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Prologue

––––––––
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One night, I had a dream. I dream often and vividly, but this particular night I had such a dream that I awoke and it was stuck in my mind. It was a such a crazy dream and I awoke (this happens often ha ha) and I quickly started recording the story into my phone. I tried to go back to sleep and I could not. I started typing more of the story and more of my ghastly recollections into my phone. As far as dreams go, I do not know about you, but I very rarely wake scared from a dream, even if it is a nightmare. I feel very lucky because in my dreams, I almost always go back and take care of business. What I mean is, as in most lucid dreaming; I seem to realize what is happening, and if someone is trying to kill me, or hurt me, I turn it around and kill them. I am still in a dream like state, but I do not allow any damage to happen to me.  

The next day I transferred everything I had written and recorded onto my laptop to be tucked away neatly into a file on my computer aptly named, “miscellaneous”. I had not looked at the file I started writing this story. For some reason this story just kept calling to me and I kept adding to it while I continued writing other novels and works. It was like a ghost haunting me to write and write some more until I finally gave in and finished the book.

Like all of my works thus far, they all take place in the same vampire universe. It is a world I like to call “Lydia’s World”, because she started it all so many years ago, with my first novel, “Mortal.”.

So welcome to Lydia’s World! Welcome to my dream! Welcome to The Wandering Wish! I hope you enjoy the ride! 
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My Journey

––––––––
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“All that we see or seem is but a dream within a dream”

Edgar Allan Poe

I woke up feeling very groggy and as I looked around I realized I was in a strange library. I could smell the books, the old bindings and paper, and the dust. I rubbed my eyes feeling the gritty sleep being wiped away. It felt as though the same dust on these old books was resting heavily in my eyes as well, trying to make me stay asleep and not wake. Or maybe it was dust from the meteor? Yes, I distinctly remembered seeing a meteor! But I was meditating, how could I see the meteor? I never was very good at meditating anyway. And of course dust could never get in your eyes from a meteor, or could it?

I was trying to see more clearly through my hazy head. I was the only one sitting at one of eight dark wooden tables in the center of the library. Each oak table was complete with four matching wooden chairs. Each table had a small lamp with a dark green banker’s glass dome covering the the bulb, so the table was lit up nicely, although the room was not. I had fallen asleep with my head on a book which was resting atop the sturdy oak table in front of me, and I was drooling! I hate when I drool! I wiped my chin and the corners of my mouth. Then I wiped my spittle off the book cover in front of me and instinctively wiped this on my shorts. There was a bright purple book marker holding a place in the book. It was a large book with a read leather cover and cursive-like golden letters. The title of the book was, “The Wandering Wish”.

Then I realized that something had woke me up. A noise? What noise woke me up? I looked around.

Oh, yes, someone was having sex. I could hear them having sex here in the library. I turned around to look down a long line of book shelves and saw that at the end of the book shelf, between the aisles, a midget was heartily thrusting in and out of a very thin black woman. The midget was standing behind her pulling her hips to his while she was on her hands and knees, her knees were in a wide stance to lower her entry point for the smaller human. This sexy Gothic black woman saw me watching them and she smiled. Her pleasure grew obviously louder as pleasure became louder, I believed because I was watching. Her huge brown eyes widened and her mouth and chin fell a bit with an incredible pink bubble gum tongue protruding ever so slightly in anticipation. Soon the dwarf and the thin woman climaxed together, both moaning loudly in unison. I could not look away as I watched their legs shake together as he filled her wetness with his own fluid. I looked around, slightly embarrassed for watching. I was searching for other people who might be watching as well, there were none. The only people in the library were me and the couple having sex, as far as I could tell.

The midget pulled up his pants while the light skinned thin black woman stood up. She was wearing black lace panties and bra with thigh high fish net hose. The dark pantyhose had little strategic holes ripped throughout, one such rip showed a rose tattoo with an incredible hue of blood red that I could not remember ever seeing before in a tattoo. I remembered my own tattoo and I had asked for the color “Blood Red”. It ended up being a nice color, but not as vivid as the red on her tattoo. She did a hair flip and looked at me again, she was standing next to her lover. She had large full red lips and and large brown eyes and she continued to stare at me as she reached down and pulled her panties back over to cover her neatly trimmed sex. I couldn’t help but be turned on by what just happened in the library, or the fact that this sexy woman was staring at me while she adjusted her panties. I don’t really watch a lot of porn, but the the eroticism of what I had just witnessed was undeniable. 

The little person next to her has now all tucked in. His brown oxford shirt neatly placed into his khakis, his belt was now buckled and holding everything in place. He reached up and lovingly grabbed his lover’s hand and they both walked up the library aisle and right past me. The small person gave me a smiling nod while the taller lover winked and grinned showing her white teeth with that luscious pink backing through the plump red lips.  

