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Doll 

 

Gerald Walter Clayton had sustained his flesh and blood female lover for thirteen years, but had 

relented, had recently acquiesced to the pressures, what with the stress of intimacy and 

proximity, the constant requirement to compromise, and, of course also, the fundamental obvious 

incompatibility of what had to be separate species. There were never to be children. On route to 

his weekly hair trim, he marveled aloud about the fact that interbreeding would, necessarily, be 

presumed. He had chosen what he had thought would be a demur one, a Thai from humble 

resources, who couldn’t even speak the language when she came to him. His goal was always 

satisfaction never reproduction.  

 

Gerald Walter Clayton admitted to himself in retrospect that he had chosen poorly. How was he 

to have known she had ambiguities and ambitions, was an intellectual, picked up the language 

quickly, and aspired to be in the vanguard of multi-cultural creative expression? Christ, that 

startup publishing house, a small press, all fired up and hammering me for contacts, my business 

connections, for money, man that was rough. He experienced an unwelcome swell of resentment 

remembering the harangue; how she had badgered and bullied him in front of his colleagues. 

What a mistake, a poet and a smart one, I sure had to learn some Thai fast – geez – just to get 

my foot in my own front door. Waiting in the doorway, such fury in such a wee and round face; 

she never did get that it was my threshold that I carried her across. The recollection of the day 

he hoisted her diminutive and boyish body in through the gaping entrance reminded him that the 

year of their betrothal was also the year he had paid off his mortgage, one more burden off his 

back, the relief, the security of owning one’s own home, how smart was he, that was the solid 

and stable approach, according to my thirty-year plan, interest deduction or not, paying mostly 

principal anyway, trying to get me to refinance the equity, f’ing banks.  

 

Gerald Walter Clayton was not outwardly disturbed by the ultimate failure of the relationship. 

He was composed. Thinking of the years, the number thirteen appeased him. He repeated the 

word for the number aloud drawing out the thir syllable and sharply emphasizing the teen 

syllable so that thirrrrrrrrrrrrrteen resonated in the air, lingered throughout the car interior, had 

the penetrating intonation and resilience of a jungle bird call. Driving down route 40, he mused 

on the commendable durability that the number represented. Of course, though, she was the one 

who was barren. The relationship was destined to be fruitless. That should have been obvious. 

Still, he loved the black magic, the irony of the number, the notion that it could be for most 

people sinister, might bring bad luck, but for him was lucky, represented freedom and release 

and from his point of view, also a significant achievement. It was his longest relationship with a 

woman, by far, not counting his mother. Whuuuuuuweeeee…he expelled an exaggerated sigh.  

 

Sitting at the traffic light, Gerald Walter Clayton’s hand lingered on the little round paunch that 

had begun to develop in the latter years of their marriage. She was an excellent cook, mounds of 

spicy, steaming third-world food, massive burgeoning European desserts, weird sweet Asian 

cakes, cakes, cakes, he never did get their name and damn now he felt bothered by her and 

hungry. She called it his pot-de-crème, pointing at his potbelly: “You better go out for run that 

pooch not so good looking on man who skinny like you.” God damn that pissed him off. And the 

time his brother pointed at his midriff, “Hey Gerr! New polo, huh? There ain’t nothing uglier 
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than a short skinny fat guy.” Hardee har har, he really did almost violate family protocol and hit 

the bastard over the head with his brand-new, hand-crafted nine-iron.  

 

Nevertheless, Gerald Walter Clayton was highly satisfied with his solution, as he reminded 

himself, negotiating the right turn into the parking lot of the 40-West mall. He was not 

necessarily proud of the solution, not in the way that his mother might be proud of him. But, it 

was an efficient resolution, tidy, neatly tied right up, in the manner that characterized his work at 

the office. It was without loose ends. Gerald Walter Clayton always completed the due diligence. 

He was fond of reminding his subordinates that the real work was in the preparation. The 

presentation itself, while make or break, was in the end only the final few percent.  

 

Gerald Walter Clayton remembered the evening he acted on his idea. He spent long hours on the 

internet starting his Google search first with doll and, when he had tired of browsing or scrolling 

past links for the Barbie Homepage, Doll Collecting, Antique Dolls, Exploring Dolls from Bru to 

Barbie, Cartoon Dolls, Paper Dolls, Cloth Dolls, Doll Heaven, Doll House, The Tattoo Baby 

Doll Project and even Devil Dolls, refined his search further first to Adult Dolls, Adult Life-Sized 

Dolls, and finally Sex Dolls.  

