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Part 5

The Lunatic Returns

 Jake`s
Journal

 


I wake up in the nightmare, with the voices,
screams, and evil laughs echoing off the walls, but then they fade,
and I realize I am not in The Dark Room. The Lunatic is coming,
today is September the second.

I get out of bed, walk to the desk, grab my
shoulder holster, and put it on. I grab the gun, put it in, and
walk into the hallway. I hear a noise, turn, The Lunatic is
standing next to the door of its old room. The Lunatic looks up,
grins, and starts to run toward me. I look down, pull the gun out
of the holster, look up, take aim, The Lunatic is gone. I look
around, The Lunatic is gone, and I put the gun in the holster.

The Lunatic is just projecting itself here,
it is not here yet.

I walk into the bathroom, take a shower, and
begin to think about the day ahead. I go over the plan in my head,
go over all the possible things The Lunatic might do, and realize I
am ready for it. I finish with the shower, get out, put on clean
clothes, and put the cup on. I go down to the kitchen, walk in, and
hear a noise behind me. I turn around, The Lunatic in the hallway,
it looks up, grins, and begins to run toward me. I look down, pull
the gun, look up, take aim, The Lunatic is gone. I look around, The
Lunatic is gone, and I put the gun in the holster.

Dang it I wish The Lunatic would stop doing
that, I wish it would stop projecting itself, it scares the crap
out of me when it does that. Okay The Lunatic is close, it is not
here yet, but it is getting close.

I turn around, go over, and fix something to
eat. I sit down, eat, and go over everything in my mind.

I am ready.

I finish eating, get up, and go down to the
warehouse. I go to the workbench, sit down, and make sure I have
everything I need.

As I am sitting there, I hear a noise behind
me, I turn around, The Lunatic is standing next to The Maze. The
Lunatic is looking at The Maze, it turns around, looks at me,
grins, and begins to run toward me. The Lunatic is holding a
machete, I jump up, look down, pull the gun from the holster, look
up, take aim, The Lunatic is still coming toward me with the
machete. I shoot The Lunatic twice in the head, the bullets pass
through its head, and strike the wall of The Maze, it vanishes.

That was different The Lunatic didn`t vanish
until I shot it, I will have to patch up the holes in the wall, and
see where the bullets went.

I sit down at the workbench, pull the clip
out of the gun, and load 2 silver bullets in. I load the clip in,
put the safety on, and put the gun in the holster.

I need to make up a new batch of silver
bullets, I am almost out. I will have to make up a new batch and
fix the wall later.

I get up, walk to the van, and get in. I push
the button to open the warehouse door, pull out, shut the door,
drive around to Route 6, and get on driving toward I-95.

As I get to I-95, The Lunatic is walking
across the bridge toward me, and I drive past it. I drive down the
road, make a u-turn, drive back to The Lunatic, and pull over
beside it. The Lunatic looks up, smiles, I put the van in park, and
let the passenger window down.

“Where are you headed?” I ask.

“My car just broke down I was able to get it
pulled off the ramp over there.”

The Lunatic points over at the northbound
exit ramp, I look back, see a car sitting on the shoulder of the
ramp, I look back at The Lunatic.

“Do you know where I can get some help?” The
Lunatic ask.

“Yes I can help you. I know a little about
cars, I will take a look at it, if I can`t fix it I can tow it hop
in.”

I look up the road, no one is coming, I look
in the side mirror, and no one coming that way either. The Lunatic
smiles, grabs the door handle, I reach down, and open the lid on
the chloroform. The Lunatic opens the door, I grab the rag, and dip
it in the chloroform. The Lunatic gets in, reaches out, grabs the
door handle, and pulls the door shut.

“This is great thanks.” The Lunatic says.

The Lunatic begins to turn around, I put the
rag over its face, and The Lunatic goes limp.

 


 


 


 


****

Julie Andrews

Great day to be alive.

 


Julie drives north on I-95, she has the radio
up full blast, and is singing along and smiling.

I am so glad I decided to take this vacation
it has been a long time since I did something for me and I had to
get away. I work way to damn hard that is all I ever do, I know
that is the way to get to the top, but I needed this vacation.
Ready or not, here I come Virginia Beach, yes this is exactly what
I need. It is a beautiful day, this is a great day to be alive,
just me and the open road.

The car begins to slow down and shake, she
turns the radio down, and the car backfires.

