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 The Dreams of a
Hooker







by
Rebecca Milton


“Hello, My name is Meredith and I’m a hooker.”






***






“Hello,
Meredith.”






Her Friday
night regular.






He sits in the
corner, in the ugly mustard colored wing back chair, under the
floor lamp with the faded red shade with fringe dangling down, most
of it missing, the rest of it frayed like her nerves when she’s
coming down off whatever she had been given, bought, smoked, shot,
drank. He matched a cigarette, blew it out and flicked it toward
the open window where it disappears into the dark, into the night,
into the sounds of the city. Some Friday nights, with this regular,
she envies the spent, charcoal tipped match. It has gotten out of
the room, out of this sad, sick, film that replays every Friday
night just around ten in the evening.






In her mind he
is the professor. Not because he teaches at school. He doesn’t.
He’s a clerk at a shipping and receiving company down on the pier.
She calls him the professor, in her mind, because he reminds her of
the professors she had in school. The ones who were bitter about
their colleagues going further, getting more attention and so, they
took out their academic rage on the students who had trouble. Who
struggled. Who were not as quick as the honor students. The
professors who made her feel like educating her was a burden for
them, a gift for her, and she needed to be constantly reminded of
that.






“Tell me,” the
professor says, letting smoke slowly curl out between his lips and
from his nostrils. She always got chills from smokers who exhaled
out their nostrils. They looked like dragons, devils, spirits not
to be messed with. “do two dollar whores dream of being high priced
call girls?” He laughed at his cleverness, coughed, doubled over
and spit toward the window. Most of the green, lung scum splatted
on the sill, the rest crawled out and away from him. He sat back,
smoked and watched her. This is what he paid for. This is why he
came. There would be roughly half an hour of rhetorical questions,
she knew they were rhetorical because he told her.






“No,” she had
answered him once, early on, “I don’t think I’m some kind of
princess.”






“It’s
rhetorical, sweetheart,” he told her, “you know what that means? Do
you need me to explain it to you?” She didn’t, but he did. He
needed to explain it so that he could feel above her.






Half an hour
of this and then he’d tell her to stand up, turn around, pull her
jeans off, slowly, slowly, bend over slightly, good, good. Then,
she’d mount him, in the chair and he would cum in about five
seconds. Screaming his fool head off, grabbing her ass, sweating
like a pig. When he was done, she’d get off of him, he’d scream for
her to move slow, his dick was very sensitive. She would. Then,
he’d sit there and watch his erection slowly slip away. Watch the
condom flop to the floor. Once his cock was limp and soft, he’d
tell her to get a towel, wipe it off and put it back in his pants.
Then, ten more minutes of questions before he left.






All for the
bargain price of one hundred and twenty-five dollars. That was
Friday night. He was a regular. He came back to her. She had no
idea why. He seemed to dislike her, his questions were usually
cruel, pointed and designed to make her feel like trash. But, he
was a regular and regulars were good.






***






Saturday night regulars were Martin and Clara. She didn’t
know their last name, she didn’t want to know, but she was sure
they would tell her if she asked. They came every Saturday night at
six in the evening. Martin was a proper, well dressed, banker type.
His wife was a socialite who wore expensive clothes, too much make
up and had a slight over bite that caused her to lisp slightly.
They were nice folks. Clara would watch while she performed various
sexual acts on Martin. She didn’t just watch, like some guys like
to watch and get off on it. Clara watched. She watched like she was
studying for a test. She would be down on her knees, right there,
if Martin was getting a blow job. She asked questions;
“Now,” Clara would ask during a blowjob, “how are
you able to get him so far down your throat? Martin, do you like
that, does it feel good when she takes you way down her throat like
that?”






“Yes,” Martin
would pant, “it certainly does, my dear.” Clara sometimes came the
following Saturday with notes, observations, questions like on a
homework assignment.






“I bought
these at a road stop, one of those gas stations along the highway,”
she would then show a tin of mints supposed to numb the throat so
you could take more, “have you used these? Do they work? Do you
recommend them?” Meredith would answer her questions, give advice.
She once asked them why they came to her. They obviously could
afford someone to come to their house, a call girl, why did they
come down town to her?






“Oh,” Martin
had said, “dim sum. You’re so close to Chinatown and we just love
the dim sum at Orange Moon, so why not kill two birds?” Meredith
had accepted the answer because they were regular, nice and they
paid $250 for their time with her.