I turned and watched them leave down a set of wooden stairs. The stairs were right in front of an attractive librarian sitting at her desk at the top of the stairs. I couldn’t remember seeing her there before? I looked all around the library when I was looking for others who might be enjoying the sex show. I didn’t see anyone then. But there she was! And was she just fine with people having sex in her library? Apparently she was okay with this because the two fulfilled lovers walked right past her without even saying a word. 

The librarian was intent on reading her book. She was wearing glasses and her hair was pinned up, a tan sweater was draped over her shoulders. She was chewing on a pencil, I assumed it was not her first pencil of the day. Eventually the pencil broke in her mouth and she reached into the drawer in front of her and got a new one. She spit the wood and lead from the broken pencil out of her mouth and into the trash basket next to her. She was exceptionally beautiful, wearing her light brown hair up showing the nape of her neck, with a few strands of hair wildly escaping to touch her skin erotically.

I soon realized, a midst the sexual spectacle I had just witnessed, that I had no idea where I was. I don’t know how I forgot such an important detail. I usually wake up pretty alert and refreshed. But I didn’t remember coming to a library and certainly had never been to this library before. Did I drink last night? That was my first thought. It is easy for me to forget portions of the evening if I drank too much. I rarely drank, and it was even more rare that I drank too much. But I was grasping at anything trying to make sense of where I was. I tried to remember where I was last night. I tried to remember if I drank too much whiskey, yet again, there was no memory. My chair made a noisy “scurch” across the floor as I pushed back and stood up. I looked around half expecting someone to shush me because the chair made too much noise, it was a library after all. No, I saw no one else in the library. I searched the long aisles of shelves and still, I saw no other person. And I guess if the sexy librarian didn’t shush the couple having sex, well, this chair noise was not going to interrupt much either.  

I walked over to talk to the librarian sitting at the top of the stairs. She continued reading and chewing her pencil. She seemed very content and I almost did not want to interrupt her. 

“Mmmm Mmm,” I cleared my throat, “I am sorry ma’am, may I ask where I am?”

The Librarian put down her pencil and held up her index finger, she was silently instructing me to wait. But she continued to read, entwined in the book while her other hand rested on the page in front of her, like it was very important to finish the page she was on before answering me. When she finished reading the page, she put a bright purple book marker in the pages to hold her place, and finally she set the book down. Then she put her hands together and interlaced her fingers and looked at me with large pouting light green eyes, giving me her full attention.

“You were saying?” She asked politely.

“I was wondering, can you tell me where I am?” 

I was actually very nervous about asking this question. I immediately wanted to take the question back. I wasn’t sure it was a smart move to tell someone, especially a complete stranger, that I really had no idea where I was. I mean what was she going to do? Call the police and tell them she had an amnesiac in the library? I ruled this out because, well, because of the whole sex thing I had witnessed earlier. I don’t think calling the police was something she did very often. Something told me there were not too many rules here, wherever “here” was. But it was too late. I had asked the question and the damage was done.

“Well, you are where most most people are when they begin to look for The Wandering Wish.” She said plainly.

“What?” Now I was even more confused. I thought about the title on the book I had woke upon, my head using it as a pillow and a drool cloth.

“What what?” She asked.

I had expected the name of the library. Or maybe she would name a city. This was not happening. “No, where am I? You know. Like what city? What library?” I asked.

“You are at the beginning of The Wandering Wish.” She said bluntly.

I looked around at the rows and rows of books. I looked back at the tables and chairs, the large red book was still on the table. I saw no exit signs. I saw no windows. It was just the second floor, no wait, it was a floor above the floor below me, I really had no idea what floor I was on. Hell, I could have been on the sixty-ninth floor of a one hundred floor building for all I knew. But I did know there was a downstairs because the stairway the sex couple exited down was just beyond the librarian. I looked back at the librarian. The librarian continued to stare at me patiently, waiting for my next question. Her fingers remained interlaced on top of her red book, but she would look at her pencil now and again. I imagined that she wanted to continue chewing the painted wood and lead, and eventually she would grow tired of my questions and have to continue her pencil eating endeavor. I didn’t immediately say anything, she could tell I was confused and needed more information. She raised her eyebrows, nodding and urging me onward.

“Yes, but WHERE am I?” I stressed the word WHERE hoping she might give me the information I was so desperately looking for.

“You are at the beginning of The Wandering Wish. Mac, I have answered that question once before. So please pay attention.”

“Okay, so...What do I do now? Wait this doesn’t make any sense. What is a Wandering Wish? How do you know my name?” I was extremely anxious at this point. But I was sure she was not new to this line of questioning. And I probably would have asked ten more questions in succession had she not stopped me.

“One question at a time please.” She said calmly. “Firstly, I know everyone’s name. It is on your library card.” She handed a library card to me.

I accepted the card and looked at the print. 

“Mac Dodsen” was on one line. 

“The Wandering Wish” was on the next line. 

The back of the card was red like the cover of the book on the table. The front aforementioned letters were a gold cursive-like print, again like the letters on the book.

