trying to explain to a colleague that Quentin was not
mad: ‘He looks at an argument from both sides, you see. And he does
that by way of an argument, or dialogue, with himself. He tells me
it’s one of the oldest forms of philosophizing, going back all the
way to Plato, who imagined the existence of someone called
Socrates.’


Unfortunately, she never realized the joke.

But their
relationship had one severe problem. Deep in his mind, Carl
imagined Burley in ways other than a pure colleague, and at times
the involuntary erection was hard to disguise.






Finally
they arrived at the scene of the suspicious death – for suspicious
death it still had to be; at least until Quentin decided to the
contrary.

Entering
the room, Quentin noticed its normality. That was the thing about
murder – so often it intruded on the normal. That’s why, when it
happens, it seems so outrageously abnormal – not belonging in the
world of the victim.

So the
room was normal – until the see-saw kicked in, and Quentin see –
saw – the blood. Puddles of it. Which left Quentin in no doubt it
was murder.

He said:
‘Well there’s no way it could have been suicide.’ He observed the
neck, the death (murder) weapon by the side of the body, the
incriminating slashes of the neck …

‘Not even a suicidal could inflict such a wound – and suicide
through cutting one’s throat is not exactly the usual
choice.’


Supposition

‘No, a certainty.’

‘What?’ asked Burley.

‘Nothing.’

‘So it’s definitely murder?’

‘I think so, yes.’

Burley
pointed at the piece of paper on the table. ‘But the suicide note
…’

Quentin
frowned. His face hovered close to it. The forensic team had
already found a sample of the victim’s handwriting – not an easy
matter in an electronic world of smart phones and tablets (at least
a hundred doses a day to take away the pressures of life). And it
was clear the suicide note had been written by the victim –
again.

For this
was the second identical death – and the first, too, had featured a
suicide note written by the victim.







Chapter
Three






You’re
wrong

‘Shut up,’ said Quentin, harshly.

‘Beg your pardon,’ offered Burley.

‘Sorry.’

You’re
welcome

Oh, he’s
off on one, thought Burley – the theoretical process.

‘I didn’t mean you.’

Carl
became vocal, speaking directly through Quentin’s mouth: ‘It’s
wrong to think of the victim as normal. Murder rarely intrudes on
normality. There’s an abnormality already present in the
stew.’

They were
outside the victim’s neighbour’s house, waiting for the door to
open following their knock.

Quentin:
‘What? An affair; a lapse in judgement; a momentary greed? You’d
say yourself that this is all quite normal nowadays.’

Carl:
‘Ah, a fair point. Yes, forty years ago they would be
abnormalities, but since the rise of the Soap Opera the abnormal
intrudes so often that it becomes abnormal to not be
abnormal.’

Quentin:
Exactly.

Carl:
‘It’s good to know you’re listening to me – taking it all
in.’

Quentin:
‘Bosh.’

Carl:
‘But I don’t mean that.’

Quentin:
‘Then what do you mean?’

Carl: ‘I
mean everything about the victim’s house was too normal. And when
something is that normal it suggests a façade.’






The
neighbour opened the door - a woman, normal in every way. Let’s
call her Mrs Normal. Quentin gave himself a knowing look. Said:
‘Façade? Bosh.’

DI Burley
rushed forward and introduced herself, determined to take charge of
the situation and quell Quentin’s inner bickering.

They
entered a typically normal room – we’ve all seen them; everyone’s
but our own. The normal lady sat down on a normal chair and adopted
a normal seated posture.

Burley
said: ‘I understand you saw a young man enter the flat next
door?’

‘Yes,’ Mrs Normal replied.

Quentin
walked around the room, opening this, viewing that; peeping below
the normality, hoping to find everything normal. Yet …

‘Can you describe him?’ Burley continued.

Drugs in
a drawer.

‘Well, he seemed a fairly normal young man.’

‘Short, tall; light, dark?’

A man
hidden in a cupboard.

‘Sort of average.’

A knife
stashed behind a cushion.

‘Not much different to the victim, then.’

A picture
of a son called Norman.

‘Exactly.’

A bill in
her name – Norma.


Frustrated, Burley gave up for now. Before the two of them
departed, Quentin checked her for pulse and wig.







Chapter
Four






Burley
had had enough of Quentin for one day – that, and the
case.

She had
done much even before recruiting him – again. Forensics had been
busy; she had gone to the victim’s mother – told her – held her as
she cried. But Quentin troubled her the most. It was strange how
she always longed to see him but was soon glad to say goodbye. It
was as if she was infatuated and repelled at the same
time.

And then
there was the insult to her professionalism. She had risen quickly
through the ranks. She had done so because she was good at her job
– had an instinct for a case; and this, all before Quentin came
onto the scene. But since then it was as if she was unable to work
things out for herself.

Why was
this? Did he have a form of mesmeric influence upon her, or were
forensic psychologists just a habit the police had become used to?
After all, what did they really do? Yes, to begin with, they did an
invaluable job in categorizing offender types. Their profiles had
become standard fare. But what did a forensic psychologist do now
but quote from those same initial profiles?

She was
sitting, now, in her apartment, the sun going down on the day, her
thoughts angry, on the one hand, and sympathetic on the other –
angry at the man’s attitudes, and sympathetic of the life that must
have led to this.

Damn him!
She thought. Always in two minds, she was. As if Quentin was two
totally different people.






Quentin,
of course, wished he wasn’t.

He
remembered a time when he was one. He was happier then – more …
what?

More
balanced.

He sat
back in his chair behind his desk in his home. And then he sighed.
Even though he was happiest sat here, he sighed.

He
remembered what made him so happy, and he looked around him – at
his prized library of leather bound books. They were everywhere –
bursting out of bookshelves; in piles on his desk and on tables
around. Of course, in the modern world, most people preferred
paperbacks, but he never fully belonged to the modern world didn’t
Quentin.

He
imagined himself as a Sherlock Holmes figure. This was inevitable
once he had decided upon a life of crime – catching criminals, that
is. He knew his intellect was too high for the police, so forensic
psychology was the obvious area in which to excel. And maybe that
was his first mistake. After all, Holmes always had to have Watson
to talk to.

Is that
how it began? - his inner musings with Watson?

For it
was inevitable that Watson would be inferior of intellect. That was
the whole point of him in the Holmes stories – to make Sherlock
look so good. But Quentin wanted dialogue. So Watson has
metamorphosed into Carl. And in doing so he had taken, not only
Quentin’s optimism, but a huge chunk of his intellect.

Quentin
sighed once more and picked up a book, determined to bury his mood
in literature.

It was
two hours later that he realized he was tired; and thirty seconds
more when he realized he had not been reading the book he had
wanted.

Damn you,
he said.






Burley
was also becoming tired. The day had drained her. Hence, she
stripped off and fell under her duvet.

She laid
there a while, eyes open. Then, as her eyelids became heavy, she
closed them and turned.

Quentin,
too, had turned in his bed. He was in that zone between wakefulness
and sleep and the thought entered his head that he wanted to do
something repugnant.

Maybe
that’s when Carl took over. After all, as a fantasy, this would be
when Carl was strongest, in those moments before sleep, when the
will is low.

Burley
had a sudden thought about that smile that so often appeared so
briefly on Quentin’s face, and she was enthralled. Also approaching
sleep, the thought took hold of her and as she descended to
unconsciousness, she writhed; and pleasure washed over her - and
eventually, satisfied, she slept.

Quentin
woke up with a start and felt most uncomfortable. ‘Carl,’ he wailed
into the night. ‘What have you done?’
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