***






Sunday was the
Lord’s day and she would go to church, have breakfast at Nino’s, a
great little Greek place, around the corner from St. Matthew’s.
Then, depending on the weather, a walk in the park, a movie, maybe
she would stroll the market. Sometimes, she would just go home,
watch TV. Read a book. She would do anything but go to the hotel
room, where she worked but did not live. She did not spend time
with clients. Not on the Lord’s day. Not on her one day off.






She liked to
go to the zoo. On the lord’s day.






“Hi, I’m
Meredith,” she said to the smallish man in the three piece grey pin
stripe suit sitting on the bench in front of the grizzly bear
enclosure. She liked the grizzly bears. Their size, their gentle
faces. The way they cooled themselves off in the pools and
waterfalls in the summer heat. She sometimes came to the zoo
specifically to sit on the bench and watch the grizzly bears.
Sundays, in the summer heat, were never that crowded. Most people
were inside enclosed exhibits; the penguins, the polar bears, the
seal and sea lions. She would usually find the bear bench,
bare.






This Sunday
she turned the corner, coming from the giraffes, past the gorillas
and saw the bench occupied by the smallish man in the three piece
suit. She stopped, watched and wondered. Would he prefer to be to
be left alone, she didn’t want to intrude on his bear enjoyment.
Yet, she too liked the bears and it was her day off. She decided to
sit on the bench. Not only sit on the bench but introduce herself
to the smallish man in the grey three piece pin stripe suit. He was
obviously a fellow bear lover and perhaps it would be nice to meet
him, say hello, have a conversation with him, someone new, someone
not a client, someone on the lord’s day.






“Hello,” the
smallish man in the grey three piece pin stripe suit said when
Meredith said her hello. He turned to her and smiled, he extended
his hand, “I’m Gilbert, how are you this fine day, Meredith?”
Introductions made, Meredith asked if he minded if she joined him.
He said it would be his pleasure and so, she sat. He smiled at her
as a welcome to the bench and then returned his attention to the
grizzly bears, which were now walking slowly toward the edge of
their pool, sniffing the air, looking at Meredith and Gilbert.






“I like it
when they swim,” Gilbert said, his demeanor calm, proper, but his
voice betraying a sense of excitement as the bears approached the
pool. When the first bear slipped into the water, Gilbert laughed.
“That’s refreshing isn’t it, my fuzzy friend,” he said out loud and
Meredith laughed. He said nothing else until the other bear slipped
into the pool and began to swim about.






“Good
swimmers, they are,” he said and Meredith agreed. So there they
sat, watching the bears, talking about the bears, Gilbert knew a
great deal about them. More than Meredith did. She even asked him
if he worked with bears and he said no, that he was an accountant
but, he certainly did like the grizzlies. They had a very pleasant
chat. He was a nice man, Meredith thought, smart, simple, neat,
interesting in his conversation and interested in her. She liked
him. He seemed to like her, at least, she hoped he did. His liking
of her was confirmed when Meredith said that she was going to
stroll the rest of the zoo and stood. He immediately stood as well
and asked if he may accompany her on her stroll.






“Perhaps you
would allow me to purchase some ice cream for you.” He had a very
old fashioned way of talking that struck Meredith as sweet. She
agreed to the stroll, heartily agreed to the ice cream and, off
they went.






“What kind of
work would I do with bears,” he asked her as they strolled the zoo,
past the monkeys, standing across from the bee eating birds, “I am
curious because you asked if I worked with bears.” Meredith blushed
because now, the question seemed rather silly. She admitted that
she had no idea what kind of bear job he would have, but he was so
knowledgeable about the bears, she was sure that he must have
something to do with bears.






“Sadly, no,”
he said and seemed truly sad, “I work with numbers, bears are just
a hobby, an interest, a fascination,” he told her and they strolled
on, moving toward the ice cream shop in the middle of the zoo. They
walked in, sat at one of the round, cast iron tables and opened
menus. The wait staff was dressed like they had stepped out of a
picture book from the 1920s. Red and white striped shirts, most of
the men had mustaches. It was a lovely place and Meredith remarked
that she had never been inside before. Gilbert said it was his
favorite end to a perfect day at the zoo, animals and ice cream, he
told her, were his treats after a long week.