Uh oh what is going on, I just had the car
checked, they told me everything was good to go.

She looks down at the dashboard, a red light
is on, she looks, it is the check engine light. The car sputters,
backfires, begins to run rough, she looks up, and sees an exit.

Shit what is going on? Okay don`t panic,
there is a exit, get off the interstate, and get the car checked.
Hopefully it`s nothing big and I will be back on the road
quick.

The car slows down, she pushes the gas pedal
to the floor, it surges ahead, then backfires, and begins to slow
down.

Shit I wish it would stop doing that, it
sounds like a shotgun going off, I wish it had started acting up
yesterday when I was getting it checked out.

She reaches over, pats the dashboard, and
rubs it.

“Come on girl you can do it, you can do it
Bessie, it`s not much further to the exit you can make it, and I`ll
get you fixed up.”

Bessie that is a weird name for a car,
especially since this is a muscle car. I should have named it after
a guy maybe Butch or something like that, maybe that is why it is
acting up, cause its pissed I call it Bessie.

The car begins to backfire as if to say, dang
right Im pissed, Im a guy not a girl. The car continues to
backfire, she turns on the turn signal, and pulls onto the exit
ramp. She lets off the throttle, the car backfires, spits,
sputters, then shuts off. She turns the steering wheel to the
right, coast onto the shoulder, and the car rolls to a stop.

Shit this is not good.

She puts the car in park, grabs the ignition,
and turns it. The car starts, she pushes the throttle, and the car
shuts off. She lets go of the ignition, reaches up, and rubs the
dashboard.

“Im sorry I called you Bessie, I know your a
big tough guy, come on Butch I know you can do it.”

She reaches down, grabs the ignition, and
turns it. The car starts up, she lets go, reaches up, and rubs the
dashboard.

“I knew you could do it Butch, I will get
someone to fix you up and I won`t call you Bessie anymore.”

She puts the car in drive, pushes the
throttle, Butch backfires, and shuts off.

Shit I thought that was going to work. I will
give it one more try, if it doesn`t work I will have to get someone
to look at it. I don`t have a clue about cars, except how to put
gas in.

She grabs the ignition, turns it, the motor
turns over, but won`t fire. She stops after a moment, turns the
ignition off, takes the key out, and grabs her purse.

Shit today started off so good. Just relax
Julie take a deep breathe it is going to be alright.

She closes her eyes, takes a deep breathe,
holds it a moment, slowly lets it out, then opens her eyes.

Much better I am not going to let this get me
down, it is still a great day to be alive, I will get help, and be
on my way soon.

She opens her purse, puts her keys in, and
shuts it. She opens the door, gets out of the car, and shuts the
door. She walks up to the stop sign, looks to the right, and sees
nothing. She looks to her left, sees a sign a little ways away,
turns, and begins to walk toward it.

Hopefully there is a phone nearby, I want to
get Bess.....I mean Butch fixed, and get back on the road. I ought
to get to the other side of the road, in case someone comes along,
I might get a ride.

She turns her head, looks over her shoulder,
no one is coming, and she turns hers head back to the front. No one
coming, she walks across the road, and begins to walk across the
bridge. After a minute she hears a vehicle, looks up, a van is
coming down the road toward her.

I wish the van was coming the other way, it
might would stop, and I could get a ride to a phone or a service
station.

The van passes her, she hears it slow down,
looks back, and it makes a u-turn.

Good maybe they know where I can get to a
phone, I might be able to get on the road quick.

The van drives back to her, pulls up beside
her, and stops. She looks into the van, sees the guy, and
smiles.

Wow he is a real stud, things are looking up
already.

The passenger window slides down.

“Where are you headed?” The man ask.

“My car just broke down I was able to get it
pulled off the ramp over there.”

She points over toward her car, the man looks
back, then looks back at her.

“Do you know where I can get some help?” She
ask.

“Yes I can help you. I know a little about
cars, I will take a look at it, if I can`t fix it I can tow it hop
in.”

She smiles, grabs the door handle, and opens
the door. She gets in, reaches out, grabs the door handle, and
pulls the door shut.

“This is great thanks.” She says.

She begins to turn around and feels him put
something over her face.

What is goin......

All thoughts cease and she slips into
darkness.

