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 California, Part 1 (back to
top)

 


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.

Anyway, I'm never quite prepared for how hot
it is in Los Angeles. Summer in Montana is nothing compared to it.
Still, today I look like a business woman. My long dark curly hair
is back in a big barrette at the nape of my neck (bad hair do
choice for an airplane ride, but it's done now). Over my thin, but
naturally busty, body I have a short sleeved white button-down
shirt tucked into a slim dark purple knee-length skirt. No nylons.
Too hot. Just black sandals.

He said he'd have someone meet me at the
airport. Sometimes he sends a limo driver, sometimes a cab driver.
Depending on his mood. The plane is landing now. I will escape
quickly to the ladies' room to straighten myself out. It's funny,
I'm wearing sunscreen just for the walk to and from the car. The
sun is so bright here! I don't have enough of a tan to protect me
yet.

The plane lands with barely a bump and I am
anxious to get off. Being confined always makes me nervous. I grab
my carry on bag from under my seat and squeeze my way off the plane
with everyone else. The flight attendant smiles at me and I smile
back. After walking down a long air conditioned tunnel, I emerge
into the airport, and there is my driver.

He's quite attractive. Twenty-something.
Confident and athletic looking. He has curly dark brown hair like
mine. He could be my brother. If I had a brother. He's holding a
sign that says only, "Marina."

I walk briskly over to him. He watches me. I
say, "I'm Marina."

He smiles a winning smile and says, "Hello,
Marina. I'm Jake. Trevor's assistant."

"Oh," I say. He actually puts his hand in the
small of my back to guide me to the luggage area. I walk with him
for a moment. "Uh, actually, I need to use the ladies' room," I say
smoothly. "Can I meet you at the luggage? I only have one suitcase.
Dark blue. This big." I show him with my hands.

He nods and smiles again. "Okay." We part
ways.

I make my way into the ladies' room and go to
work. I throw away my plane ticket because my last name is on it.
My ticket home will be waiting for me at the gate when I arrive. I
check myself out in the mirror. Not bad. I put some lip balm on
after quickly brushing my teeth with just a squirt of toothpaste. I
shake out my ponytail to make it fuller. I pull it apart some. Then
I go into a stall with my carry on bag and take my underwear off.
Trevor likes me that way. I pee, wash my hands, and then I'm
done.

I walk briskly again, out of the bathroom and
to the luggage area. I don't want to keep Jake waiting. When I find
him he is standing calmly by my suitcase. He found it. He sees me
walking up to him and picks the suitcase up. "Ready?" He asks. He
reaches for my carry on bag. "Here, let me take that for you," he
says and wanders off with both of them. Wow.

We get out to his car, a shiny brown small
newfangled thing. He puts my luggage in the backseat, then goes
around to open my door for me. "Thank you," I smile and get in. He
closes it for me too. Doesn't he know what I am? Weird. I feel a
little guilty and uncomfortable. Like if he did know I was a
prostitute, he wouldn't be so nice.

We drive for at least an hour, to the
outskirts of the city. Trevor's house is a small new mansion
surrounded by trees and meadows and fields. Jake makes small talk
with me the whole time. How was my flight? What's the weather in
Montana like? That sort of thing. Crazy, I say. He asks me to
explain. We have a saying there, I tell him. If you don't like the
weather in Montana, wait five minutes. He laughs at me. This is
nice.

Finally, we come to Trevor's secluded drive.
Sunlight flickers through the trees as we zip quietly up the one
lane paved road. He pulls to a stop in front of Trevor's sprawling
wooden house. Once again, Jake whips around the car to let me out.
He's trying to make a good impression, though I wonder why.

He carries my luggage up the steps, unlocks
the door and sets it inside. "I hope you enjoy your stay, Marina,"
he says kindly, holding the door open for me as he stands outside.
"Goodbye."

"Goodbye," I say as I step into the cool
house and close the door behind me. I hear Jake get into his car
and drive away as I stand there. Light flutters into the foyer from
the prism glass in the door and open windows in adjacent rooms. My
eyes adjust to the dim light and I see something strewn about on
the dark wooden floor. Red rose petals. Haha! I chuckle.

I slip my sandals off and walk quietly down
the hall, following the petal trail. It's so funny when he gets
like this. He doesn't have to do this for me. Actually, it kind of
makes it worse. Makes me wish we were a real couple. I guess I can
pretend a little bit while I'm here.

I tip toe down the hall and turn a corner.
The petals lead to the large first floor bathroom. Door slightly
ajar. I push it open slowly and peek inside. There he is. My genius
in his bathtub. Rose petals lead right up to edge of it. He smiles
when he sees me in the doorway, I smile back. I push the door open
and slink over to him like a cat. The tub is big enough for two and
as I reach him, he turns the water jet streams on and raises his
eyebrows mischievously.
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