Gilbert was
not now, nor had he ever been married. Gilbert had no girlfriend.
Gilbert was not gay. He lived in a lovely apartment uptown that he
had grown up in. His parents passed away, he was their only child
and so, he inherited the place. He lived alone. Worked, went to the
zoo, read books, not just about bears, and was happy. Somewhat
happy, he said. The ‘somewhat’ stung Meredith, making her wonder
why he wasn’t fully happy. Dishes of vanilla ice cream with a rich,
dark chocolate sauce were eaten, conversation flowed easily between
them and, when they walked to the exit, Meredith found herself sad
that the day was over. He shook her hand again, thanked her for her
time and wished her a pleasant week. She turned one way, he turned
the other and then, he called to her.






“Meredith,” he
said from a few feet away and then, suddenly becoming very self
conscious, he stepped very close to her, “would it be improper...
would I be out of line if... well... if...” he stammered and she
was surprised by this, he seemed to confident, so easy and now, he
had a question that he just couldn’t get out.






“What is it,
Gilbert,” she asked and he blushed. Too shy to continue... he
didn’t. He gave her a slight bow, turned on his heels and walked
away. She watched him go, thinking how sweet, how curious he was,
wondering what he thought might have been improper to ask her.






“Improper,”
she whispered to herself as she headed for home.






***






“Will you spit
the cum out on my face and call me a fucking degenerate,” her
Monday regular said, panting, his face turning red, his fingers
gripping the sheets of the hotel bed. He held his breath and let it
out in quick jerks as Meredith sucked his cock, brought him to
orgasm and then, as he asked, she spit it in his face and screamed
at him.






“You’re a
fucking degenerate, Arty, a fucking degenerate.” He turned his face
to the side, pulled one of the stained, pillows over her face and
started to cry.






“I know,” he
wept, “I know, I’m scum, I fucking hate myself, I’m a degenerate.”
She went into the bathroom, pulled the bottle of mouth wash from
her bag, rinsed, gargled and went back to the room. She sat in the
ugly mustard yellow wing back chair and watched as Arty writhed all
over the bed and cried.






He was a
regular.






***






“Good
afternoon, Gilbert,” she said the following Sunday when she turned
the corner coming from the giraffes, past the gorillas and saw him
sitting on the bench in front of the bears. He turned and smiled,
moved aside, giving her room to sit beside him, which she did. They
spoke about the bears, the weather being less hot, they didn’t
spend as much time in the pool, they strolled, they sat, they
looked at the two of them. More people were about this day, so
sometimes their view of the bears was blocked by families, children
couples. Gilbert liked this.






“I’m so glad
they have visitors,” he said watching the crowds come and go,
“sometimes, I think they are neglected. They don’t get as many
visitors, they aren’t as... popular as the lions or the monkeys. I
like them though and I like when more people come to see them.” She
liked his concern for the bears. She liked his gentle manner.






“You’re very
charming, Gilbert,” she told him and she noticed that he began to
blush, “I’m sure that women tell you that all the time.” The blush
got deeper and he kept his eyes on the bears even though there was
a large crowd around them and he couldn’t see them, he stared,
straight forward and turned red. She giggled at his blushing,
finding it even more charming.






Again, they
sat, talked, strolled and he took her for ice cream. Again, at the
exit, he stammered and tried to ask her a question, again he
failed. He thanked her for a fine day and turned to leave. She
stopped him.






“Gilbert,” she
said, stepping close to him, “I wish you would ask me the question
that seems to be giving you so much trouble.” He blushed again,
looked down at his shoes and then, in a whisper, he spoke.






“Would it be
improper,” he said, his voice shaking, “if I asked you if you would
be here at the zoo next Sunday and, if so, could I... sit why you
again?” He didn’t look up, his shoes were very interesting to him
and she thought about it for a moment, then it hit her.






“Gilbert, are
you asking me on a date?” His head shot up and his eyes were wide.
He blinked, stuttered and went silent again. “I would love to see
you again next Sunday, Gilbert and, perhaps, once we have spent
time with the bears, we could... go somewhere else?”






“Yes, that
would be...” he stammered again and she watched as he struggled to
put a sentence together, “I was thinking that... I have read about
this... there’s um... a restaurant... It’s Italian in nature and I
was thinking...”