 


 


 


 


****

Jake`s Journal

 


I get up, grab The Lunatic, and drag it to
the back of the van. I kneel down, put the rag down, and cuff The
Lunatics wrist. I pull The Lunatic purse off its shoulder, search
its pockets, and find nothing. I grab the rag and the purse, stand
up, and walk to the front of the van.

I shut the door behind the seat, sit down in
the drivers seat, look around, no one is around. I put the purse
behind the seat, put the rag in the chloroform, and shut the lid. I
let the passenger window up, put the van in drive, pull onto Route
6, and begin to drive.

I look down the southbound exit ramp as I
pass it, The Lunatic is walking up the ramp, I pull onto the
shoulder, stop, and put the van in park.

I turn around in my seat, open the door
behind the seat, look, The Lunatic is in the back of the van. I
lean over, look down the ramp, The Lunatic is walking up the ramp.
I look in the back of the van, The Lunatic is also in the back, I
shut the door behind the seat.

What is going on, did The Lunatic split
itself, so it could defeat me by making me think I had the only
one? Yes that had to be what happened I don`t like this a bit, I
could have missed the second one, if I had not looked down the
ramp.

I look out the windshield, no one coming, I
look in the side mirror, no one is coming that way either.

Good no one is coming, I will sit here, and
see what The Lunatic is up to.

I sit there, wait, The Lunatic walks to the
stop sign, turns right, and walks up beside the van. I let the
passenger window down, wait, and The Lunatic walks past.

“Hey where are you headed?” I ask

The Lunatic stops, turns around, walks back
to the window, it looks in, and smiles.

“Im trying to get somewhere to get something
to eat, I saw on the sign back there that the restaurant is this
way.” The Lunatic says.

“Yeah you`re right, the restaurant is that
way, but it is a good ways up the road. Hop in I will give you a
ride, Im going right past it anyway.”

The Lunatic smiles and reaches for the door
handle.

“Great thank you, Im starving, I haven`t
eaten all day.”

The Lunatic opens the door, I open the lid on
the chloroform, it takes its bag off its shoulder, and puts it on
the seat. I grab the bag, put it behind the seat, The Lunatic gets
in, and turns toward the door. I grab the rag, The Lunatic grabs
the door handle, and pulls the door shut. The Lunatic begins to
turn, I put the rag over its face, and it goes limp.

 


 


 


 


****



Betty Carter,

The Lunatic

 


Betty sits in the passenger seat daydreaming,
she feels the car slow down, looks at the driver, the driver looks
over, and smiles.

“This is my exit I have to get off and drive
back into the sticks now. I hope you get a ride soon.” The driver
says.

“Oh okay I hope I get a ride soon too.”

The driver slows down and gets onto the exit
ramp.

“Maybe you could let me out right here, it
will be less of a walk to get on the interstate, and I going to
have better luck getting a ride on the side of the interstate than
up there.”

The driver pulls onto the shoulder, stops,
and she opens the door. She gets out, reaches in the back, and
grabs her bag.

“Thanks for the ride.” She says.

“Your welcome, good luck getting a ride, be
careful there are a bunch of crazies out here these days.”

“Thanks I will be careful. I know all about
the crazies, I will keep my eyes open, and be careful who I ride
with.”

She looks at the sign on her bag, it is still
there, she smiles, and puts the bag on her shoulders.

It was smart putting this sign on my bag
people know Im going to Myrtle Beach before they ever stop.

She shuts the door, the car pulls off the
shoulder, and drives up the ramp. She stands there a moment,
watches the car turn, and drive away. She walks to the interstate,
begins to walk south, puts her hand out, and sticks her thumb
up.

I need to get something to eat pretty soon,
Im getting very hungry. If I don`t get a ride before the next exit,
I will walk up the ramp, and see if there is a store or restaurant
around.

She walks south to the next exit, no one
stops, and she begins to walk up the exit ramp.

Good the sign says there is a restaurant at
this exit, Im starving, I hope it isn`t very far.

She walks up the ramp, turns right, a black
van is parked on the shoulder, and she begins to walk beside
it.

Maybe this person will give me a ride to the
restaurant.

She looks at the van, the passenger window is
open, and she walks past.

“Hey where are you headed?” A man ask.

She stops, turns around, and walks back to
the window. She looks in and smiles.

“Im trying to get somewhere to get something
to eat, I saw on the sign back there that the restaurant is this
way.” She says.

“Yeah you`re right, the restaurant is that
way, but it is a good ways up the road. Hop in I will give you a
ride, Im going right past it anyway.”

