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ONIRALGIA


“Local man has been spotted running away from the crime scene where a 16 year old teenager girl was murdered and sexually assaulted. The features of this man, according to witness testimony, is kin to that of long sideburns and ginger hair.” a man on the radio speaks as if he was trying to feign being the police. Hun turns the radio to a rock song radio station, as he would park his car in front of the Boroughthorough Sanatorium, in Wildenhark-Boroughthorough Boulevard Road. As he walked out of his car, he noticed a man with a head caved in with the fabric of some kind of purse or Bolso left over in the face of the corpse. Some kind of “:D” appears as a graffiti on the belly of the man, painted with some kind of non-stick paint, of whose texture and scent were that of thick, corrosive paintcleaner. As he walks into the Sanatorium, he finds a phone, which he picks up. As he takes the call from the other side, a female voice could be heard, calling as if a telecom operator picking up his call after many failed attempts at doing so:
“Are you free, Mr. Canaghan?” a woman says on the other end.
“Who am I talking to?” Canaghan says.

“And call me Cana or Canag.” he says.

“I’m Miss Huspencia Casablanca, the nurse on duty right now.” she says.

“I have an... an appointment. And there’s a dead man in the front parking lot. Mind calling the cops? My phone’s dead.” he says.

“Hello?”
“Huspencia, hello? Nurse on duty?” he says
“Are you free, Cana?” she says

“What?” he says

“Sorry, I don’t know what you’re talking about, Cana. Let’s talk about something else, shall we?” she says.
“Umm... sure.” he says.
“Make your way over to Sunderland Ward, and to room 349. You can take a view into the Foxglove yard that Mr. Thatcher has been growing, sir. May I also say you enjoy your stay in the Boroughthorough Sanatorium, as a nurse will be with you shortly.” 

“Are you free?”

He hung up.

“Wha—”

“Hu—”

“Uh—” he says, as any thought at remembering what he just did, what she just said, and whatever was going on in that place seems to hurt and ache at the back of his mind just at very, very edge of the wanting, of the longing and of the feel of the feeling of wanting to know whatever was lurking in that place. There was some kind of flickering light in one of the hallways in the sanatorium, and he walked right into the hallways, noticing a mural on the wall, reading;
...
“I can’t read this... some kind o’graffiti’s blocking it.” he says.

The graffiti reads;
“Knowledge is POISON. Ignorance is the CURE.” 
“Stupidity is the ANTIDOTE.”

“I, so much, I, so much. Eye, so much, eye so much...” someone says, as Cana looks into the ever expanding hallway of the Sunderland ward, walking to room 349. As he looks at the door, he notices it’s blocked. There was some kind of purse stapled to the entrance, and the head of something could be seen, too. 

“Trying to get in, me? Yeah. I am. Guess I need something to open this damn door. But I ain’t gon’ search further than...” he says, breaking a fire axe container open and taking it out, breaking the door open and walking inside. Everything inside the sanatorium is of the utmost quality, with every single light on and every single shower head functioning. As he sits on his bed, he looks outside, into the flower fields, and then back, noticing a man dead on the ground, transforming into something. It was still humanoid in shape, a face frozen in some kind of expression-less shape, with some kind of hooded seal-like nasal balloon with the skin of a nutsack coming out of the mouth. Its torso could vaguely be seen contained within a plastic, 5l bottle, and its skin is that of covered in sugar, almost as if its skin tasted sweet and sour, and it had patches of melted, fused-together flesh and some necrotic skin. It was the Smellfeast. 

As he looks out through the room’s peephole, he notices the mouth malfunctioning almost as if a videogame, its jaw disengaging and unhinging, jiggling and bouncing from side to side like a pair of breasts, letting out some kind of viscous, long-haired succulent groan from its own skin, sounding more as if a plastic wrap being elongated with that iconic squeak. He walks out of the room, trying to strike the Smellfeast, but it seems to dodge his attack. As he walks back and looks behind himself, he notices another Smellfeast without legs, walking using its torso and arms, its nose sack jiggling around. As he turns, the Smellfeast seems to stop and stare at him. He strikes the Smellfeast, wounding it. Striking it again, he killed it. As he walks up to the other Smellfeast, he struck it once, then again, killing it aswell. 