“Yes,” she
said, saving him from shaking to pieces, “I would truly like to
have dinner with you and I love Italian food. I will see you next
Sunday.”






“Thank you,”
he said, gave his little bow, “I didn’t want to seem too forward...
Thank you. I’ll see you on Sunday.” He turned and off her went.






“Too forward,”
she whispered to herself and headed home.






***






“Turn around,
bend over, shake your ass,” her Thursday regular said. “Good,
that’s good, now put a finger in your pussy.” He watched, his pants
around his ankles, cock in his hand, giving her orders, stroking
himself as she did what he commanded. “Now, look at me, look over
your shoulder,” she did, “watch me, tell me it makes you insane.”
She did. His passion joined the rest of the stains on the red faded
carpet. He staggered and fell to his knees. She sat in the ugly
mustard yellow wing back chair and watched him recover.






He was a
regular.






***






He had offered
his arm, she took it, they strolled out of the zoo, down the avenue
and stepped into the Venice Bistro. He had made reservations,
something no one had done for her before. Unless, off course, she
counted her regulars, which, at that moment, she did not. He had
already picked the wine and the waiter, a young man in a white
shirt and black apron opened it for them at the table, poured a
little in his glass, he swirled, it tasted it and nodded his head.
The waiter then filled her glass, his glass, placed the bottle on
the table and said he would give them time to decide. When he
walked away, Gilbert leaned in.






“I didn’t know
what I was doing,” he said to her, “the swirling and such, I saw it
in a movie. I don’t want you to get the idea that I know what I’m
doing. I actually called them and had to ask what a good wine was.”
She laughed and praised him for his honesty. She admitted that she
didn’t know much about wine herself, she certainly liked the bottle
they had and that was good enough for her. They ordered, ate,
chatted, he seemed uneasy for most of the night. After the third
glass of wine, he relaxed a little.






“This is a
such a lovely dinner,” she said and he agreed.






“I have to
tell you,” he started to say, “well, I don’t have to, I want to...
Yes, I want to tell you... I’m just...”






“Relax,
Gilbert,” she told him, “I am having a wonderful time, I like
you.”






“You do,” he
said, genuinely surprised. She nodded. He smiled, his face lit up.
“What were you going to say?”






“I wanted to
tell you that I have not had a date,” he said and stopped. She
waited for the rest of the sentence. None came.






“You have not
had a date since...” she asked.






“Since...
ever,” he told her and then explained that he was too shy, too busy
in school for dates. Then, after college, his father passed away,
he took over his business, took care of his mother and never
learned how to be with women. She listened with a combination of
pity and shock.






“You mean,
you’ve never had a girlfriend, Gilbert?” he shook his head, “no
dates, no... Gilbert,” she dropped her voice to a whisper, “are you
a virgin?” He smiled at her, but his smile was covering a certain
amount of shame. He nodded his head, almost imperceptibly.






“That’s bad,”
he said, his shame slipping out some.






“No,” she
assured him, “it’s sweet.” He wanted to believe her, she could
tell, but he just didn’t seem to be able to. The rest of the
evening was a little more quiet, a little more tense. She tried to
ease him up, but he was too locked in on his shame. After dinner,
he walked her home. Outside her apartment building she thanked him
for a lovely evening and asked him if she would see him at the zoo
on Sunday. He said he would be there and they stood, looking at
each other. Finally, she leaned in and kissed his cheek.
Immediately, she felt it get hot, saw it turn red. She touched his
cheek gently with her hand and thanked him again.






“You’re so
lovely,” he said and surprised himself. She thanked him and then,
she placed a gentle kiss on his lips. “I look forward to Sunday,”
he said after the kiss, sounding far off, dreamy. She loved that
her kiss had that effect on him.






***






“No kissing,”
she told her Wednesday, “you know this, that’s the deal, that’s
always been the deal.” He pouted in the corner, in the ugly mustard
yellow wing back chair. She sat on the bed holding her ground.






“I’ll pay,”
Wednesday said.






“I know you
will,” she said.






“No, extra,”
he said, “I’ll pay extra.” She said no, held her ground and he gave
up. He dropped his pants and walked to the bed. “You know what I
want,” he said and she got on the bed, on all fours and waited. As
usual, it was over quickly and she played the date with Gilbert
over in her mind while he did what he needed. When he was done,
when he had wiped himself off, when he was pulling up his pants, he
said: “you didn’t seem into it, this time.” She shrugged. “You
know, I pay you for this, you could at least pretend you like it,
that’s not too much to ask.” She thought about this. Wednesday had
never been angry or disappointed with her before. She didn’t like
upsetting him.