She smiles and reaches for the door
handle.

“Great thank you, Im starving, I haven`t
eaten all day.”

He is good looking, I can trust him, he has a
face you can trust.

She opens the door, takes the bag off her
shoulder, and puts it on the seat. The man grabs the bag, puts it
behind the seat, she gets in, and turns toward the door. She grabs
the door handle, pulls the door shut, and begins to turn. The man
grab her and put something over her face.

Shit I messed up, I got in the van with a
craz.....

Her thought fades as she slips into
darkness.

 


 


 


 


****

Jake`s Journal

 


I open the door behind the seat, drag The
Lunatic to the back, and kneel down. I put the rag down, open a box
that is welded to the wall, and grab the extra set of handcuffs. I
lock one cuff to the bar, lock the other cuff to The Lunatics
wrist, check its pockets, and find nothing.

I will have to figure this out later, I need
to get back to the warehouse.

I pick up the rag, get up, and go to the
front. I shut the door behind the seat, sit down, and look around.
A car goes past, the driver doesn`t even look over at me, I put the
rag in the chloroform, and shut the lid. I let the passenger window
up, put the van in drive, and pull onto Route 6.

I drive to the warehouse, push the button to
open the door, and drive in. I shut the door, drive around to The
Dark Room, and stop. I turn the van off, open the door behind the
seat, one of The Lunatics is awake. I shut the door behind the
seat, open the drivers door, and get out. I open the lid on the
chloroform, grab the rag, and walk to the back of the van.

 


 


 


 


****

Julie Andrews

Have I been arrested

 


Julie comes to, opens her eyes, looks around,
but can see nothing.

Ow my head what happened, where am I, and why
can`t I see anything?

She tries to move her left arm, can`t, she
moves her right arm, reaches over, feels her left hand, and finds
it is cuffed to a bar.

What the hell, what is going on, have I been
arrested, where the hell am I?

She feels herself begin to slide, grabs the
bar, and hangs on.

When she stops sliding, she lets go of the
bar, tries to look around, but can`t see anything.

What is going on, the last thing I remember
was driving Bessie, I mean Butch, and it broke down. I tried to
start the car, it started, but it wouldn`t stay running. I got out,
began to walk, and that is the last thing I remember. Wait, I
remember a van, it was a black van, it stopped, the driver was a
real stud. I got in the van, what happened after that, I don`t
remember anything. Shit I remember, I shut the door, started to
turn around, he grabbed me, and put a rag over my face, shit I have
been kidnapped.

She feels a bounce, realizes she is in the
back of the van, and feels herself begins to slide. She grabs the
bar, hangs on, the van continues to bounce around, and she
continues to hold onto the bar.

The van bounces around a few moments, then it
stops moving around, and she feels the van stop. She hears a door
open, light floods into the back, and she raises her hand to her
eyes to shield them. The door shuts, it becomes dark, she feels the
van move around a moment, then it stops.

Shit I have been kidnapped, I don`t know
where I am or why this is happening. I don`t want to be here, I
want to get out of here, I want to be somewhere else, anywhere else
please.

She begins to cry, puts her hand down, the
door behind her is yanked open, she begins to turn toward it, the
man is standing there. She opens her mouth to plead with him, he
puts a rag over her face, and everything fades away.

 


 


 


 


****

Jake`s Journal

 


I stand at the back of the van for a couple
of moments.

It is a good thing I made the changes to The
Dark Room after last time, with The Lunatic projecting itself into
that women. I hoped I would not have to use the extra chain but I
have to, it is a good thing I prepared for this. It is a good thing
I welded that extra chain to the floor and welded a bar to the wall
I need the chain this time. The extra mattress is going to come in
handy too good thing I made these preparation or I would have been
in trouble.

I grab the door handle, yank the door open,
The Lunatic spins around, and opens its mouth. I reach in, put the
rag over The Lunatics face, it goes limp, I put the rag down, and
unlock the cuff on its wrist. I pick The Lunatic up, carry it into
The Dark Room, and drop it onto the mattress. I kneel down, pick up
a chain, and lock it onto The Lunatic ankle. I stand up, walk out
of The Dark Room, and walk to the van.

 


 


 


 


****

Betty Carter,

The Lunatic

 


Betty comes to, opens her eyes, and looks
around. She is in the back of a van, she looks around, the back
doors are open. She sits up, begins to slide toward the doors, and
feels a tug on her right hand. She looks at her hand, it is cuffed
to a bar, she tries to get the cuff open, but it wont open.

