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CHAPTER 1:

Columbus, Ohio was dull as dirt...there was really no other way to put it. Well, Brenda Baker actually could think of a number of other ways to put it but that sort of language wasn't considered appropriate for a lady. One could always go to The Button, located in the Seneca Hotel downtown. On Friday nights they had a dance that drew teenagers from all over the city. The Bowery was another club that catered to the youth market but mostly the town seemed to grind on in inexorable squareness. Brenda had decided that she should be more like the city's namesake and go on a voyage of discovery. Of course in her case it wasn't new territory she was seeking, it was a voyage of self-discovery.

1966 was an exciting year to be a teenager...if you could get somewhere exciting to enjoy it. London, England was her first choice; the "British Invasion" had energized the world music scene and everything hip seemed to be happening in England. She dreamed of being able to shop for a mini-skirt on Carnaby Street. Unfortunately London was a bit out of her budget at this point. She needed to hitchhike wherever she was going and the Atlantic Ocean was bound to be a bit of an obstacle. That left California as the next Valhalla of hipness.  The only question was San Francisco or Los Angeles? She hadn't decided yet and figured she wouldn't have to worry about it for quite a while. The trick was to travel west. Once she was out in that general area fate might decide for her whether she then went north or south.

Hitchhiking was a perfectly respectable way to travel in those days and the fact that she was a very attractive 18-year-old girl was just going to make it all the easier to bum a ride. The bored truck driver on a cross-country haul or the lonely salesman making his rounds might enjoy the company of a spunky young girl. She had hitched around Ohio a number of times and never had too much trouble finding a ride.

She had some money, but probably not enough to get all the way to California and then do anything once she got there but some things just can't wait and getting the hell out of where she was seemed like one of those things. She might have to hunker down somewhere along the line and do some waitressing or something to bank up a little bread but that was no big deal. It might actually be fun to not just see the country from the window of a vehicle. Who knows what adventures might be in store?

It was a great time for adventure and Brenda was just one of many thousands of young people on the move. Some were trying to avoid the draft and not be sent to Vietnam while others were fleeing the social restraints in their hometown and the persecution that often went with it. Boys wanted their hair longer and girls wanted their skirts shorter. Most kids were intrigued by the idea of drugs like marijuana and LSD and there seemed to be a great migration to places where these alternative lifestyles were supposedly embraced or at least tolerated. A guy with hair barely touching the collar of his shirt could be in serious trouble if he were caught out on the streets alone at night. He might just get chased and called a "fag" but there were plenty of All-American boys out there with no compunctions at all about beating the crap out of anyone who didn't conform precisely to the traditional way of living. The word "hippie" was starting to be bandied around and it seemed to mean anyone who didn't look like they belonged on the cast of Leave It To Beaver.

Conformity was as American as apple pie, especially in the 1950's and early 60's. Television had done a great job of selling the ideal life to the public. It was a time of rampant consumerism but more than anything what was being sold was an image. The problem was that the image wasn't always a very accurate reflection of the way things really were, or worse, the way they ought to be. Maintaining the status quo at all costs meant denying millions of people their rights and equality. It stifled the kind of curiosity and experimentation that fueled genuine progress and growth. It was a recipe for disaster but for main-stream America it was a meal they were quite content to dine on indefinitely. 

In the aftermath of World War II those who survived did a hell of a lot of fucking and it didn't take long to repopulate the world. They had done such a good job that there was a "baby boom" of epic proportions and for the first time in history there were more young people than any other demographic group. They say that there's safety in numbers so that probably helped to fuel the rebellion. It wasn't difficult to find other young people who were just as dissatisfied and disenchanted with the way things were going as you were. Brenda was certainly one of those kids. Sex, drugs and rock and roll seemed like a pretty enticing combination and she was anxious to know more about all three.

She had lost her virginity at 16 to a boy she thought she loved and assumed she was going to marry but the Army had other plans for him and he was now thousands of miles away fighting in a jungle somewhere. He might even be dead by now, they hadn't really kept in touch. She didn't know he was already headed for Vietnam when she screwed him. He just wanted to get his dick wet before he left and made all sorts of promises and professions of love that didn't mean anything. She didn't blame him. Vietnam looked like hell on Earth on the TV news reports and who wouldn't want to get laid before heading into that mess? If he was going to die at least he wasn't going to die a virgin. Well, neither was she now. Fortunately she hadn't gotten pregnant and since then had learned all about the miraculous birth control pill. It wasn't all that easy to get if you were single but it was worth the effort. As long as she stayed diligent in taking the pill on schedule she should be able to avoid an unwanted pregnancy with almost foolproof accuracy.

She had changed a lot in two years. Back then she was much happier at the prospect of getting married young and settling down to the life of a housewife in Columbus. At 16 the thought of marriage was sort of like smoking cigarettes...a quick way to feel grownup and mature. Now she was in no rush to tie the knot. Sex with her soldier boy hadn't exactly been spectacular but she could see the potential. Even though it had just been a fumbling affair in the backseat of a car the sensation of being penetrated by a man was intoxicating. The whole thing was over pretty quick, she didn't get anywhere near an orgasm and she was sore the next day but she could imagine how good it might be with someone a little more experienced to guide her.

Although she didn't wish the fate of being sent to Vietnam on anyone it was a small blessing for her that her lover departed so quickly. Men tend to brag about their conquests and as soon as one boy heard that she "put out" she'd be marked pretty quickly around town as a "slut" and a "whore" and her odds of being pestered, if not out-and-out raped, would have skyrocketed. She hadn't had sex with anyone else since that first time but she wanted to desperately and knew that it would be better to do it somewhere else where she didn't have a home and a family.