As he walks into his room, 349, once again, he finds a graffiti on the wall reading;
“If you want FREEDOM and PEACE, you must comprehend that it IS what lies beyond the abnormal, A superficial LIE you must not read beyond.”
As he walks into the hallways, he finds the way into the main room closed, and walks into some kind of staff break room for a respite, locking himself inside. He finds the corpse of Huspencia, the nurse on duty. The one that had called her, lies now dead. 

“There is nothing but lies...”

“there lies nothing but lies...”

“Lie...”

He sits down, grabbing a document and reading his own file. 

“Canaghan Woolsbury, Gerard”
“Age: 19”
“Sex: Male”

“Has a tendency to talk to this 17 year old girl he calls ‘tender sugar’. Says he’s been intimate with her since he was 14. Refuses to call her by any other name than ‘Boot’. Refers to Caillou, the show, whenever the nickname Boot is used in his presence, so it might be an imaginary, teenage in heat friend.”

He looks to the side, noticing three missing people posters.

“Trio went wrong? Guess that’s why I’m a virgin. Actually, i’m a virgin because I like anime.” he says in his inner monologue.

First missing person poster reads;
“FIRST NAME; Arlo-Austin” 
“SURNAME: Middleheart, Chounevá.”

“Last seen at: Ibiza-Capoeira Boulevard Road, Saint Clementines’ Whorehouse Prostitution Center”

“Features; burn marks at the forearm and legs, bright red hair, brown eyes.”

The second missing person poster reads;
“FIRST NAME: Arnold”
“SURNAME: Ari Adams”

“Last seen at: Hausdertoten-Huren Boulevard Road, near Saint Clementines’ Whorehouse Prostitution Center”

“Features; burn marks at the right eye and the right hand, dark hair, blue eyes.”

“FIRST NAME: Amsel

SURNAME: Abbot Allen

Last seen at: Ibiza-Capoeira Boulevard Road, Saint Clementines’ Whorehouse Prostitution Center”

“Features; burn marks on the right ear, blonde hair.”

A phone rang. He ran to pick it up.

“Where’s the little girl, huh? Where’s the little girl, huh? You gon’ tell me where that little piece of sugary tits shit is?” someone says.
“Who’s this?” Gerard says.
“Arlo! Amsel’s bro, what’s up? Who are you?” The voice says.

“And are you free right now?”

“Yo, are you free right now?”
“Hello?”
“I didn’t even have time to respond...” Gerard says.
“Yeah, that’s that saint clementine’s charisma. Yo, where the fuck is the little girl?” 
“You free right now, right?” he says.

“Uh...” Gerard says.
“What the fuck did you just say to me? Don’t you dare say that to me ever again in your damn life, okay buddy? If not, imma track your silly queer queen ass and shove my damn fist full your ass!” the voice says.
The other end hung up.

“What’s going o—”

“No. There’s nothing going on. It’s stupid to think something would be going on, and everyone who thinks that... is such a stupid piece of shit!” Gerard says, as that ache in the back of his head seems to grow stronger as if a bodybuilder injecting some steroids into the veins of their muscles for that permanent pump, if you know, you know. He looked behind himself, noticing a lewd, furry femboy poster.

“A furry...” Gerard says.

“Nice.”