What the hell is going on, where am I, did I
get arrested or something?

She slides to the back of the van, looks out,
she is in a warehouse of some kind.

This isn`t jail, how the hell did I get here,
who locked me to this bar, and where the hell is here anyway? Oh
crap the guy in the van kidnapped me, the shit-head kidnapped me,
what was that noise?

She hears footsteps, she eases her feet out
of the van, stands up, and waits. The man walks around the door,
she kicks him in the balls, and he smiles.

Shit I just kicked him in the balls, he
should have grabbed them and fell down, but all he did was
smile.

She kicks him in the left knee, he screams,
falls down onto one knee, and growls. She grabs the rag, tries to
put it over his face, he hits her hand, and knocks it away. He
grabs her by the hair, slams her head into the door, and she
screams.

Damn it that hurt, I am going to get you
shit-head.

She tries to put the rag over his face, he
slams her head into the door, she screams, and drops the rag. He
picks the rag up, stands up, puts the rag over her face, and she
slips into the darkness.

 


 


 


 


****

Jake`s Journal

 


I walk around the back of the van, The
Lunatic is standing there, it kicks me in the balls, and I smile.
The Lunatic kicks me in the left knee, I scream, the knee gives
out, I fall down, and growl.

That hurt you are going to pay Lunatic.

The Lunatic grabs the rag, tries to put it
over my face, I hit its hand, and knock it away. The Lunatic is
bent over slightly, I grab its hair, slam its head into the door,
and it screams. The Lunatic tries to put the rag over my face, I
slam its head into the door, it screams, and drops the rag. I pick
the rag up, stand up, and put the rag over its face. The Lunatic
goes limp, I shove it back into the van, bend over, and rub my
knee.

Dang it that hurt, if there is a next time
with 2 of them, I will put the rag over its face before I pick up
the other one.

I rub my knee for a few minutes, then I stand
up, put the rag down, and unlock the cuff. I grab The Lunatic, pick
it up, and carry it into The Dark Room. I drop The Lunatic onto the
mattress, unlock the chain from the bar, kneel down, and lock it
onto The Lunatics ankle.

I stand up, walk out of The Dark Room, and
shut the door. I walk to the sound system, turn on the voices,
screams, and evil laughs. I walk to the back of the van, pick up
the rag, shut the door, and walk to the front. I put the rag in the
chloroform, shut the lid, reach in the van, get The Lunatics bag,
and the purse. I get out, shut the door, and carry the bag and
purse to the workbench. I put them down, sit down, and let out a
sigh of relief.

Dang it The second Lunatic almost outsmarted
me, I got lucky seeing it. The Lunatic got my knee pretty good, its
a good thing I got my cup on, or it would have got me in the balls
real good, lucky I am wearing the cup.

I rub my knee for a few minutes, then pick up
the purse, open it, and dump it out. I look through the stuff, see
nothing of interest, except the wallet. I pick up the wallet, open
it, go through it, find a license, a bunch of cards, 310 dollars in
bills, and 50 cents in change. I pick the change up, put it in the
jar, grab the money, and stuff it in my left front pocket. I pick
up the license, put it to the side, and the picture catches my eye.
I pick the license up, look at it, it is not The Lunatic, it is a
blond women. I reach over, turn the monitor on, look at it, The
Lunatic and this blond women are in The Dark Room.

The Lunatic tried to fool me by projecting
itself into this blond women, it hoped I would grab this women and
be gone by the time it got to Route 6. That was a pretty good plan
it almost worked, I got lucky, that is the only reason it didn`t
work. If I had finished up just a minute early, I would have been
gone, and I would have missed The real Lunatic. The Lunatic would
have been able to come to the warehouse, it would have tried to
sneak in here, and it might would have beat me, I was just plain
lucky.

I look at the monitor, watch The Lunatic for
a moment, and smile.

It didn`t work, I beat you this time, and I
will be ready for you in The Maze, I will be ready for you.

I look at the womens license, her name is
Julie Andrew from Rocky Mount, North Carolina, I open the drawer,
throw the license in, and shut it.