Unlike the TV version of the typical American household she came from a broken home and had no siblings. Her father was a salesman who traveled a lot in his work and when she was about 13 he just didn't bother to come home after one of his trips. He was living in Pittsburg, Pennsylvania now and they didn't communicate much. He was also very shaky with his alimony payments so her mother had gone back to work as a secretary. She wasn't terribly close to her mother even before the divorce and afterwards things only got worse. Brenda had taken a part-time job as a waitress while completing high school so she and her mother rarely crossed paths. Her mom seemed to hate everything that Brenda was interested in; her taste in music, her fashion choices, her burgeoning interest in left-wing politics and her crazy idea that there was something out there in the world besides Columbus, Ohio and the need to snare a man into marriage as quickly as possible. It hadn't worked out so well for her mom but for some reason she clung to the formula with pit bull tenacity. Even graduating from high school seemed like a waste of time to her mother since Brenda was such a pretty girl and should be able to land a man with her looks and charm. A woman was supposed to have dinner waiting for her husband when he got home, what possible difference did it make if she knew that the Treaty of Ghent was signed in 1814?

It was time to split this scene. The money she brought in as a waitress wasn't as much financial relief to her mother as being completely out from under her roof and hopefully with the house to herself her mom might feel more comfortable finding a new man. When Brenda broke the news that she was planning to head to California there was a little bit of an emotional moment between them but it wasn't like she was moving to Borneo. They had telephones and post offices out west these days and she could always come home if she wanted to. It was better than just slipping away and leaving a note on the table. Their relationship wasn't great but it wasn't terrible either. Brenda promised to keep in touch and she meant it. Her mom slipped her a few more bucks and kissed her goodbye and that was that.

It was a strange feeling to walk out of the house knowing that you weren't coming back a few hours later. It was even stranger not knowing exactly where she was going or what she planned to do. U.S. Route 40 was her jumping off point. Springfield was about 45 miles away and the larger town of Dayton around 71 miles from Columbus so she hoped to hitch a ride as far as either one of those towns at least. Indianapolis, Indiana, 175 miles away, would be even better but when you're hitching you take what you can get.

With her thumb pointing west she began to walk and it wasn't long before a blue sedan was pulling over to the side of the road. A middle-aged man with traces of gray sneaking into his hair rolled down the window and asked where she was going.

"As far west as I can get," she replied.

"Well hop in. I've got a business meeting in Indianapolis tomorrow and I'd appreciate the company."

Perfect. That was a nice long stretch of road and would at least get her out of Ohio in one shot. Where she went from there she could decide once she arrived. The fewer stops the better if she had to get a room for the night. If they got in early enough she might be able to hook up with someone else and just sleep in the car. She also assumed that part of the journey would be by bus since that would provide sleeping accommodations as well as a guaranteed ride but every bus ticket chewed away at her limited resources.

"Hi, I'm Bob!"

"Brenda. I appreciate the lift," she said as she got in the car.

"Running away from home?" Bob inquired.

"Don't worry, I'm over 18 and my mom knows where I'm going. There won't be any cops chasing us or anything like that."

"Oh, I didn't mean it like that," said Bob. "It's just that I pick up a lot of hitchers and most of them seem to be running away from something. It's none of my business I just like to talk. I remember when I was a kid and I had this crazy idea about running away and joining the circus. Never did it of course."

"Why not?" Brenda asked.

"Too scared. I always loved the circus when it came to town and I thought that was the most marvelous idea in the world...to just pack up and move around from city to city...have adventures...see the world. I guess I sort of do that now, just without all the elephants and sawdust."

"Salesman?"

"Product representative," Bob replied.

"What's the difference?" she asked.

"Better office and 20 bucks a week more in pay," said Bob with a laugh.

"My old man's a salesman...at least he used to be. I have no idea what he does now. My mom's always bitching about him missing his alimony payments so he probably doesn't want anyone knowing exactly where he works or how much he makes," Brenda said.

"Gee, that's tough. It must be hard not growing up with a father."

"He was there long enough for me to see that I haven't been missing much," Brenda joked. "It's no big deal really. You got kids Bob?"

"Boy and a girl. Typical American family. My boy's about your age I'd guess, and man would he flip over you. All that long dark hair and blue eyes is right up his alley. He really likes the hippie girl type."

"I'm not sure that I'm officially a hippie," said Brenda.

"Maybe not, but you kind of dress like one. Really free and easy. Now me, I like a girl wearing a dress...like to see their legs but my boy's in the jeans and t-shirt crowd in college."

"OSU?"

"That's right, and damn proud of it! It's keeping him out of the war at any rate."

Bob seemed like an all right sort of guy and the time passed quickly. Like he said, he liked to talk and didn't seem to be prying for information as much as just curious. When two strangers meet there have to be some preliminaries before you know what you both might have in common to talk about. When they got to Springfield Bob said he was a little hungry and offered to pay for some sandwiches and coffee. That way they wouldn't have to stop and waist time they could just eat on the road whenever they felt like it. This was turning out to be a very nice way to begin her journey.

It was still light when they got to Indianapolis so Brenda figured she's try her luck at hitching another ride. Bob offered to let her spend the night in his motel room but that seemed a little sketchy to her. He hadn't made a pass at her the whole time they were on the road and he talked about his wife and kids a lot so it didn't seem too likely that he had anything sinister in mind but it was kind of awkward situation so she declined politely.

"Look, if you want to use the bathroom or take a shower or something that would be fine even if you don't want to stay the night. I try to avoid public restrooms as much as possible. You never know when you're going to get your next chance to stop somewhere decent. I'll even spring for dinner if you stick around. I've enjoyed your company."

"Tell you what, I'm going to try to hitch another ride but if I don't get one by 6:30 I'll meet you at your room if you can hold off on dinner for that long," she suggested.

"It's a deal."

She did try but nothing turned up and the thought of dinner and place to sleep sounded pretty appealing. She didn't like hitching at night because you were kind of stuck out there if no one came along and it was a little scary to be walking along the road in the dark. It was a lot harder for people to see you until they were zooming past anyway so she headed for Bob's room and knocked on the door.

"I wish I could say I felt bad that you didn't get a ride but I was kind of hoping you'd show up. I hate to eat alone. It's the worst part of my job, really, being out on the road all the time with no one to talk to," said Bob.