 

The gal he selected was not cheap. She cost him $6,499.00. But some of the cheaper models 

reminded him so much of Raggedy Ann or Mr. Bill that he found he couldn’t take them seriously 

as intimate partners. Sue was almost real (he named her after the most complete skeleton of a T-

Rex ever found, now on public display at The Field Museum in Chicago). He experienced her as 

advertised: a life-like, ultra-soft and malleable female surrogate with futurotic vagina, anus and 

mouth made of a 3-dimensional, almost seamless design, reinforced for added strength. The 

construction process utilized forming techniques which created soft, realistic feeling skin. The 

doll featured an essentially complete, full, life-like mannequin head with a subtle and artfully 

wrought paradoxical expression of docility and ecstasy, as well as a supple customized-to-fit 

erotically noduled mouth with lush pillowy lips, sexy long flowing human hair, ripe and 

abundant breasts with erect, pliant nipples, jointed arms with soft, cupped, mechanical hands and 

painted nails, a slender waist and firm pert buttocks. She arrived permanently, sensually 

perfumed. The quietly pleasant scent wafted up from the packing materials while he unwrapped 

her. He found included two removable bullets for maximum stimulation, which were at first a 

mystery to him. Not included were the four AA batteries required to power the vibration. The 

doll, Sue, had been perfected for the demands of his lifestyle in every way, except perhaps for 

the storage problem. He had to be careful when family and friends visited. The doll did not 

deflate. 

 

His ruminations on Sue dissipated as he pulled up in front of the Barber Shop. He had increased 

his regular visits for a trim from the usual monthly cycle to a weekly one. His barber was a 

female, Dawn, and, though he didn’t feel a weekly trim was required, he had grown to 

appreciate, to relish even, the shampoo and scalp massage that preceded the actual hair cutting. 

Dawn firmly and expertly manipulated his head in ways that aroused in him an exquisite, 

excruciating mixture of pleasure and pain, especially when she kneaded his temples, to his mind 

rather roughly, with aromatic essential oils. Clearly the tall and lithe, youthful hair stylist (yoga 

practitioner) didn’t know her own young person’s strength, and Gerald Walter Clayton had no 

intention of providing her enlightenment. He may have remarked once or twice that her muscles 
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resembled steel cables or that the smooth round pressure of her finger tips was perfectly on hard- 

point, but he never uttered the slightest complaint. He was compliant.  

 

Gerald Walter Clayton was not disappointed now as Dawn followed the massage with the 

shampoo and final rinse, finishing up with a prayerful pause, gently supporting his head in her 

warmly moist and supple palms. Her intimate gesture of humility before the sacred-ness of his 

soul thrilled him, though the experience had been tainted somewhat when he arrived early once 

and witnessed another client’s head cradled in her hands. The haircut which followed was the 

denouement; a troubling, practical, and banal afterthought. He often felt out of balance listening 

to the snip-snip and was always distracted during this final anti-climactic phase. He wished that 

it was appropriate for him to nap, I might get away with it, if it wasn’t for the loudness and 

wetness of my snoring; you’d think they’d figure out how to fix this sleep apnea thing, f’ing 

doctors.  

 

Suddenly, mysteriously, it was without precedent though not without portent, he found himself 

flooded now, here in her chair, with unwelcome memories. He began reliving that day in vivid 

surges of memory. He created in his mind an intensely colorful and intricately detailed passion 

replay of the break-up, though he found that he was not completely sure if what he envisioned 

was how it really happened, if what he fabricated in his mind’s eye was to-the-letter true.  

 

The drama rushed abruptly in upon him as he peered into the mirror at the reflection of the 

reflection framed by the hand mirror Dawn held up behind his head. He saw what he always saw: 

the exactly straight cut of jet-black, fragile hairs at the base of the skull, a few mournful flakes of 

persistent dandruff, the flawless and, to his mind, profoundly ugly whiteness of that neck bent 

slightly forward in such an exposed way. He hated the cut, but couldn’t seem to get away from it. 

Seeing himself reflected like that, contrite, a condemned man, whisked him with a quiver and a 

pull in his gut through a portal to that prior moment in his life, the fulcrum, on the far side of 

which was frustration, on the near side of which, he insisted, he had found his freedom. Thank 

God that’s over, the nagging; I don’t have to negotiate everything I want to get done. 

 

But now, with the haircut completed, Gerald Walter Clayton did not feel free. Nor did he feel the 

usual wellness that he anticipated from the aftermath of his massage. He began to feel ill. In 

conspicuous, compelling detail, he rewound and replayed that evening. She had forced him to 

interrupt the routine. She had bullied him out of the home at night when he was supposed to be 

winding down. The manipulation, the injustice of being manipulated in that way, to be 

maneuvered against his will out of his home at the hour appointed always for his relaxation, that 

recollection stimulated a growling visceral, viscous, vicious bulge of revulsion deep in his 

abdomen. He feared he would vomit right there in Dawn’s chair. 