“What’s
wrong,” she asked him, “you OK?” he shrugged, picked up his coat
and stood in the middle of the dingy room for a moment.






“How can you
live here,” he said, looking around the room.






“I don’t,” she
said, “this is just the work place.”






“Where do you
live,” he asked and she shook her head. He accepted that.






“What’s wrong,
Nick,” she asked again, “you don’t seem like yourself.” He thought
for a minute, dropped his coat on the bed and sat back in the
chair. She sat on the bed and waited.






“My wife,” he
said at last, “I think she’s cheating on me. Can you believe that?”
She said nothing. “I mean, fifteen years of marriage and she goes
and cheats on me.” He was truly upset. “I just... I don’t know how
she could do that.”






“Nick,” she
said, “you’ve been bending me over various pieces of furniture for
the past three years in this room, how could she do what to you?”
He looked at her and he seemed genuinely confused.






“It’s not the
same,” he said, “I pay you, I don’t give a fuck about you. She’s
having an affair with, you know... a person.” He may as well have
punched her in the gut. She knew who she was, what she did, but she
had believed that her regulars, at least, thought of her as a
person. “You don’t understand.” He checked his watch and stood up.
“I’ll see you next week.”






Because he was
a regular.






***






Gilbert took
her to a movie and dinner after the zoo. The following week, they
didn’t go to the zoo, he took her to the art museum. The week
after, they went to play miniature golf. He was kind, he was
polite. She kissed him good night each time he walked her home. His
kisses began to get easier, more relaxed. Good. He turned out to be
a good kisser. She liked kissing him. He brought her flowers, a
little book of Shakespeare’s sonnets, a comic book that he
remembered being his favorite as a child. He opened doors, pulled
her chair out, said please and thank you, never raised his voice.
Never asked to come up after a date. She wished he would, but he
never did.






“May I tell
you,” he said a few months after their first meeting at the zoo,
“that you are, without a doubt, the nicest person I have ever met
and I so enjoy your company.” She felt so happy when he said this
and then, instantly she felt sick. Would he feel that way if he
knew what she did? She had told him she worked in a department
store, in women’s imitate apparel. He had blushed. Would he still
think her nice? Could she continue to lie to him?






“Thank you,
Gilbert,” she said, kissing him, holding him close, “I think you
are a wonderful man.”






“I think
you’re a wonderful woman,” he said.






***






“You’re a
fucking whore,” Tuesday yelled at her as he paced the room like a
raging tiger, “a fucking whore.” She sat on the bed and watched
him. He paced, smoked, pointed at her. “I don’t need you, I don’t
need this shit.” He yelled and punched a wall. She sat and waited.
“I’m outta here,” he said, snubbing his cigarette out on the top of
the brown, rickety dresser. He moved to the door, when his hand was
almost on the knob, she let out a loud sob.






“No, please,”
she said getting on her knees, “don’t leave me, you know I couldn’t
take it if you left me.” He stopped and looked at her, then he
gently picked her up off the floor and eased her onto the bed. She
continued to “weep”.






“I’m sorry,
baby,” he whispered as his hands moved over her breasts and down
between her legs, “don’t cry, okay, I’m here, I’m not leaving.”
Then he was on top of her, inside her, grunting, pumping, she was
thinking of Gilbert. When he was done, she stayed on the bed,
looking at the ceiling. “You OK, baby,” he asked at the door. She
waved, mustered all the energy she could and propped herself up on
her elbows.






“I’ll be
okay,” she said, “I’ll be okay til you come back next week.” He
left, she dressed.






Well, he was a
regular.






***






“I’m glad you
came over,” she said as she handed Gilbert a glass of wine. He sat,
slightly tense on her couch. In her apartment, not at the
“office.”






“This is a
very nice apartment,” he said looking around at the neat, well
tended place. “you have very nice taste.” She looked around and saw
her place through his eyes and appreciated it for the first time in
a while. She sat on the couch next to him and they talked about
bears and things that came and went in their minds. Finally, she
took his glass and placed it on the end table, she kissed him,
pulled him close, kissed him deep.