There was a coffee shop right next to the motel so they just strolled over and had dinner without having to get back in the car. She had made her up mind to spend the night in his room but they hadn't discussed sleeping arrangements. She could easily crash on the floor as long as she had a pillow and didn't want to put the guy out of his bed since he was paying for it but she suspected that he might be the sort of gentleman who would insist on giving her the bed.

When they got back to the room Bob offered up the shower again and Brenda decided to take him up on the offer. Bob just turned the TV on and looked for something to watch while Brenda went into the bathroom and undressed. He was right, opportunities to use a clean bathroom with a shower might be few and far between down the line. Since she was going to be living in her clothes for long stretches she decided to change into some clean underwear but realized that she had left her bag in the room. She just wrapped a towel around her and popped back into the bedroom to grab her clothes but stopped dead in her tracks as soon as she got the door open.

Bob was lying on the bed, stark naked, stroking his cock casually as he watched television. 

"Hope you don't mind," said Bob cheerfully. "Just thinking about you being naked in the other room got me pretty turned on and I had to do something about it."


CHAPTER 2:

"Couldn't you wait until I was done using the bathroom?" Brenda blurted out.

"No, I was feeling pretty horny and I know how long women usually take in there. You kind of surprised me."

"Well you definitely surprised me Bob," she retorted. "What made you think I was that kind of a girl?"

"I don't know that I was thinking of you as any particular type of girl. You can always leave if you want to, I'm not going to try and stop you. Do you like my cock, by the way?"

"What?"

"My cock...do you like it? I know it's not terribly fat but it is pretty long at least. Most women seem to admire it, as far as I can tell."

"I thought you were a married man Bob."

"Oh, I am...very much so. My wife certainly likes my cock."

"Perhaps that's where you should be putting it," Brenda suggested.

"Love to, but she's not here so I've got to do something with it," he replied. "Why don't you drop that towel and let me see what you've got under there. I've been trying guess how big your tits are for hours. That peasant shirt thing you had on was kind of baggy but I'm guessing you've got some really nice hooters."

"Don't you have this thing kind of backwards Bob?" she asked. "I mean, you already gave me a ride as far as you said you were going and you bought me food. Wouldn't it have made more sense to offer those things up front as a bargaining chip?"

"If you were a hooker I suppose it would, but you seem like a nice girl. And I notice you haven't run out of the room screaming or threatening to call the cops or anything so you're obviously not totally uncomfortable about talking to a naked man wearing nothing but a towel. I'm good and hard right now and I'm planning to get off tonight one way or the other. I can go into the bathroom and whack off in there or you can drop that towel and hop in bed with me and we'll both have some fun. It's entirely up to you. A lot of women seem to enjoy getting fucked by me...I know I'm no movie star or anything but you can see I keep myself in good shape and I certainly know a thing or two about pleasing a lady. I can tell you're curious at least."

"I don't know, this is kind of weird," said Brenda.

"Why? You're not a virgin are you?" Bob asked.

"No, I'm not a virgin, but that doesn't make me a slut."

"I never suggested that you were a slut. Wow, you're supposed to be the progressive one and people from my generation are supposed to be the squares," he joked. "Doesn't it sound better to fuck ourselves to sleep rather than one of us sleeping on the floor? I've got plenty of rubbers if that's what you're worried about."

"So all that talk about loving your wife was just bullshit?" Brenda demanded.

"Not at all, I adore my wife...but she's not here...you are. Besides, I'm pretty sure she gets it on sometimes when I'm on the road. Can't blame her really, I do travel a lot and she's still a fine figure of a woman."

"Well stop stroking that thing for a minute and let me look at it," she said.

Bob took his hand away and Brenda could see that it was a fine-looking cock, especially now that it was all hard and throbbing. He was much bigger than her soldier boy had been and she suspected that Bob might be a bit more experienced in the sack. She unwrapped the towel and let it fall to the floor. Bob let out a whistle of appreciation.

"My goodness you're even sexier than I imagined. With nice tits like that you should be stuffing them into a tight sweater. And those hips are fantastic...perfect curves. You should be modeling or something. Is that why you're going to California?"

"I hadn't really thought about it," she replied.

"Well hop in bed and let's get better acquainted."

This was something entirely unexpected to Brenda. Not the idea that a guy picking up a hitchhiker would want to get something in return for his kindness but the whole casual way that Bob had gone about it. No wonder he hadn't been flirting or trying to cop a feel along the way...he was just going to get naked and let it all hang out. He looked for all the world like Mr. Typical American Businessman but some of these middle-aged types were supposedly quite the closet swingers. If this had been some long-haired dude in Haight-Ashbury she wouldn't have thought it was strange at all but this guy was her father's age and obviously lived a very normal life on the surface. Why the hell not jump in the sack with him? He wasn't all that handsome or anything but he had been very friendly and he did have a nice cock and probably knew how to use it. She didn't exactly hop into bed but she strolled over and got on top of the covers next to him.

"Got any grass?" Bob inquired.

"Afraid not...I wouldn't even know where to get it," she responded.

"Too bad, I've always wanted to try it. I hear it adds to the sexual experience. It's supposed to get your really turn on."

"You seem to be managing just fine without it," she joked.

"You're doing that to me. Feel how warm it is," Bob suggested.

Brenda took his throbbing member in her hand and was a little surprised at how much heat it generated. She never really touched her soldier boy, he just kind of dropped his pants and got to work. Brenda found the sensation of stroking a man's hard cock to be surprisingly pleasant and definitely arousing. 

"Would you like to suck it?" asked Bob.

"Maybe not just yet," she replied. "I do like touching it though. I like the way it quivers in my hand. Do you do this sort of thing a lot?" she asked.

"What do mean? Pick up girls on the road?"

