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Gail observed the mother and son on the monitor. She
saw the tension in the mother’s hands carefully laid in the lap,
hardly moving, in the lips pressed tightly together, and in the
eyes. Staring straight ahead... Seeing nothing... Yet slightly
narrowed as if there was something floating just inches in front of
her face. Though the mother herself was about forty, her clothes
were old, and in Gail’s limited experience, out of fashion. A
welcome change from the affluent who usually passed through the
medical center. The mother was a down to earth woman who was being
buried very, very deep in that very same earth.

The son played among the toys, a smile blazing from
his face. He moved his blocks from one spot to another. Sometimes
stacking, sometimes just holding the block up for inspection.
Occasionally, he would look at his mom and smile. He was happy as a
young child could possibly be. Except that he was twenty. Down
Syndrome. The mother had put on the questionnaire that it was
Down’s.

Gail shook her head then rubbed her eyes. She pushed
back her greying hair back behind her ears. Her reflection in the
glass showed a forty-ish woman. She wore the white coat of the
medical profession to give some small peace of mind to her
patients. A signal that said, “Yes, she was a real doctor”. She
knew she looked too severe. But, if she was lucky, it would give
her a little space between her and the patients and their families.
She was still attractive she hoped. Someone who had chosen to be
alone this late in life. A modern woman. A professional woman. She
breathed in deeply, then tried to blow away the fatigue. A woman
still though.

She looked again at the boy. She always thought of
these cases as children no matter how old they were. The
receptionist had put down on a piece of paper that the mother had
specifically asked for the last appointment of the day. As late as
possible she had requested. Well, maybe she had a job although none
was listed. Just one more mother desperate for a miracle.

She almost bowled over one of the nurses on her way
out of her office.

"Hi, Gail, trying out for linebacker?" June said.

"Not today,” she smiled. “Who’s left?"

"No one. These people are the last."

"How about staff?"

"Just me and Becky."

"Why don't you both call it a day?” Then gestured to
the examining room. “This won’t take long."

"What? And leave this immensely exciting place?"

"Well you can stay if you really want."

"No, if you want us to leave, it's the least we can
do."

Becky poked her head from around the receptionist's
area. "Yeah, we'd love to stay here another five or six hours, but
you hear that?” She put her hand to ear. “Beckyyyy. Beckyyyy.
That’s my margarita calling me.”

"That," said June, pointing, "is a great idea. Why
don't you join us?"

"No thanks, maybe next time."

"Like when? You should see this Mexican joint. Great
food, great drinks, and great guys."

"So, so, guys," Becky said.

"Next time, I promise."

“You said that last time,” accused June.

“And the time before that, Doc. Let’s have some
fun!”

Gail laughed. “I have all the fun I need right
here.”

June looked around and in a loud stage whisper, said,
“Sex!”

“Not around here,” Becky declared, shaking her
head.

“I’ll see you tomorrow. Have fun.”

Gail took a deep breath, and practiced a quick smile.
She knocked on the door and walked in.

"Hello,” she said, holding out her hand. “I'm Dr.
Gail Stanley. Call me Gail. Please don't get up."

"Hello, Gail.” She got up, and nervously shook her
hand. “You can call me Audrey. This is Tony."

She sat down, when Gail sat.

"Hello, Tony, how are you?"

"I'm fine," the boy said looking up and smiling. Gail
felt a pang of regret. The boy was quite handsome although he
exhibited the classical symptoms of Down Syndrome.

“Hello, Tony,” Gail said, reaching forward to shake
hands.

"No!" the mother shouted, jumping up, then shakily
sitting down again. "I'm sorry. I'm a bit nervous. I just don't
think you should touch Tony for now."

"Alright, maybe later." Gail reluctantly pulled back
her hand. "How old are you Tony?"

"Uhmm, I don't know."

"About ten?"

There was a pause. "Maybe."

"About thirty?"

Another pause. "Maybe."

"What do you like to do?"

"I like sports," he said enthusiastically

"Really? What kind of sports?"

"I jump," he said proudly. "I won a medal. I haven't
done that for a long time."

"Oh, why is that?"

"There was trouble," he said, hanging his head.

"What kind of trouble, Tony?"

He was quiet.

"Did you hit someone, Tony?"

"Of course not!" his mother interjected. "Tony’s
gentle and kind. He's a beautiful kid."