 

It all seemed so real, so immediate to him. Gerald Walter Clayton wished he could, with 

deliberation, forget it again, but the memories persisted. The arrival of the official notice of jury 

duty had set off in their household additional, uncomfortable disruption which, ultimately, turned 

out to be the final contributing factor in the dissolution of their marriage. She had pestered him 

mercilessly, in English and in Thai, obviously tormented by some frightful experience with 

intransigent governmental bureaucracy in her home country. He had finally relented, slapping the 

newspaper down on the coffee table, and they embarked on their nocturnal journey into the heart 
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of Crystal City. They cruised down route 40 in the most straightforward way, beguiled at the 

outset by the ease of the excursion. A tenuous reconciliation faded quickly when he obstinately 

took a wrong turn and made them lost. Looping through the tall buildings, he felt a rise of panic. 

He drove the car at slow speeds, craning his neck to look up the facades of building after 

duplicate building, alone with her in an unfamiliar, confusing place.  

 

She had appeared stiffened and unmovable to him then, staring out of the passenger window and 

refusing to blink. He had experienced the car interior pressing in upon him from all four 

directions. Sitting in Dawn’s chair now, it seemed to him as if that pressing-in continued; as if 

perhaps in some way the constriction was a continuum. Perhaps he could pretend that it had 

never truly happened. Maybe it was just an underlying, recurring bad dream, had not actually 

occurred in a meaningful physical reality, was over and therefore had no substance. Yes. It was 

an imagined, irrelevant spectral condition. He would will the memories to disperse. With all of 

his refined powers of repression, Gerald Walter Clayton tried but could not rid himself of his 

past. It was tangible, tactile: solid, physical, irritating. She had done it all to him, she had. A 

wave of anger overwhelmed his senses. 

 

Miraculously, he still could not explain how, she had come to dominate him; he had become 

quiescent. Not since his mother’s supervision had such a thing occurred. He succumbed mightily 

to his Lilliputian woman, ashamed at and frightened by his weakness. What a sissy! He was even 

more repulsed now reliving the shame of it. It was like being deflated. He had wholly and 

completely relinquished his requirement to arrange and organize things. At the heart of the city, 

Gerald Walter Clayton had followed her every crisply annunciated direction, until he found that 

he drove them speeding down a long concave sway of urban highway at the bottom of which 

stood the court house. He stopped in the parking lot and waited for her to clarify. 

 

“I stay at Holiday Inn.” 

“What do mean?” 

“Over there, see all those lights.” 

“Yes, I know it’s a motel but what do you mean stay?” 

“I stay there and come over here to courthouse tomorrow.” 

“Why?” 

“It easier.” 

“You’ll stay alone? You don’t like being alone.” 

“I’m not nervous.” 

“But money, you need some money.” 

“I have money.” 

“What money?” 

“Credit card and money.” 

“I didn’t know you had a credit card.” 

“Yes, take me to hotel.” 

 

Gerald Walter Clayton left her behind – his foreign, his Asian, Thai, superb cook, persistent, 

relentless, diminutive, puerile person, women, wife – at the motel, and had returned home. He 

would never forget, was tormented really, by the sound, the soft click of the motel door closing. 

He could see now, acutely, with fine precision, the eggshell sheen of the freshly painted, flawless 
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surface that closed him out. He felt again the coolness of the door, a suggestion of moistness on 

his palm. It shocked him to realize that was the final and most intimate interaction he had ever 

had with her.  

 

Returning home, he had entered through the backdoor into their kitchen. He found the angry 

white moonlight streaming in through all the windows. The hard-edge, bright light repeated a 

pattern of severe squares on the floor and countertops. The silence gripped and held him – an 

immense, unwelcome, glutinous authoritarian. He stood in the middle of the room as if glued in 

place, as if simultaneously forbidden to make a motion and unwilling also to move himself. He 

thought he remembered, sitting stiffly now in Dawn’s chair, that he often felt adhered, couldn’t 

move a lot of the time. I couldn’t move then, I can’t move now, I can’t go on stuck like this, I 

can’t breathe, I’m going to die, I can’t stay here, coming home like that to that awful hollow 

house, going home again to this awful hollow home, I can’t stand it. 

 

And now, slumped in Dawn’s chair, he broke down, sobbed great heaving paroxysms, shuddered 

and sobbed. “What’s wrong, what’s wrong Gerry? What? What is it! Gerry, Jesus!” That awful 

hollow house, I can’t go back, that awful terrible empty home. 