"I don't know...have affairs I guess. I would assume that most guys wouldn't just take off all their clothes and be lying there stroking themselves with a total stranger in the bathroom. I would have guessed that you would have tried to kiss me first or something. Most of the boys I know are pretty shy."

"Well, there you have it...I'm long past being a boy. It's a cruel joke of nature that when you're young and good-looking and have all the stamina in the world you usually don't know a damn thing about making love and by the time you do you're not in as good shape to enjoy it," he joked. "This is 1966...there's a sexual revolution going on, in case you haven't noticed. I know you young people think you invented everything but even us old-timers are entitled to enjoy a little sex now and then. It doesn't mean anything. I love my wife and she loves me but everyone has natural urges and after nearly 25 years of being with the same partner it doesn't seem odd to me that we'd both be interested in a little variety on the side."

"I like the fact that you're so comfortable with your body and so relaxed about the whole sex thing," commented Brenda. "People are usually pretty uptight about stuff like that, especially older people."

Bob reached over and started to run his fingers around the outside of her pussy. He asked if she liked the feeling and she just nodded. Soon his fingers were probing inside and he didn't need to ask if she liked it. 

"I envy you," said Bob. "You're so young an attractive and have no plans or responsibilities. A lot of men are going to want to get inside you. I hope you let them."

"That's an odd thing to say," she laughed. "Why would you hope that I would get fucked by a lot of different men?"

"Now is the time to enjoy your youth and beauty and freedom. To live it up and have adventures. You can always settle down when it's the right time but now you should be having fun."

"You're all right Bob, you know that? At first I thought you were just some dirty old man but I think you're actually pretty cool."

Bob rolled over on his stomach and got his head between her legs. He was still probing with his fingers but now he added his tongue to the mix. She had never had anyone go down on her before and the feeling was out of this world. Bob was obviously no beginner at this and had his technique down, alternating between tongue and fingers then sometimes both simultaneously. Brenda began to moan and knew that she was on the verge of a climax. 

"Maybe you should get inside me Bob, I think I'm about to cum," she groaned in delight. 

"That's all right, cum all you want," Bob said with a laugh. "You're a woman, you can have multiple orgasms."

"I can?" she asked in wonder.

"Haven't you read Human Sexual Response by Masters and Johnson?" he asked.

"No."

"Well, it just came out but you should read it. It's the most frank, scientific study of sex since the Kinsey Reports."

She didn't want to admit that she hadn't read the Kinsey Reports either. Peyton Place was about the only sexy book she had ever read, but that was a novel and these sounded more scientific. Despite her lack of physiological knowledge Bob was still more than happy to get between her legs and slide his long cock into her very wet pussy. The size alone was pleasing but Bob had been around the block a few times and knew what to do once he was in there. They started to get into a very nice rhythm and Bob was gentle but firm. It felt good as he controlled the action and the tempo so that the experience was prolonged and satisfying for both of them. He was right about her being able to have more than one orgasm and instead of feeling "finished" after the first one it only increased her desire. 

Bob may have had more physical stamina when he was younger but as far as being able to hold back his ejaculation he put her solider boy to shame. His arms were straining and he was pretty sweaty, but they both were. Good thing she hadn't actually gotten into the shower, she thought, it would have all been wasted by now. The sweat wasn't unpleasant, it actually kind of lubricated their bodies and it felt good to have their skin so slippery. When Bob could hold it no longer she felt the strong surge of semen slamming deep inside her. She was on the pill so Bob didn't have to use a rubber and she was glad to be feeling his hot manhood inside her.

Unlike women men tended to need a rest after cumming so Bob rolled on his back again, providing relief to his arms as well as his loins. He lit up a cigarette and offered it to her. She hadn't smoked all that much before but it sounded good at that moment for some reason so she took it and Bob lit up another for himself.

"I'm surprised a beautiful young girl like you hasn't had sex more often," he said between puffs.

"Does it show that much?"

"Oh, it's nothing like that. You were wonderful. I could just sense that a lot of this was still new to you."

"It is I'm afraid. I'm not a virgin but I'd only done it that one time before and that was two years ago. I thought you were fantastic but I'm not sure how much good my praise is owing to my lack of experience. In a lot of ways this felt like my first real experience."

"That's high enough praise for me!" Bob said enthusiastically. "I didn't think you knew enough about sex to be faking orgasms so I was very flattered that you were cumming."

"Do girls fake that?" Brenda asked in dismay.

"Much of the time. Most of the time probably but I don't like to think about that. I really enjoy getting a woman off so I'm always hoping that it's real," Bob said with a grin.

"Back home people would think I was a total degenerate for jumping into bed with a strange man and doing...what we did."

"Fortunately you're not back home, you're on the start of your great quest. And believe me, if most people knew that I did this sort of thing I'd probably be run out town on a rail. I am old enough to be your father after all."

"Not that I ever had any desire to sleep with my father but all things considered I think you've already been more of a father to me in many ways. I appreciate your support for what I'm doing and I love the way you talk to me as an adult," she said as she kissed him on the cheek.

"Don't go handing out any Father of the Year awards to me," he joked. "My daughter is just 15 and believe me, I don't tell her to go out in the world and sleep with as many men as possible. It probably makes me sound like a complete hypocrite but it's different when it's your own child. I hope I'll be as supportive of her if she develops similar yearnings to travel and experience life but it's hard not to be protective of my little girl. Maybe I'll remember this night and how well-adjusted you seem and give her a little bit of wiggle room to experiment at least. I don't want to be a complete prude considering the way I live my life. I should probably look into her getting on the pill at any rate...perhaps her mother already has, we've never really discussed it."

"I think it's God's gift to womankind," said Brenda as she finished her cigarette. "Having children when you're not ready for it seems like a blueprint for disaster. The pill is very liberating, it lets a woman choose when the time is right."

They chatted a little longer and then both fell asleep with the TV on. It had been going the whole time but neither one of them could have sworn in court what had been playing. It was just background noise. It was probably just as well that Brenda wasn't paying any attention because there had been a fairly lengthy report on the war in Vietnam on the news that evening and it might have reminded her of her lost "fiancée."