“Mom!” Tony scowled.

Gail noted the slight moistening of Audrey's
eyes.

"Can you tell us something about the Center?" Audrey
asked.

"Of course. We’re here to help special children just
like Tony. We do research as part of the University in order to
help people like Tony become contributing and independent members
of society. Hopefully, we can help Tony do the same. I'm a board
certified psychiatrist specializing in savants."

"Savants?"

"Savants are special children who posses a particular
ability or talent. Sometimes we can use these abilities to help the
children become independent and more socialized."

"You make the savants special ability better?"

"Sometimes. Actually, the ability can be so advanced
that there is really nothing we can do to advance it. In most
cases, we have no idea where the talent comes from or why it is so
pronounced. Some children have the capability of solving in seconds
problems that would take a computer hours. Or at least minutes. We
try to use this ability as a stepping stone to reach the child and
draw him into other activities."

"Do you ever try to cure the talent?" the
woman said carefully.

"Well, sometimes the talent seems to dominate every
aspect of the personality. In that case, we try to lead the child
away from it."

"You don't, you know, get rid of the talent?"

Gail smiled to cover her confusion. "I don't think we
would know how."

The woman nodded, almost disappointedly.

"Does Tony have a talent, Audrey?" Gail asked.

She nodded again, her eyes welling. "Are we alone,
Gail?"

"Yes, I believe so."

"I mean there’s no one watching, right? It's very
important for us--for you-- that we’re not going to be
interrupted."

Gail kept her smile. Inside she wished suddenly that
there was someone left in the office. "We are perfectly alone."

"Tony's talent is pretty unique. I've tried to do a
little research. Haven't found anything... anything like it. Not on
the Internet, the library, nothing. Your name came up a lot. That's
why I picked you. There aren't bunches of women in the field. You
served some time in Iraq didn't you?"

"Yes, I did."

"You should be pretty tough then?"

Gail smiled again. Alarm bells were ringing in her
head, but for what?

"I think I'm pretty tough. I hope that we're not
going to get into a wrestling match."

Gail laughed. The woman didn't. She assessed Gail
like a hawk.

"I can't explain Tony's talent. You know, it doesn't
come out right if I do. It's better if you see it for
yourself."

"Alright. We can do that. Is there any equipment we
need?"

The woman chewed on her thoughts, then suddenly
blurted out. "We need help. Do you understand? We need help. I'm
desperate. And I know the Center is expensive."

So that was it. Well, she could always recommend them
to one of the programs around the city. Poor programs, but at least
some help.

"It's alright. Just tell me what you need and we'll
see what we can do."

We’re not a charity, her director kept telling her.
Without money there would be no research, no patients, and no help
to anyone.

"We don't need anything. I just want you to
understand that I need you to help me, Tony, us. And this is the
only way."

Maybe if this boy was something special, she could
sneak another case through.

"Let’s see how things will play out," Gail said.
Hopefully, this would be something really different.

"Alright.” She dropped her gaze. “Tony, you can shake
hands with Gail."

Tony looked up his face beaming in its innocence. He
reached forward with his hand.

Suddenly, Gail didn't want to have anything to do
with it. In fact, she suddenly had the urge to run from the room.
With difficulty, she pushed away the fear abrading her rationality.
She reached forward and took his hand. It was a big hand and they
shook solemnly. Downs children sometimes had incredible strength
but Tony didn't exhibit any undue pressure. However, when she tried
to retract her hand she found that she drew him forward until he
kneeled in front of her. His other hand gently stroked her
palm.

He took her other hand and stroked the back. It was
the gentlest of touches, like butterfly wings. His hands floated to
either side of her neck. Fingers gently massaged the muscles along
her spine. His hands were soft.

"What exactly are we doing?" she asked, staring into
his delighted eyes unable to look away.

"Just bear with us, Gail," she heard his mother. How
did she get so far away? “Don’t be scared, okay. It’s not his
fault.”

Scared? Why should she be scared? All the tension
from the day seemed to drain out of her as he insisted his massage
on her. The room warmed suddenly. She closed her eyes.

She felt one hand slip onto her sternum above the
opening of her blouse. The other hand slipped up onto her scalp.
She couldn't help it. Her head fell forward.

"Mmm, I mean, look," she murmured. "This is all well
and good but..."

