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A white Toyota Corolla rolls across the sunset landscape, an empty yet well-maintained road twisting and turning into a hilly part of western America. The location mattered little since the occupant of the vehicle, Thomas Smith, was just passing through. He was on a cross-country business trip so anything outside of that wasn’t in his interest. That said, the warm bask of the disappearing sun and beautiful red-orange sky atmosphere had him feeling oddly nostalgic. He couldn’t articulate the sudden reaction but it for some reason reminded of a similar evening in his youth. Back when things were simple: No responsibilities, no deadlines, just playing with friends all afternoon and then eating his mother’s homemade supper.

Before the sentimental emotions distracted him some more, he pushed on the black bridge of his full-rim glasses and let out a short yawn. It was summertime so the late day made him realize how time had fleeted from him. Seeing as it was close to eight, he decided the next hotel would be his stop for the night. After a few miles, he came upon something less luxurious, a roadside motel with maybe ten rooms total. He’d taken a backroad so he was out of the way out of anything that could be better. Tired of driving overall, he shrugged and settled for the accommodation. He pulled in and the closer he got, the more he realized how decent it actually appeared.

“Either way, I’m not paying for it...” he amusedly muttered to himself, finding a parking spot right in front of the lobby.

He stepped out of the car, the young man—from head to toe—was as typical as they come. His straight brown hair was shortly trimmed with a regulation haircut, slicked back with a side part. Clean and neat, like his face and the rest of his anatomy. The irises that matched the average color of his locks and looks briefly inspected his five-foot-seven person, his healthy-looking frame looking as middle of the road as a Caucasian would be expected to. Not too skinny, not too overweight. When he walked down the street, nothing happened. And he liked it that way. In fact, isolation was becoming as normal as everything about him. ...Except for tonight.

“Here you go...room 104.” the motel clerk chimed, almost breaking him out of a spell.

After exiting the car, he went on autopilot, the lethargy of driving several hours taking him out of the present. He almost didn’t hear the man, thinking back on those old times again. The employee didn’t notice, never once making eye contact with him and already back to watching whatever show he was streaming for the night. Thomas cleared the mental fog, grabbed the room key, and proceeded out the lobby. Rolling along his luggage with him, he reached the room and unlocked it. Inside, his first impression was:

“Not bad.”

The accommodation looked like any one in a one-hundred dollar a night hotel—spotless, two beds, and plenty of towels. He then set about doing the usual routine—unpacking his belongings, turning on the television for some background noise, and eventually preparing for a shower. The last he did before undressing was check his phone, seeing the battery was dead and plugging in the charger. He thought about powering it on but didn’t see the need. The emails from work had been checked and responded to when he stopped to eat an hour ago. Otherwise, he had no reason to anticipate a text or call from family. Friends either.

Both of his parents had passed years ago and they didn’t leave him any siblings to connect with. Since he was on the road a lot, he didn’t have much of a social life. Just a few at the office he could call decent acquaintances. That extended into no love life also, trying to recall the last time he even had a proper date with the opposite sex. Maybe that was why he was going down memory lane lately, flashes of companions and relatives seizing his regard shortly before he dismissed it altogether. Right emotion, but wrong place and time.

Thomas proceeded to remove his clothes and enter the bathroom, leaving the door open so the steam wouldn’t overwhelm him. He was the type to take scorching hot showers and the summer had been a scorcher too. His glasses were placed in their case, leaving them on the sink, glancing at himself in the mirror and noticing the slight bags under his eyes. Sometimes, he would have a couple of drinks at a local bar to wind down yet he wasn’t feeling it this evening. Rarely, he would attempt to talk with a woman, however, he never saw the point, especially when he was working. If he wanted to give it a genuine effort, Thomas wouldn't have to put in that much charm. He wasn’t unattractive yet he wasn’t anything that stood out from the crowd. Just another guy with a good salary job but hardly any time to enjoy the benefits. He exhaled, tired of thinking and in general. As always, it was going to be another painfully ordinary night.

As for the lingering thoughts—nothing a hot shower couldn’t cure. He stepped inside the tub, turned on the water, and turned his brain off for the next twenty minutes. Like any person, the thoughts usually associated with this plain activity would pour out of his subconscious but not given any tangible focus, washing down the drain with his body grime. Nonetheless, that splinter in his mind stayed, waiting for an opportunity that would soon present itself. An intangible force had pulled him to this motel room and the moment he crossed the threshold, he was already under its mystifying spell. Unaware of it, he turned off the water, grabbed a towel, and allowed himself to dry a little on the bath mat before stepping out of the washroom. As his head stayed wrapped in the white cloth, words began to form in the mirror. After he was sure his hair was dried off, he tossed the towel to the floor and immediately saw the message.

“...Huh?” Thomas wondered.

He grabbed his glasses case and stepped away from the steam still hanging around from the shower. The lenses were put on and his breath left him, looking at eight words written with peculiarly excellent penmanship. He read the one sentence aloud:

“Write your wish...and it will come true.”

Thomas looked around, his suspicious pupils looking for signs of the camera crew for some low-brow tv show playing a joke on him. There had to be a caveat for getting a room at half the price of a hotel. Perhaps it was simpler than that, maybe a disgruntled housekeeper playing jokes on customers to spook them away from the job they hated. Possible paranoia or whimsical pranks aside, he decided to play along. He was too tired to care, honestly, suddenly feeling sleepier than he looked. Stepping to the mirror, he placed an index finger on the glass and wrote the first thing that came to mind. He said it aloud, yet whispering the words in an ardent cadence:

“I want to start a family of my own.”

His brown eyes stared at the two sentences for a long minute before he dismissed the sentimental feeling he couldn’t seem to wholly escape. Back on autopilot, he finished the rest of his nightly routine—ending by changing into his sleeping clothes and letting his head hit the pillow. As the collection of today’s mundane events and flashes of the past carouseled in his head, he drifted into sleep wondering if any of it would translate into a future that could work. With no date life, he somberly let it go, only possible in dreams.

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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In his state of slumber, Thomas found that he didn’t know who that was. Any sense of self or personal history was gone from his cognition as it became apparent he was someone else entirely. In fact, she was a beautiful babe, catching a glimpse of herself in the rear view mirror of her nice, electric blue Mini Cooper. The twenty-something was a stunning brunette, with long flowing wavy hair, an usually white smile, and a fit body. She wasn’t curvaceous but the irresistible light of life in her big-eyed, uniform face was more than enough of an attraction. By all accounts, she was this “Thomas” person’s dream girl. Dressed to the nines in a black-gold sequin mini-skirt, faux leather top and strappy heels, she was pretty much anyone’s dreamboat, at least to those in the bar she planned on stopping at.

Her cute car pulled off the road at the destination, a quaint place in the middle of the city, nothing seedy. She checked her fitting outfit, applied more lipstick, and walked inside. A few patrons looked her way but they belonged to those on dates. The brown-haired beauty was meeting a friend but it appeared she was early. So, she took a seat at the bar, ordered a drink, and waited.
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