They both showered in the morning and grabbed a quick breakfast at the same little coffee shop. Bob headed off for his appointment and Brenda hit the road. It had all been very pleasant but there was no drama attached. Nobody claimed to be in love with anybody and Bob didn't give her his business card or anything. She never knew his last name. Hell, his first name probably wasn't even Bob. The first time she had a cock inside her the sex was perfunctory and basically a mechanical act to seal the deal between partners. They were supposedly in love and going to get married and spend the rest of their lives together in Columbus, Ohio raising a family and joining the PTA. This time it was two strangers who had very different lives meeting on the road and sharing a night together. The sex had been great but there was no emotional bonding whatsoever. All very interesting she thought.

Indianapolis had many highways radiating out from it like the spokes of a wheel but she stayed on Route 40 for the time being and made her way to St. Louis, Missouri. She was traveling with a couple and their 7-year-old son so this wasn't likely to be another sexual situation, at least she hoped it wasn't, and she had to pay for her own meals but they had an ice chest with some excellent homemade lemonade that was quite tasty. They were on a family excursion and going to visit one of their parents but she couldn't quite recall which one. They seemed like nice, respectable church-going people and whatever they may have secretly felt about her motivations they believed that it was their Christian duty to give her a ride. The 7-year-old wasn't crazy about sharing the backseat but Brenda knew some car games, like spotting different license plates, so they spent the time rather pleasantly.

The couple thanked her for keeping their son amused and Brenda thanked them for the ride and the lemonade. She had come about 400 miles in two days, which wasn't bad, but she still had 1,800 miles to go to get to the west coast. Now it was decision time. If she kept going due west she would pass through Kansas City and hit Denver, which was rumored to be a pretty happening town but if she went southwest, through Oklahoma City, she would eventually get to Albuquerque, New Mexico with Santa Fe nearby and that was even more promising. There was kind of an artist colony in Santa Fe, not that she was an artist, but that was more the environment she was looking for. There were also supposed to be some communes in the area and that also sounded like something she might want to check out. Heading for New Mexico would put her on the path to Los Angeles and going to Denver would make it easier to get to San Francisco so that had to be factored into the equation. Ultimately she decided on New Mexico. Hitching had worked so far quite nicely and even had the pleasant surprise of an enlightening sexual encounter so she figured she might as well keep bumming rides until her luck ran out. Unfortunately that happened much sooner than she would have hoped.


CHAPTER 3:

Rudy seemed like a nice enough guy when they started their journey but he wasn't being too subtle about his intentions. He looked like a schoolteacher with his balding head and thick black glasses and as it turned out he actually was. His home was Joplin, Missouri and he was headed back from St. Louis where he had been on a "business trip" of some kind, although he never made it quite clear what sort of business trip a teacher was likely to be taking. Maybe he had attended a seminar or something she supposed, he didn't seem terribly interested in talking about his life. He did seem extremely interested in putting his arm around her or letting his right hand stray in the direction of her crotch every chance he got. 

"Oh, come on baby, you're so young and so sweet, just let me have a feel," Rudy implored.

"You probably ought to keep both hands on the wheel for safety," she reminded him. "The ten and two position is what they taught us in Driver's Ed."

"I prefer the rocking horse position, don't you?" he replied.

"I'm afraid I don't know anything about that."

"I could show you...I am a teacher after all. I know all sorts of positions you might enjoy."

This went on interminably. His hands were roving whenever possible and virtually nothing that came out of his mouth wasn't some kind of sexual innuendo or outright proposition. She had hoped to take a quick nap somewhere along the line but that didn't seem safe. It was hard to say why she had dropped her towel for Bob without much hesitation while this guy was really turning her off. They were both old enough to be her father but Bob had been so laid back and non-threatening. She knew that if she had asked Bob to leave her alone they could have spent the night in bed together without ever touching. Rudy seemed like a man possessed. It might have seemed a little flattering perhaps that her sex appeal was so great that she was driving this man wild with desire but she had done absolutely nothing to encourage him or lead him on in any way. 

"What are you waiting for baby doll? I know you want it. I teach high school so I see your kind all the time."

"What's that supposed to mean?" she shot back.

"You know...the sexy baby...the Lolita...the hip and with it chick. I know you put out so why pretend to be shy? Are you just a little cock tease? Is that your game?"

"Jesus, I'm not that shy, I'm not playing any sort of a game and I'm certainly not trying to tease any part of your anatomy. I'm just trying to get a ride to Joplin, Missouri."

"I can give you a much better ride than that little girl," he said with a leering wink.

"So these high school girls...you have sex with them?" she asked, trying to divert his attention from her for at least a few moments.

"Not as often as I like. I've got to be very careful about that sort of thing but I can always spot the easy girls. The way the dress...the way they walk...the look in their eye. I know when they're hot to trot. If they're in one of my classes it makes it all the easier because sucking dick beats the heck out of studying for a final."

"You're not afraid that they'll say something to someone and get you in trouble?"

"What are they going to say? Who's going to go home and tell their mom they gave their teacher a blow job so that they'd get a passing grade? The trick isn't in the actual fucking it's making sure that no one catches us while we're doing it. It's not that big a town, I can't just check into the local hotel with a teenager or be seen bringing one of them to my house."

"Is it really worth the risk to your career? Hell, you could go to jail for that couldn't you?" she pointed out.

"Sure, I like jailbait, what man my age doesn't? he said with a shrug of his shoulders. "What kind of panties have you got on?"

"I don't think that's really any of your business," Brenda replied.

"I love it when they wear cute pink panties, or maybe white ones with little flowers or something like that. I can't wait to see what kind of panties you've got on."

"I think you're probably going to have a very long wait for that. I didn't get in your car because I wanted to have sex. I really don't think I've done anything to imply otherwise."

"I know you want it bitch."