His hands moved her head around and around melting
away the tension in her muscles. Perspiration started to bead from
the heat of his touch. He pushed her back into the padded chair.
His fingers traced the border of the collar of her blouse and her
skin. He quickly undid the blouse pulling it out of her skirt
baring her slip. His hands stroked over her shoulders pushing the
blouse and her white doctors coat down her back. He pulled her
forward and she flopped forward like a rag doll.

She tried to struggle against his ministrations.
That’s what she whispered to herself somewhere in her head. She was
trying to resist, really, really, really trying. But he just chose
a place on her bare skin and her struggles ceased. He pulled the
blouse and the white coat from her. Unzipped her skirt and pulled
it free removing her shoes at the same time. Gently, he laid her
upon the floor. He traced her eyes and mouth with his finger. She
burned. Her breathing, ragged, could not bring in enough oxygen. He
removed her slip, then her bra, then her panty-hose and panties.
She seemed paralyzed and galvanized at the same time. As if his
touch now controlled what she did. He would massage one spot and
she would seemingly automatically roll over, allowing him to probe
and explore all of her body. Another touch and she would arch her
back or lift her arms or spread her legs. She knew that she was
moaning with each touch and that he was effortlessly running her
through a series of orgasms like a never ending roller coaster. He
used his mouth to explore, tasting her and turning up her heat. She
jerked and convulsed under this new attention unable to get away
and not wanting to. He fumbled at his own clothing. She had to help
him, almost ripping his clothes from him. One very small remote
part of her noted his adeptness at removing her clothes compared to
his complete incompetence with his own. Someone was thrusting
something into her hand. She tried to ignore it. Finally she
realized it was a condom. She thrust it on him. She yanked him down
on top of him and, when he did not move, rolled over on top of him
and thrust herself on top of him. He ran his fingers over some
secret spot on her and her body automatically started an awful
rhythm. She had never been a screamer but now she wanted to gasp
out a hoarse shriek with each beat of the drum until the music
reached a pounding, heart wrenching climax. His touch released her.
Like a puppet that had its strings cut, she collapsed on the
carpet, her chest heaving, covered in sweat, her body twitching
from the exertion.

Finally, she was able to crawl over to her clothes
and dress herself. She was alone, but there was a note: "I'm sorry.
I took photographs. I'll call."

 


Gail stood outside the woman's apartment door. They
had agreed that they should meet somewhere other than the office.
She knocked and the door opened almost immediately.

"Hello," Audrey said. "Please, come in."

Once again Gail saw the tension etched on the woman's
face.

"The photographs," Gail said, without preamble.

Audrey nodded and lead the way into the
apartment.

"Are you alright?" Audrey asked.

"Quite fine, thank you," Gail said tersely. Her own
apprehension tightened her voice.

The photographs were on the coffee table. Tony
colored the front of one with crayons.

"Hi, Gail," he flashed her a beaming smile. "Do you
want to see what I've done?"

"Yes I do," she said, her voice softening
automatically.

He showed her the black and white, 8 by 10
glossy.

She shuddered and sank into a chair as she quickly
flipped through the photographs. There would be no doubt in
anyone's mind who were in the photos and what they were doing. The
look of intense pleasure in the photographs made her look alien
even to herself.

"I like this one," said Audrey, examining one. "You
could’ve been a model."

"Thank you," Gail said tightly. "You take good
photographs."

The woman smiled almost shyly, then said, "I used to
do photography. Not pro, you know, but I thought it’d be a nice
hobby. Don't have the time anymore."

The woman stared off in the distance for a moment and
then blushed. "You can keep the photos if you wish."

"I think I will. You won't mind if I burn them
though."

"I suppose you will. You can burn the originals
too."

"You're going to give me the originals?"

"Eventually. I don't have money…"

"How much do you want?"

The woman smiled. "I have enough money for us. It
comes from family and his father. I just don't have enough money
for your services."

"You want me to treat Tony for free?"

"More than that. I've made some coffee. Let me get
you a cup." Audrey got up. "You look like you could use it."

She trembled while Audrey poured two cups. Her hands
gripped the end of her career, maybe even jail time.

"I want you to cure him," she said, handing Gail a
cup.

"Cure him? Of Downs?" she said, a little bitterly.
She should throw the coffee in the woman’s face rather than drink
it.

