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Trevor just ended his most recent tour. He's the lead singer of a band called Bitchfactory. It's a great name, but a stupid name because it sounds like they'd be heavy metal or hard rock, but they're not. They're more of a folk rock kind of band. I used to love their music before Trevor and I got together. Now I won't let myself listen to it. It's too dangerous. I can't afford to fall in love with one of my clients.
What's funny about Trevor is that he writes these beautiful sensitive lyrics and at the same time he's the type of man who will satisfy his sexual appetite with a prostitute. And believe me, he has quite an appetite.
He lives in California and he just sent for me. I'm on an airplane now actually. It's clever how we have to do this. He gives me the money to buy my own ticket 'cause I won't tell him my last name. And I have no forms of ID with me, because I don't trust him not to look through my things while I'm here. Risky, no? It's like I trust him completely, and then I don't trust him at all. I'm carrying cash if it makes you feel any better.
I will tell you about him now before we land. He's gorgeous. That may be the reason I took this job with him. Plus the secret prestige of it. He's of average height; chiseled, lonesome-boy face. Though he's in his mid-thirties. Longish layered hair down to his shoulders. It's light brown and smooth. The kind where he just has to flick his head and it all feathers back perfectly off his face. He should be in a shampoo commercial. Really. He's thin and muscular. I think he does tai chi. He's got just the right amount of this and that to look excellent onstage. You can see why I would stay away from such events. I've only seen him perform once. Amazing.
His whole body is slightly tan. Just the right amount. Even his penis, I swear. Though, I didn't think that was possible. He's like a Greek god. From California.
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