"Stop saying that! And don't call me a bitch. I think you better pull over and let me out. I'm not comfortable with this situation at all. I'm sorry if you had your hopes set on some kind of fantasy but I think you're wasting your time. I'm just not turned on by this line of conversation."

"I'll give you ten bucks to give me a hand job while I'm driving. Twenty bucks if you blow me," he offered.

"Now you're really getting insulting."

"Why? Those are damn good prices."

"Then why not just hire a prostitute?"

"What do you think I was doing in St. Louis?" Rudy laughed. 

"And you can't make it all the way back to Joplin without doing it again?"

"I'm a very virile man."

"Well I'm not going to have sex with you so either you pull over and let me out here or change the topic of conversation or let's just finish the trip without saying anything. I can ride in the backseat if that will be less distracting to you," Brenda announced with some finality.

"Oh you'll be riding in the backseat soon enough...riding my big cock that is."

This was a tricky situation. She was out in the middle of nowhere and there hadn't been much passing traffic in either direction. She wasn't too worried about him being able to overpower her, he looked kind of wimpy, but this was such an unnecessary hassle that it made her angry. She might be able to string him along with conversation if he thought he was going to get his reward at the end or she might be able to play along with him about pulling over and getting in the backseat then make a run for it when the car stopped. Either of those options were dangerous because she would have to pretend to be willing to have sex with him and that might just push him over the edge when she tried to get away. He didn't look like the violent type but just because he wore glasses didn't mean that he wasn't potentially dangerous. She decided to try reasoning with him once more.

"Look, I'm really sorry you got the wrong idea about me but I honestly haven't said or done anything remotely suggestive. I'm not one of your students so I'm not worried about flunking your class. If you can't behave like a gentleman please be kind enough to let me out. Surely you must have met women before who didn't want to have sex."

"You're just making things more difficult for yourself," he said with a touch of menace in his voice.

"Are you threatening me?" Brenda responded with equal intensity. 

"We can do this the easy way or the hard way but we're going to do it one way or the other."

That was the last straw. With one quick move she turned the car off and grabbed the keys out of the ignition. A split-second later she grabbed Rudy's necktie and looped it around the steering wheel so tightly his head was head was squished against it and he could barely breath, let alone talk. The car slowly glided to a stop.

"Now listen to me asshole," Brenda began, "this is not how you treat women. I'm going to get out now and give you your keys back and you're going to drive away. I wrote down your license plate number before I got in the car and if you try anything funny you're going to regret it. Just don't give me any reason to be more pissed off than I already am or your school board will be hearing some things that I don't think you want them to hear. I've got a gun, mister, and don't think I don't know how to use it!"

"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, I'm not usually like this! I just get carried away sometimes. Please don't tell on me!" he pleaded.

"I won't if you just go away and leave me alone."

She gave him back his keys and let him extricate himself from the steering wheel. She waited to make sure that he had driven away before starting to hitch again. He tore out of there like a bat out of hell so she didn't really expect him to cause her any more trouble. She had totally been bluffing about the license plate and the gun but it seemed to do the trick. How she thought of that move with the necktie she wasn't certain but it was a handy trick to know if she ever got in a tight spot again.

It totally sucked to be out on the road with no town nearby but it was better than listening to that jackass. What a difference a person's attitude made. Rudy just rubbed her the wrong way almost from the moment she had gotten into his car. Bob had made sex seem like casual fun and that's what it turned out to be. Rudy acted like a rapist. Maybe his act worked on some high school girls in Joplin but she wasn't interested. The whole business of treating her like a whore just wasn't the way to win Brenda's affection.

Eventually a farmer came by in his pickup truck and although he wasn't planning to go all the way to Joplin once he heard Brenda's story about the lecherous school teacher the farmer insisted on driving her all the way to town. She wasn't sure if it was a good idea to stay in Joplin for the night, even though she was pretty tired, but fatigue won out in the end and she took a room in a cheap motel. Tulsa, Oklahoma was the next big city on the way and it was about 115 miles, not too bad at all assuming she could find a driver. She didn't want to hang around Joplin any longer than she had to on the off chance she ran into Rudy again. She thought about going to the police or at least talking to someone at the high school about Rudy's behavior but by morning she had calmed down quite a bit and didn't really want to ruin the guy's life. All his talk about sleeping with his students may have just been part of his fantasy. He was probably just some scared horny little man who had to slink out of town to hire a hooker in the big city so that he could get laid at all. Better to move on and hope for a happier ride.

She lucked out and found a truck driver who was going all the way to Amarillo, Texas. He wasn't supposed to pick up hitchhikers but he said he did it all the time. He'd just have to let her out a safe distance from the yard where he was making his delivery so that no one from the company saw her. Professional truckers were usually excellent drivers and not likely to take their hands off the wheel to grope an unauthorized passenger. It was kind of fun to be riding up so high in the cab of his truck and she got a great view of the landscape as it flew by her window.

From Amarillo she hooked up with another ride to Albuquerque in no time and decided to check out the town. California was still the primary destination but she was anxious to meet some real live hippies and maybe see what a commune was all about. The desert out in this country was a beautiful dark red mixed with golden browns and the sunset was the prettiest she had ever seen. She'd never been this far from home before and it was kind of exciting to think that just a few days earlier she had been back in Ohio and her everyday life.

She wasn't sure how to find the hippies or how to get there even if she knew where they were but the hippies found her. An old pickup truck that had probably seen many years of service on a ranch somewhere but was now completely unrecognizable underneath a vivid and wild psychedelic paint job pulled over to the curb while she was walking down the street. A rather good-looking young man with a thick head of dark curly hair rolled down the window and called out to her.

"Hey...you new in town?" he asked.

"Yeah, just got here," Brenda replied.

"You got a place to stay?"

"Nope, like I said, I just got here."

"You want to come with us?"

"Sure, why not?"