I look at the monitor, the women is awake,
but The Lunatic is still out. I grab the ear protection, put them
on, grab the night vision goggles, and get up. I walk to the van,
open the drivers door, open the lid on the chloroform, and grab the
rag. I walk to The Maze, open the door, walk in, and shut the door.
I put the goggles on, turn them on, and walk to the door of The
Dark Room.

 


 


 


 


****

Julie Andrews

Where are those noises coming from

 


Julie comes to, looks around, but can see
nothing. She hears the voices, screams, and evil laughs, sits up,
and backs against the wall.

Where are those noises coming from, where am
I, what is going on?

She begins to cry, pulls her knees up to her
chest, wraps her arms around her knees, and begins to shake.

What is going on, where am I, I don`t want to
be here, I want out of here, who is doing this to me?

She sits back against the wall, a door opens,
she looks up, a shadow is coming toward her. She jerks her head
back, hits her head on the wall, feels something go over her face,
she slips into the darkness, and everything fades away.

 


 


 


 


****

Jake`s Journal

 


I stand outside The Dark Room door for a
moment, yank it open, and rush in. I put the rag over the womens
face, she goes limp, I kneel down, and take the chain off her
ankle. I pick up the women, get up, and walk out of The Dark Room.
I shut the door, walk to the van, put the rag in the chloroform,
shut the lid, and shut the door.

I carry the women to The Skeleton Maker, put
her in, and turn it on. I turn around, walk to the work bench, sit
down, and watch The Skeleton Maker begin to work.

 


 


 


 


****

Julie Andrews

They look like blades

Julie comes to, hears a noise, sees movement
above her, and looks up.

What is that, is it a scanner, am I in the
hospital, did I have a accident?

She tries to move her arms, realizes she
cant, looks down, her arms and legs are locked in.

What the hell is this, where am I, I don`t
want to be here.

She looks around, sees she is in a warehouse,
and realizes she is not in a hospital.

Okay Im not in a hospital, where the hell am
I, I want out of this.

She hears a noise above her, looks up, and
something begins lowering toward her.

What the hell is that, they look like blades,
oh no they are. What is going on, I want out of here, I don`t want
to be here.

“I WANT OUT OF THIS RIGHT NOW, LET ME OUT OF
THIS NOW.” She screams.

She begins to jerk on the locks, feels the
blades cut into her, and she begins to scream.

Oh shit this hurts, Im going to die, I don`t
want to die, I want to live.

“SOMEONE SAVE ME PLEASE, I WANT TO LIVE.” She
screams

She continues to scream, the blades continue
to cut, she passes into the darkness, her thoughts cease, and she
is no more.

 


 


 


 


****

Jake`s Journal

 


I take the goggle off, put them away, but I
leave the ear protection on. I watch The Skeleton Maker work, when
I see the women stop screaming, I take the ear protection off, and
put them away.

I pick up The Lunatics bag, open it, and dump
it out. I look through, see nothing of interest, except for the
purse. I pick it up, open it, and dump it out. I look through it,
see nothing of interest, except the wallet. I pick the wallet up,
open it, go through it, and find a license, a bunch of cards, 220
dollar in bills, and 2 dollars and 20 cents in change. I pick the
change up, put it in the jar, pick up the money, and stuff it into
my front left pocket. I pick up the license, put it to the side,
grab a pair of The Lunatics pants, and put them to the side.

I grab the rest of The Lunatics junk, stuff
it into the bag, grab the womens junk, and stuff it into the bag. I
stand up, my knee begins to throb, I reach down, and rub it until
it quits throbbing. I stand up, grab the bag, walk to the furnace,
and throw the bag in.

I walk to The Skeleton Maker, it is finished
I pull the container out, pick up the bones, and put them into the
container. I carry the container to the furnace, dump it in, shut
the door, and turn the furnace on. I carry the container to The
Skeleton Maker, put it in, and turn The Skeleton Maker on to clean
it. I walk to the workbench, sit down, push a button to turn the
voices, screams, and evil laughs off in The Dark Room, and I turn
the microphone on.

“Lunatic the women is dead, it is all your
fault, she is dead because of you. Lunatic you projected yourself
into that women trying to trick me, it didn`t work, I was not
fooled. Lunatic you killed that women, it is all your fault, I hope
you`re satisfied.”

I turn the microphone off, turn the voices,
screams, and evil laughs on, sit back, and watch The Lunatic. The
Lunatic sits down, begins to shake and cry, I begin to laugh, I
laugh so hard I almost fall out of my seat.
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