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When Trevor first wrote to me, I thought it
was a joke. The lead singer of Bitchfactory is writing to ME? Ahhh!
I recognized his name is all. Trevor Logan. It's not like he said,
"Hello. I'm Trevor Logan from Bitchfactory. Write me a letter about
how I fucked you raw. Thanks!"

But the postmark was from California, so it
was highly likely to be him. I never knew for sure until I met him,
though. The way he phrased things was so poetic, I knew it had to
be him. Even one phrase in particular from one of his letters,
"I've been turning something around in my mind..." is also in a
song he wrote.

I tried not to freak out. I was a huge fan,
but I played it cool. (Or played it hot, as the case may be...) I
couldn't figure out how he knew about me, though. That was too
weird. Cosmically bittersweet.

He told me later when I met him, but I'll
tell you now. Apparently, his band had a concert in Billings and on
their way through Montana to get to Seattle or somewhere, they
stopped in Callea. They had a day or two to waste and the band
rented out the entire bowling alley for one evening. For band
members, roadies, members of their opening band, and probably
specially selected female fans, let's face it.

On the men's room wall at that time was my ad
for sexual letters, stories, and drawings for a price. He wrote my
P.O. box address down, he waited a while, then he went for it.

Insatiable. Even in writing. Dizzying to
think of it now. He wanted intense letters and stories about us
fucking all night long. He always chose me as the woman in these
stories, which I found very sweet and flattering. Like he was being
polite. But then again, I could be anything he wanted me to be. And
I was. It was easy to fantasize about him. I already had in the
past.

He also asked for drawings. The complicated
kind. Two women and a man or two men and a woman. Threesomes
fucking creatively. It was always hard to arrange those pictures.
They took more planning and time.

Trevor had a way of not realizing I actually
had to make these things after he requested them. He'd write again
right away, requesting something else, as if I had a stack of every
conceivable type of letter, story, or drawing sitting in a corner
to grab things from.
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