The passenger who had been speaking to her got out and helped her toss her luggage in the back of the truck then let her slide in the front so that she was between him and the driver. The one who had been doing the talking was named Pablo and the driver was called Flash. Pablo had on a pair of old jeans and a vest with no shirt which showed off his rather nicely developed physique. Flash was wearing a kind of beat up jacket and sported a colorful headband to top off his very long hair and beard. They were going north and Brenda was going along for the ride. She had absolutely no idea what she was getting herself into but she knew that this was what she had come to find none-the-less. At home jumping into such a garishly painted truck with two young men who looked decidedly "unconventional" with nothing more than a word or two of preamble would have been considered madness. Now it seemed perfectly logical in the same "do as you please" attitude that Bob had embraced when he stripped of his clothes and began stroking his rod in the hotel room.

They took a fairly long drive through some spectacular high desert vistas and no one really did much talking. Brenda commented on how beautiful the scenery was and they agreed. She did discover that they were heading to a place known as Ed's Garage, although there was no one named Ed there and no garage on the premises. Someone just called the place that once and the name stuck.

Ed's Garage turned out to be an assortment of rather rustic adobe buildings with a few wooden sheds and a variety of broken down farm implements and rusting cars scattered about. She could see some crops growing here and there but it looked more like a series of small vegetable gardens rather than a traditional farm and there were a number of animals sort of grazing and milling about here and there as well. Two goats were battling for supremacy on the top of an old VW that had no wheels and no windshields.

The truck was sort of left where they felt like it rather than parked in some designated spot and several other young people came over to greet them and to help unload the supplies that were in the back of the vehicle. Brenda grabbed her gear quickly so that her luggage wouldn't get mixed up with the rest of the cargo and just kind of stood there taking in the whole scene.

"Come on," said Pablo, "let me introduce you to Freddie."

Freddie turned out to be much older than the other people she had seen so far but it was a little difficult to tell his age for certain. His long hair and beard were very gray with a few dark streaks stubbornly hanging on. He wore a very colorful tunic sort of a shirt with big billowy sleeves. Back in Columbus a man would never be caught dead in such attire but Brenda thought it was very pretty.

"Welcome," said Freddie. "What brings you to our little corner of the universe?"

"Pablo asked me if I wanted to come with him and I said yes," Brenda replied.

"Groovy. You running away from something or running towards it?" asked Freddie.

"Towards it, I hope, but I don't know if I'm running. Mostly I've been hitching."

"I can dig that. Many a time have I resorted to that mode of travel when I had an itch to see the world. Now I find that I enjoy the view from my porch but there may be one great sojourn left in me someday. Perhaps Pablo would be good enough to show you around. I'd like to get a few holes in before dinner."

With that a very beautiful young woman, possibly Native American, appeared seemingly from nowhere holding an old bag of rusty golf clubs. She wore moccasin fringed boots that came up to her knees and the shortest pair of shorts Brenda had ever seen but was completely naked from the waist up. She appeared to be Freddie's "caddie" and they headed off into the desert where Brenda could just make out a small flag on a metal pole off in the distance.

"He really digs golf," Pablo explained. "He kind of makes a new course whenever he feels like it. It's all dirt and rocks but he clears out a little patch and digs a hole. You'll see the flags all over the place."

"Is this a commune?" Brenda asked.

"Yeah, I suppose that's what you'd call it. We tend to think of it as just a community. It's a self-contained little world really. This place is a little more organized than some because Freddie has been here forever and it's his land so he makes the rules. But don't worry, it's not all uptight or anything like that. Pretty basic stuff actually that just helps to keep the place from falling apart," Pablo explained.

As he was showing her around Brenda couldn't help but notice that a lot of people were either partially naked or totally nude. It was a little hard not to stare and Pablo noticed her discomfort.

"You're freakin' on the nudity, aren't you?" he asked.

"A little."

"Don't worry, you don't have to get naked if you don't want to. That's totally up to you. A lot of the people here just prefer not to wear clothes. At the moment you're just soaking anyway so don't feel like you have to rush into anything," said Pablo.

"Soaking?"

"Yeah...soaking it all in...dipping your toe in the water...seeing if you like the place."

"And if everybody likes me?" she said with a smile.

"What's not to like?"


CHAPTER 4:

Communes had been around for centuries in one form or another. America was basically founded by the establishment of communes, something that tended to get downplayed in the history books because the idea didn't fit with modern America's worship of capitalism. The hippie communes of the 1960's were incredibly diverse in most respects but tended to fall into one of two categories; those that had rules and leadership and those that didn't. The one's that didn't promoted an absolutely free lifestyle where every individual made up their own rules. They were devoted to the repudiation of all social boundaries and conventions. Consequently they didn't tend to last too long. Ed's Garage was a little more organized. 

Freddie had made money doing something once a long time ago but nobody seemed to know what it was and nobody asked. He had wandered into New Mexico and fallen in love with it. There weren't a lot of fences on the property so it was hard to tell how much of the land Freddie owned but it was a sizeable chunk of real estate. Freddie was a devout hippie long before the word even existed and had discovered the psychoactive properties of the peyote cactus while traveling in Mexico as a younger man. He had "dropped out" of society a long time ago and never looked back with any regret. He had been a hermit at first, living in the high desert all alone, but eventually people just started showing up at his place and he never turned anyone away. It wasn't a totally communal experience since Freddie owned all the land and was the closest thing to a leader that the community had but as Pablo pointed out, it wasn't an uptight thing at all. Freddie still lived in an old mobile home trailer along with Shandra, his gorgeous caddy, and he tended to let the others do their own thing. Golf was his obsession so he spent much of his time blasting golf balls out into the brush and then searching for hours to retrieve them.

The commune was pretty self-sustaining but the diet was strictly vegetarian. Most of the people who lived there got some sort of financial aid from somewhere, either unemployment or welfare checks or money from home or from trust funds. This was used to buy things that they couldn't grow or manufacture themselves but it was not kept in a communal fund. People just chipped in when they could as much as they could. Brenda was somewhat relieved by that since she was still planning to go to California and wasn't sure that she wanted to turn over every cent she had in the world to a group of strangers.