"No. Yes. Well what I mean is, is there a cure?"

"No,” she shook her head. “There is no cure."

"Then I want you to stop what he can do"

"What he can do?"

"You saw what he can do," the woman almost shouted.
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry."

She paced. Caged, thought Gail.

"You saw what he can he can do. Felt it."

Gail took a deep breath. "I felt something."

"He has that gift, curse or something. It’s his
‘special’ talent." She snarled a laugh.

"It is some... thing."

"Something? Do you want him to touch you again?"

“No.” She actually shrank away from the young man’s
frank gaze.

“He can do it to any woman, you know.”

Gail took a shuddering breath. She recognized part of
her mind stampeding the rest of her brain.

“Any one.”

The whisper was hardly audible. Gail froze.

The mother looked defiantly at her. But she couldn’t
keep it up. Tears eroded the facade and her face crumpled. Her
fists struck herself once. Then again. A cry, almost inaudible,
escaped through her clenched teeth.



Gail said as carefully as she could, “You mean you’ve
had sexual relations with your son.”

The scream that came from the woman was so soft as to
pass unnoticed. Like the first tremor of an earthquake.

“I cannot help myself.” The floor sucked the strength
out of Audrey’s legs. She collapsed to her knees. Gail hoped that
she knew how much that admission had cost this woman. And how much
desperation it truly meant. She sipped the hot coffee.

“Momma,” cried the boy. He reached out to stroke the
hair of his mother.

“No!” She wrenched away before he could, and ran from
the room.

His eyes turned to rivers. He threw back his head and
howled. The touch to ease pain, to feel joy, to create happiness,
had become too much. And now, was not allowed. Ever.

Gail reached out and touched the boy on his
shoulder.

He continued to sob, then turned and rested his cheek
against the back of her hand. His tears etched the pain onto his
face. He patted her gently.

She straightened up. She had made a mistake. She
tried to jerk back. But it was too late. One part of her screamed
in sudden panic. But another, a more powerful, a more needful part
shrieked in joy. He smiled and licked the salty tears from around
the corners of his lips. She automatically licked her own lips,
tasted the sudden beads of sweat around her own lips.

“Audrey...” she gasped quietly.

Audrey walked back into the room.

Gail looked at the woman. “Oh God, “ she whispered.
“Help me.”

She didn’t really mean it but it sounded good as she
started to slip towards Tony.

Audrey sprang forward and grabbed Gail around her
waist.

“Come on, quickly,” she said urgently to Gail. “Tony!
Tony, go to the kitchen now!”

“Oh, Momma. Do I have to?” Tony said reluctantly.

Gail clung to the boy. “No, no. Don’t go.”

“Okay,” said Tony, re-engaging with Gail.

“Tony! TONY! Do as I say.”

This time, Tony tried to get up.

Gail grabbed him by the leg.

Audrey yanked her hands free. Tony sulkily went into
the kitchen.

Gail tried to follow, but Audrey yanked her
backwards.

“Let me go, dammit!” Gail yelled.

“Come on, come on. In here, there’s a bed. I’ll bring
Tony.”

Gail allowed herself to be pulled into the
bedroom.

When they were both inside, Audrey slammed the door
shut and locked it.

“You bitch!” yelled Gail, jumping at the door.

“Gail, please, listen to me.”

“No, I don’t want to.” She yanked on the door
knob.

“What’s your name?” Gail just grunted as bruised her
hands on the locked door. “Your name, what’s your name?”

“You know my fucking name, dammit, just open the
door.”

“Tell me.”

“You’ve got the key, don’t you,” Gail said turning to
the other woman.

“Tell me your name and I might tell you where I’ve
hidden it.”

Gail leapt at the woman and wrestled her to the
floor.

Audrey was a strong wiry woman and flipped Gail onto
her stomach then pulled her arm behind her.

“Oww, you’re breaking my arm,” Gail shrieked.

“Tell me your name.”

“Gail, my name is Gail.”

“Gail! Listen to me, Gail! Tell me what you do for a
living.”

She swore as she felt her arm almost being twisted
off. “I’m a ....”

“A... what?”

She tried to clear her mind. What was she? Other than
being... “A doctor, I’m a doctor. A psychiatrist.”

“A psychiatrist? Is this how a psychiatrist
acts?”

She stopped struggling.