She was amused that I was there and asking questions. Maybe most people didn’t ask questions and just exited down the stairs. She raised her eyebrows and she was trying to stop from smiling. It made total sense to her that I was there. It was apparently normal for her. It was nothing even close to normal for me. But having sex in the library was apparently normal to her as well. It was my confusion that amused her. Then I thought about having sex with the librarian, because it all seemed so “normal”. 

“It must be a dream, right? I mean, I am dreaming?” I tried to ask only one question, though the question came out in two parts, I felt it was the same question.

She shrugged her shoulders, “More likely you wish it was a dream. But I assure you, it is not.”

I decided not to try to have sex with her. I would not pursue this, simply because maybe it wasn’t a dream. If it was a dream it would be great sex. If it wasn’t a dream she might be offended. She obviously thought the whole thing was very real.

“Mmm,” now she cleared her throat, “you can start by going down the stairs. Or you can go back and read your book.” She looked over at the table where I had slept previously, and nodded in that direction.

I looked down the stairs and I saw an exit sign for the first time. I looked back at the table I had woke up on. My mind was so confused that I wasn’t sure what I should do. So I placed the library card in my pocket and walked down the creaky wooden stairs to the door down below. 

“I believe in everything until it is disproved. So I believe in the fairies, the myths the dragons. It all exists, even if it is in your mind. Whose to say that dreams and nightmares are not as real as the here and now?”

John Lennon

“Where are you gangly mon?!” He screamed and pronounced man like “mon” and the “a” in gangly was pronunced exactly the same. So it came spewing forth as .”gone-gly mon”

Why did I take this door? It clearly said “DO NOT ENTER”. The other door said “ENTER”. I walked from one door at the bottom of the library stairs into a small room with two doors. Then the door from the library disappeared and I had to make a choice. Choosing the door that said “ENTER” was just too easy. It had to be a trick right? So I went through the door that said “DO NOT ENTER”. Apparently it was not a trick, and now the door behind me was gone as well.

“Gangly mon, where are you? I will not hurt you!” He snarled.

This twenty foot tall neanderthal looking ogre was carrying the headless corpse of another man in his hands. He turned his hand around and now bit off the feet and shins of the corpse right up to the knee caps. I could hear the crunching of the feet and lower legs in his mouth and it sickened me. It also let me know what would happen to me if I were to get caught by the ogre.

“Gangly maaaan! I will find you! Come out and play gangly mon!” He was getting angrier.

“What the hell is a gangly mon anyway?” I whispered under my breath.

“Oh, I hear you gangly mon! HAHA! You talk I hear!” The ogre roared sticky bloody words from a mouth full of flesh and bone.

I hid behind a large stone column which was positioned at the end of the aisle farthest from the monster. The room looked like just another extension of the library I had just left, only the shelves and books were much larger as if everything were made for the ogre’s hands and not a human’s hands. And the floor of this library was marble, not wood like the library I was in before. If the ogre was twenty feet tall, the shelves were easily three times this height.

The ogre turned the dead meal in his hands and bit more of the body portion now, from the shoulders to midsection this time. I could hear the bones crunching, only with more of a mushy blood soaked liquid sound this time as the ogre chewed lungs and heart along with bits of the rib cage. I held back the urge to vomit. I could no longer see the ogre, I was now hiding behind the end of the book case farthest from him, but I could imagine the scene of his feasting mouth from the horrifying sounds.

“Gangly maaaaan!?” He was toying with me, almost laughing.

The ogre’s voice was muffled only slightly by the sound of the corpse he was chewing. I imagined his oversized head and mouth full of flesh while he talked. He must have been pushing the body parts over to one side with his tongue so he could continue a conversation with me. When first I walked into the room I heard the door slam behind me. It was then that I saw the headless corpse in the hand of the monster. What I did not see was, about ten feet above the hand holding the body, was a sign. The sign read “E-X-I-T”. And behind the ogre and under the sign was a door. I saw this now as I peaked around the edge of the book case, then quickly hid again. So this was my way out of here. I had no reason to believe otherwise, besides my entry door had disappeared and it looked like this was now the only way out. The room was huge and the ogre was on the opposite side, but he must have heard the door slam and quickly stood in the aisle looking directly at me when I entered the library. All the while he chewed on what I assumed was the head of the body in his hand while I quickly hid. I looked around again looking for another escape. Yes, the shelved aisles were easily sixty feet high and three hundred feet long and broken up by breaks in the shelving so you could walk between the aisles. There were at least six of these long shelves making up the width of the library. I decided to quickly run right, then quickly backtracked and ran left, hoping I could confuse the ogre. I stopped when I realized my shoes were making noise on the marbled floor. 

“Shit!” I whispered. Then I remembered he could hear me and I whispered “Shit!” yet again. After this last whisper, I then hit myself in the head to make myself stop talking.

“Ha ha haaaa! Gangly mon say shit! Ha ha ha!” He laughed, then he coughed, then he spit. I imagined gooey blood soak spittle landing on the black and white marbled floor. 
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