As he looks outside, he notices two of those Smellfeasts walking together. One of them looks into a mirror, inspecting its own face as if looking for imperfections to be critical at. The other sits down in the ground, looking around as if expecting something else to pounce on top of it. As soon as the first Smellfeast stopped inspecting itself, it picked and ripped the purse off Room 349’s door, using it to strangle the other Smellfeast to death, stomping its face indefinitely, or until it went numb or bored. As he walks out into Room 349, he finds a male’s corpse with lacerations to the throat and with a “D:” written with graffiti on the groin, whose genitals had been removed. As he looks behind himself, he notices the remaining Smellfeast eating a cat whole in a single bite, yet puking out the whiskers before leaving the corpse to be found by Gerard. As he walked over to it, he noticed it had now disappeared. As he walks out into the fields, Wet Hands by C418 plays as he sits down on the ground, taking a brief respite as he looks at the setting sun, taking a deep, slow yet low and without blow breath as he would then let out a sigh without a high big going by without them going to be sly and then lie without lay to lie. 

“What’s going on, I wonder, but into it I won’t indulge. I reckon it’s for the others to do the reckoning, instead.” he says.

“I know it sounds egocentric, even egomaniac, but I don’t wanna risk whatever I have left.” 

As he looks behind himself, he notices a Smellfeast walking, wielding some kind of pool churro, who struck Gerard into the ground, jumping back up some time after as he takes out his axe, cutting at the neck of the Smellfeast, who seems to have evaded the blow, but took some of it, as stupid as that sounds. As he struck again, it ran away. The seemingly dead second Smellfeast from before returns without a head and without its left arm, wielding a handgun as Gerard hides between the bushes, being ambushed by the first Smellfeast, who was finally killed by striking its head with the axe. As the Second Smellfeast arrived to plant some questions in his mind, Gerard did not mind but neither did he bind to the hind, as he would aim his axe and strike it in the chest, killing it.

As he walked back into the sanatorium, he noticed a single Smellfeast over a puddle of water. On the water’s reflection, the figures of the three missing people, the trio of the whorehouse, could be seen reflected rather than the single monster. 
As the monster points its index finger at Gerard, it mutters out; 
“Selected... invited... commence...” he says, as it walks over to Gerard, who strikes it down into the ground, then bashes its head in once more with his axe, killing it once and for all or so it seems. 
As he walks into the elevator to get to another zone of the sanatorium, he notices a corpse simply called “B” with a “:D” on the side, in the form of graffiti. 

An audio recording plays as the doors close and as Gerard takes the moment as a slow respite, trying to be as quiet, calm and still as he could humanly, possibly be. 
“I never liked Arlo anyways. But I never liked myself either. Such a strange thing, is it? Is it now? It isn’t. How I hope that son of a bitch gets the fucking from life he deserves. And I don’t mean doing time, I mean turning into TIME.” someone says.
“My walls are made of birch in this bitch, and I don’t think I can tune down my pitch on this, right.” 

The audio cuts off.

As he stoods up, he notices the door being opened by something. The lights flicker, but there is no one to blame. As the doors open, he walks out, noticing a trio of Smellfeasts turning their backs to face him, aiming their fingers before Gerard launched his axe towards an oxygen and nitrous gas canister, blowing the three up as they would shrivel up and vanish. 

He walks into a hallway, noticing some kind of missing person poster on the wall, reading;
“HAVE YOU SEEN ME?”
“HUSPENCIA CASABLANCA”

“LAST SEEN IN THE BOROUGH-THOROUGH SANITORIUM IN THOROUGH, in Wildenhark-Boroughthorough Boulevard Road DOING NURSE DUTY BEFORE DISAPPEARING"

“WATCH OUT FOR:

WOMEN WITH SHORT, BOB-LIKE BLONDE HAIR

WITH FACIAL HAIR

WITH BLUE EYES

AS THESE ARE THE SIGNS YOU MIGHT WANT TO REMEMBER WHEN SEARCHING FOR ME!”

He walks into a patient’s room, finding a phone and picking it up, listening to whatever was on the other side of the calling parlament. On the outside, he notices a pitch black man with some kind of perfectly kept, high quality fiber and texture Teddy Bear Mask on his head. As he tried looking
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