“I am okay,” she gasped out. “You can let me go
now.”

“How’re you feeling?” the other woman asked, not
letting go.

“Fine. I’m fine now. It’s passed.”

Audrey didn’t let her go but increased the pressure
on her arm.

“Ouch! Please, let me go. Let me go, I’ve got
to…”

“Got to what?”

Gail collapsed and wept. “Oh, God, what’s the matter
with me? I feel like I’m on fire.”

Audrey slowly let the woman go, gasping for breath
too.

A wild crazed maniac stared at Gail from the mirror.
Her clothes were a mess. Her hose sported gigantic runs. She didn’t
know what happened to her shoes. She twisted her skirt around and
re-buttoned what buttons were left on her blouse.

There, she thought to herself, you look almost
normal. Normal for a psychiatrist that’s been turned into a sex
fiend.

I’m not going to try the door, she told herself. She
closed her eyes and took a couple of deep breaths, then tried the
door again.

Audrey didn’t appear to notice. She looked out the
window and hugged herself.

“Tell me about his father,” Gail asked the woman. She
clenched her hands to stop herself from further humiliation

“He’s a good a man,” Audrey said simply.

Blushing furiously, Gail removed her fingers from
herself again. The perspiration was cooling her too quickly. It
helped to pace the room.

“Where is he?”

“I don’t know. He left me.”

“He left you?”

 


Things were rough when they were first married. Right
out of high school. Not enough money to go to college. But they
were right for each other. Not perfect. But right. Then Tony came.
Tony who was sweet and good, but oh so damaged. In their small
town, there wasn’t much help. Special classes, special care meant
money. Things were rough at first. With the help of each family,
though, they managed.

Then Tony grew older. And his strange talent started
to appear. Showing up first on a teenage cousin who came to baby
sit one day. She wanted to sit with Tony all the time. One day,
Audrey came home and caught them.

Audrey of course had blamed the cousin and a
promiscuous society.

But then it started to happen to her. She fought the
feelings. The talent was not full fledged so that she was able to
suppress them. But later she found that she could not deny herself.
Shame, guilt, misery. She now knew what those words really meant.
She went to a psychiatrist for help.

Tony’s talent worked on the nurse they got to watch
him while his Momma was away. The nurse had to be fired.

It worked on the next nurse as well and she too was
fired.

And Audrey and her husband came to understand that it
wasn’t the nurses, but Tony.

They ran away and hid their special child.

One day, her husband came home and found them.
Again.

 


“The look he gave me,” Audrey said. “Hardly saw it I
was so, so trapped by my own body. Later, when he didn’t come home.
I knew he wasn’t ever gonna come home again.”

Gail was silent. She felt her own fire slowly going
out and calm returning. She reminded her hands to behave.

“The look,” Gail prompted.

“I was angry at first. He left me alone to deal with
this. Ran out. A coward. A weak man who couldn’t stay with me when
I needed him most. He sends money. No letters. Just cash. I hated
him for that.”

“You hate him?” Gail asked.

“Nah. Not any more. I miss him though. He had a way
of laughing that made it all better. I miss his touch.” She looked
down at her hands. “I can’t touch him. Tony I mean. And he can’t
touch me. What kind of a life is that when the people you love the
most can’t be touched?”

 


Gail was back the next day. She had informed her
staff that this was an interesting case that she would take on pro
bono. Everyone nodded. And it was going to be an offsite case.
Everyone nodded. And that was all there was to it. Everyone nodded.
Not because of anything else. Now that everyone was staring at her,
she told herself to shut up. June remarked about how good Gail
looked. And Gail turned crimson when Becky remarked that it must be
because of a man. She hoped that neither noticed.

 


“You think this’ll help,” Audrey asked dubiously.

“I need to gather data. And you’re going to have to
help me.”

A camcorder, a number of gloves, and a condom were
arrayed on the table.

Gail felt panicky but there was no other way.

“Do you know how to work this?” she asked Audrey,
pointing to the camcorder.

She nodded.

“Alright, we’re going to try a number of gloves, and
see what happens. If I get carried away, just, just video tape till
we’re done.”

“I understand.”

The first set of gloves were oven mitts. She
carefully placed the gloves on Tony’s hands. He laughed
uproariously at the fish shapes his hands had become. She made sure
that she didn’t touch him. Audrey recorded.

