He had just checked into hotel room 422 on floor 12 of the Meridon Sweet Hotel. In his room there was two beds, a kitchenette, a black magnavox 27" TV sitting on a dresser with a vynil finish. He didn't understand why they put a dresser in a hotel room because usually as soon as you check in, you check out. So the dresser idea was pretty bad, unless they wanted guests to mistakenly think that they will be moving in, that they might as well put all their clothes in the drawers and maybe bag another day or two worth of hotel rent money. 

Well he sat down on his bed, kicked off his shoes and laid there on a pillow watching TV. The lamp next to his bed emitted a yellow light that lit that part of the room quite well but the light's intensity degraded as it reached the far corners of this microcosmic universe known as Hotel Room 422 on Floor 12 of the Meridon Sweet Hotel. To some people this effect brought about a relaxing feeling that many people don't acknowledge but take for granted anyway. 

He fliTped through the channels but there wasn't much on. Cheap ass hotel only got cable. After about 50 flips through the usual crap he settled on Pat Sajek on Wheel of Fortune. 

"Five hundred dollars. Can we get a letter please, Todd?" Todd stood there for a few seconds, his eyes jumping back and forth the letter board and the hidden letter board. "I'll take an A" said Todd.

"That's a vowel, we want a consanent." Said Pat.

So typical. Where do they get these people who can't even remember a simple rule like, consonants after spins and you buy vowels after? Just two simple rules, all that there is to this game show and people still get it wrong anyway.

Somewhere outside in the hall, two girls knocked on his hotel room door. 

"Huh?" He said, "I wonder who could that be?"

He got up and answered the door. Two girls about twenty, both blonde haired and blue eyed stood there giggling and flirting with him. One had that glitter on her cheeks with pink mascara on her eyelids. Their giggling was affectatious and soon the questions of who you are and where are you from didn't matter anymore. He let them in. 

Inside the hotel room, the girls sat on the opposite bed. This was somewhat troubling him because he swore he knew the girls from somewhere before. Couldn't quite place where he had saw them but he knew he saw them. They were jumping up and down on his other bed and throwing the sheets around. They are being quite wild, he thought, I better stop them. So he stood up and walked next to them while they sat there on the bed. He looked down at them and said, "Hey you two, stop it, you're making a big mess." Oh God I feel like I'm talking to a couple of kids. Then one hid under the covers so he pulled up the cover and the other one pushed him on the bed then threw the covers of the bed over him. Hey! He was surprised. In all that shuffle he was caught up between the rage of being pushed and telling them to behave and facing the fact that he was now on top of the girl with the glitter on her cheeks and pink mascara. She looked into his eyes, smiling and he froze just looking at her face. His eyes studied her smile, and then studied the look in her eyes. Then for a second, one full second, he knew exactly what she was thinking. And in maybe a 10th of a second, the girl knew he knew what she was thinking. For one full second they had experienced telepathy. 

One of the senses of the "hidden" senses where people's minds can communicate ideas and feelings on a 'telepathic' level. This is usually more helpful than having to verbalize all the thoughts and feelings because that can take you 15 to 20 minutes where as on a telepathic level, all that can be transmitted in a mere second.

Unfortunately for him, this scared her. Well if he can read my mind on that, then he must be able to read my mind on other stuff too. And she went back to her room which was just one door down on the right.

She left him there in his bed alone. Oh God, most exciting thing to happen to me in nearly fifteen years and you only let it last five fuckin minutes. I hate you. I fuckin hate you. He walked out of the hotel room and looked to his right. He saw the girl's standing there next to their hotel room door. They were talking loud, he figured it was so that there would be no mistake as to where they went. He crept quietly back into his hotel room and closed the door as quietly as he could so they wouldn't notice he was even there. He stood there behind the door trying to figure out whether or not he was going to make an ass of himself if he were to walk over there but he cursed his luck because he didn't have a crystal ball. After about five minutes, he decided to take a chance. He grabbed his door knob and just before he opened it he looked through his peep hole to see if the girls were there waiting to surprise him. He then heard one of them laugh and surmised they weren't there. He opened the door and at that second, two males walked down the hallway. One of them was short and fat. He was black, wearing a blue hawaiian shirt and blue jeans. He had a pair of dark sunglasses on. On his left was a tall and skinny man. He had a short mohawk, a leather jacket, a nose ring in his left nostril, and various chains that went down his jacket and on his pants. They walked to the room where the girls were and there was a scream. A gunshot and then silence. He stood there scared, closed his hotel room door and looked through the peep hole. There he saw those two guys walk past his peephole. He didn't know what to do but he was now a witness to a murder. Dammit, I could've had them. He thought and cursed his luck. He grabbed the phone and dialed 911. He told the operator that there was a shooting in his hotel and they need to send someone over. He then walked back to the door and right when he got to it, the black man he saw earlier kicked in the door. He fell to the floor, on his back and black man got on top of him and held his tek nine up to his face. He was scared to death, and said, "Please... don't hurt me.... please... don't hurt me." Apparently they don't shoot people who say please. The black man looked him in the eyes and said, "If you tell anyone I will kill you." Him and the white man left.

He got up off the floor and walked to the kitchenette. He needed a drink. He opened the fridge and saw small bottles of water. He grabbed one and drank it. Ahhh... that's refreshing. He was walking back to one of the beds when suddenly a his friend appeared in a hot tub right next to the kitchenette. He stood there wondering how the hell did he get there. He sat there in the hot tub grinning ear to ear with two girls, one on either side of him, both clad in bikinis. Don't worry man, everything will be fine. He said. 

He walked over to the bed but before he could sit down, in walked about twenty police officers. All dressed in brown coats, wearing socatto hats and using cameras with huge flash bulbs to take pictures of everything. A police officer walked up to him and handed him a photograph. "Have you seen this boy?" Said the officer. He looked at the picture but he didn't recollect anyone like that. He then saw a bulletin board hanging above the phone and hanging from it were a bunch of black and white photos of wanted criminals and news paper clippings. He touched one with the tip of his left finger and stood there astonished. There was already an article about the murder that happened with the girls. Then a news crew wanted to ask him some questions and he didn't know what to say. He didn't expect this at all. He looked to his left and his friend was there now, dressed and grinning from ear to ear. He stood there wondering what to do. He then heard circus music play from outside in the hallway and a marching band dressed in red clothes with gold buttons and funny hats with gold trim marched by making lots of noise that resembled something that of an alarm clock...

He awoke that morning to what was going to be a very uneventful Monday.