“Gilbert,” she
said, “I’m going to take you upstairs now.” He gave her a slightly
blank look.






“Is there
something upstairs you want me to see,” he asked and his innocence
made her sigh with delight.






“Yes,” she
said, “I want to show you my bedroom and what two adults, who like
each other, can do in there.” She watched as it dawned on him what
she meant. He nodded. She stood, took his hand and lead him up the
stairs. In the bedroom, she kissed him and undressed him slowly. He
was timid and unsure. She showed him what to do, where to touch
her, how to touch her.






When they were
naked she pushed him down on the bed and kissed his body. He cock
got hard and she kissed it. She lay on her back and pulled him on
top of her. She felt him slip into her and she gasped. She kissed
him while he moved back and forth, pushing into her and pulling
out. It didn’t take long before he gasped and she felt him release
into her. His eyes wide. His face flush.






She smiled at
him, kissed him, pulled him close and held him. They rested and
then, he mounted her again. This time, he had more confidence. He
turned her around, entered her from behind, grabbed her hips,
slammed himself into her. They showered and, in the shower, she
went down on her knees and she took him in her mouth. He held her
hair as she sucked him and he released again.






After the
shower, they lay on her bed, wrapped in towels and she felt close
to him. She felt safe with him. He was kind, he was gentle and, he
was a surprisingly good lover. She rolled on top of him and kissed
him. She looked into his eyes and she felt like this was a turning
point for her. He was so different from most men. She knew, she
could feel it, she was falling in love. The night grew late and he
said he had to leave. She watched as he dressed and she walked
downstairs with him. At the door she took his hand. She needed to
tell him the truth.






“Can you sit
for a minute,” she asked and then took him back to the couch,
“Gilbert, I need to tell you something, I need to tell you... the
truth.” She held his hand and he watched her, kept his eyes on her
face. “Gilbert, I’m sorry, I should have told you before, I’m a
hooker. I know that is going to upset you and I shouldn’t have
lied, but I liked you so much.” He brushed some hair off her
forehead and smiled at her. He heart warmed. He didn’t cringe, he
didn’t flee, he smiled at her.






“It’s OK,
Meredith,” he said, “I know.” She stared at him, she didn’t
understand. He laughed, “Oh, you’re so sweet,” he said, “you bought
the whole no dates, unsure, fumbling accountant bit, I love that,
that’s so sweet. I know who you are and what you do. I had a bet
with some of the guys in my poker game that I could sleep with a
hooker and not pay for it. I mean, you know, dinner, drinks all
that, but not lay money on the dresser before the sex, pay for it.”
She leaned back, away from him, dropped his hand. “It took some
time, but it was worth it... great blowjob.” He stood up and headed
toward the door. “Thanks,” he said and then he was gone.






He, it turned
out, was a regular.






***






“What was that
all about,” Nick, her Wednesday said after he had walked into the
room and Meredith had kissed him, “I thought you didn’t do that.”
She kissed him again and he pushed her back.






“People kiss,”
she said, “I’m a person and I wanted to kiss you.” He gave her a
strange look, dropped his coat on the ugly mustard colored wing
back chair, lit a cigarette and shrugged.






“Okay,” he
said, “people also bend over the desk and spread their legs so...”
She walked to the desk, bent over it, put her elbows on the top of
it and looked at her own reflection in the dark window. He stepped
behind her, grabbed her hips, entered her and started to pound
her.






“Hello, my
name is Meredith and I’m a hooker”, she said to her reflection.






Hello,
Meredith.

 


***













 To Swing or Not to
Swing







by
Janet Bryant


Chris was
viewing the video again as Erica walked through the den. He had
watched it a half dozen times or more in less than a week. She
paused for enough time to see her going down on Lisa. It was quite
steamy to watch, she had to admit. It was a novelty for the two of
them, but she had taken pleasure in it and was eager to do it once
more. Saturday evening was the night they had planned upon. She
anticipated it to be a possible “coming out” event for Chris.






Chris had
seemed to adopt more of an interest in observing her having sex
with other men, but was especially energized by watching her with
another couple. Still, however, his interest to be making love to
her seemed to be dragging along behind. She was quite a bit
troubled about him. There had to be something seriously wrong with
him, but whatever it was, she was completely unable to break
through to it. There had to be a way to get through to him and get
him back in the saddle again.
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