“Alright, Tony,” Gail said more brightly than she
felt. “Go ahead and touch me but only with your hands.”

“You mean the fish?” asked Tony.

“Yes, just the fish.”

Tony clumsily clutched at her hand.

“Okay,” she said to the camera. “I feel nothing. How
about you Tony?”

“How about me what?”

“How are you feeling?”

“Fine.”

“That’s really good. The subject is not demonstrating
any sexual arousal.”

She kidded herself into hoping that the clinical
jargon would help her.

She replaced the oven mitts with thick leather work
gloves.

Again there was no response.

She removed the leather gloves and put rubber
dishwashing gloves on.

No response.

“Alright,” she said to the camera. “All these gloves
have been relatively thick and also restrictive. The surgical
gloves on the other hand are quite thin and also allow excellent
manual dexterity.”

Audrey had warned her that she would remain primed by
the earlier experience. She thought she was prepared.

But she had never been hit by a truck. Or fallen off
a twenty story building. Or been engulfed by the burning hot lava
spewing from an exploding volcano. Or swept away by a giant tidal
wave that appears out of nowhere to drown her in a sweet ocean of
pure dreams.

 


She watched the video. Embarrassment burned her skin.
The woman on the screen moaning and screaming, thrashing and
convulsing couldn’t possibly be her. Yet there she was, tearing the
clothes of the boy and attacking him with an intensity she had
never seen in any pornographic movie.

According to the timer, it had taken all of three
seconds for her to start responding. But she knew that internally,
the response had been immediate.

She saw that he had merely touched the palm of her
right hand. Audrey had wisely zeroed in on the spot. She froze the
image and looked at the spot on her palm. There was nothing there
out of the ordinary. She stroked the spot. Nothing. But then it
might be similar to trying to tickle oneself.

She started the video again. Tony was an expert at
removing her clothes, yet was totally incompetent at removing his
own. She made a note to stop and buy him a new outfit. She never
knew that she had enough strength to rip clothes apart.

He did not take any role in penetration. Rather he
was quite passive and she was as the first time in the dominant
position. He didn’t appear to make any movement of any kind but
rather let her do the work.

She smiled at the note. If all work were so
enjoyable… Then scowled at herself.

Re-focusing on the video, she tallied up another
orgasm.

There was a small grunt from him, and she noted the
time assuming that he had climaxed as well.

There was one more orgasm for her, and then she just
slipped off of him.

He patted her head once, got up and the camera
followed him to a corner where he started to build a house with
some blocks.

The camera spun dizzyingly back to watch her.

She flushed even deeper as she watched herself,
dozing in what she had to describe as pure bliss. Sweat matted her
hair to her face. The camera followed her arms down to where one of
her hands was between her legs.

She had to force herself to stay seated and watch the
rest of the video.

It was excruciating watching herself finally coming
to her senses and the shame and humiliation flooding in. She
gritted her teeth watching the woman on the video desperately
trying to talk clinically into the camera as if what had happened
was a mere experiment. She was further humiliated by the utter
failure to hide what had happened to her.

 


“Tony,” she said, catching his attention. “Do you
know the difference between boys and girls?”

“Uh, huh,” he said.

“What is the difference between boys and girls?”

“I don’t know.”

She nodded, made a quick note, then turned to the
camera.

“Today, we’re going to see if any other part of
Tony’s body can create the response.”

She composed herself while placing the thick leather
gloves on his hands.

“Alright, Tony,” she said, brightly. “Do you want to
touch me?”

He threw the crayon down, then grasped her hand.

Nothing. She breathed a sigh of relief. At least, she
thought it was relief.

“If you want, Tony, you can touch me with something
else.”

He cocked his head and screwed up his face. “Like
what?”

“Like how about your elbow.”

“My elbow?” He threw back his head guffawed.
“Okay.”

They solemnly touched elbows together. Gail made sure
that she also touched his elbow with her hand. Nothing.

“How about your foot?” she said.

He laughed even louder. With a great amount of
giggling, they touched their feet together. Nothing.

“Alright,” she said to the camera. “Is the effect not
working today, or does the effect work only through the hands?”

Audrey looked at her from behind the lens.

Gail swallowed. “If the effect is working, we shall
also try to nullify the effect by having Tony’s mom distract or try
to disengage Tony.”
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