There was a bit of a summer camp feel to the place because so many people seemed to enjoy various arts and crafts in between the work that had to be done to maintain the property and there was a little creek nearby with a grassy meadow that appeared to be a popular hangout for swimming and other activities. Also like camp there were sing-alongs and drum circles around a campfire and music filled the air one way or another almost all day long. Sleeping arrangements were totally casual in a large adobe bunkhouse and sex of all kinds flourished everywhere. 

The first time Brenda wandered into the bunkhouse and discovered two people going at it in the middle of the afternoon she followed her natural instincts and apologized for the interruption. Instead of being embarrassed or trying to cover up the young lovers invited Brenda to join them. That was an awkward situation that she wasn't totally prepared for so she politely declined but they insisted that she didn't have to leave so she hung around and tried not to stare. She didn't want to seem totally square but she had always thought of sex as a private thing and couldn't help but feel a bit dirty every time she stole a glance in their direction.

The boy was very cute, a blonde kid who looked like a surfer, and the girl appeared to be Asian or Hawaiian perhaps with a tight, petite little body. She was slowly writhing away on top of the surfer boy with her arms supporting her arched back. As much as she felt like a pervert for doing so Brenda had a hard time keeping her eyes off them. They looked so blissful and happy together and she let her mind wander. She imagined what it might be like to be riding Pablo's cock in a position like that creating a human tableau that was as much art as sexual intercourse. She had been attracted to Pablo from the moment they met but had no idea if he had a girlfriend already or not. It was hard to tell at this point if anyone had a relationship really because one day she would see a "couple" holding hands at the meadow and the next those two were making out with different partners. She hadn't noticed the blonde and the Asian girl hanging out together before but she was still just trying to figure out everybody's name. She thought the boy was Brad and the girl something like Tinika, but she still wasn't certain of anyone's name except Pablo, Freddie and Flash. 

Her first experience with public nudity came up one sunny day when everyone decided to drop what they were doing and go for a swim. She had brought a bathing suit along, since she was planning to visit California, but when she got to the creek she realized that everyone was just stripping out of whatever they were wearing and jumping in naked. She stood by herself trying to gather her courage when Pablo, already in the buff, came up beside her.

"Are you still freakin' on the nudity?" he asked with a smile.

"Sort of I guess. It's one thing to get used to a bunch of other people walking around naked it's quite another to actually take your clothes off in front of everyone."

Brenda tried to keep her eyes level with Pablo's but it was damn difficult. His body was so beautiful and his cock was no less gorgeous even as it just hung there limp between his legs. It was very much the way she had pictured it in her mind, except in those pictures it was hard as a rock. 

"It's totally cool. Wear whatever you like. Just be yourself and be comfortable," he said as he ran off to jump in the water.

What difference did it really make? Everyone else was naked. It felt kind of funny to be the only one wearing clothes. She knew she had a good body and had no reason to be ashamed of showing it off but old habits die hard. For as long as she could recall the idea that nudity was bad had been drummed into her head from all sides. This wasn't even a sexual thing, at least at the moment, it was just a bunch of young people splashing around in the water. She wasn't going to get in trouble or be condemned for her wickedness by this group so she threw caution to the wind and got back to nature.

From the moment she removed the last article of clothing she knew she had made the right choice. It was the most liberating feeling she had ever known to just run naked through the meadow and dive into the creek. It was so wrong based on everything she had learned as a child but it felt so right. Being around other naked people just made her feel so free and open and connected to everyone. She felt connected to nature as well. It was idyllic to romp around in this beautiful spot and she thought of Adam and Eve in the Garden of Eden...before the whole fig leaf thing came along and ruined it.

There were a couple of very large inner tubes that were being used as pool toys and she noticed Pablo stretched out on top of one of them floating gently along, enjoying the sun while his hands occasionally paddled for direction. 

"Come up and join me," Pablo called to Brenda.

She wasn't sure if the thing was big enough to hold the both of them but it was pretty huge and she didn't need to be asked twice to sit on his lap. She swam over and tried to get up onto the inner tube but it wasn't quite as easy as she had hoped. It took a little jumping and grabbing but Pablo eventually managed to help her get on. She threw her arms around his neck to keep her balance but decided to keep them there anyway even after they had shifted their weight to stay afloat.

"It feels good, doesn't it?" Pablo commented.

"Yes, it's heavenly."

She wasn't sure whether he was referring to being naked, lying in the sun, enjoying the water or resting her ass on his cock but the answer would have been the same for all of the potential options. A few people were feeling competitive and staging some races in the water and a few others had kind of wandered off into the meadow but for the moment Brenda was happy where she was. 

"I guess you weren't kidding about me dipping my toe in the water...I'm doing it literally," she joked.

"Lots of things that seem scary at first turn out to be pretty pleasant once you get used to them," he replied. "You should get naked more often."

"Because it makes me feel so free?"

"Because I like to look at you this way."

It wasn't long before they had abandoned the inner tube and headed off into the meadow themselves. They passed a few people making out on the way but Pablo knew a spot he wanted to show her. There were two large trees rather close together and a hammock had been strung between them.

"Have you ever made love in a hammock before?" Pablo inquired.

"No...is it difficult?"

"I've done it lots of times. You've got nothing to worry about."

Pablo climbed into the contraption and lay on his back. She hadn't really noticed when the transformation took place but his cock was now standing at attention and it was a wonder to behold. He looked so comfortable lying there with his arms folded behind his head but his hard on certainly looked anything but lazy.

"Try keeping one foot on the ground for starters," he suggested.

Brenda came over to the hammock and swung her leg over the bed as if she were mounting a horse. Considering the size of his cock that was a pretty good analogy. The size actually made it all the more tricky because she had to stand on her tiptoes to get high enough above it. Pablo helped to get the angle right and soon Brenda was easing herself down his rod feeling more filled than she had ever felt before. Her left leg was still on the ground but she let her right leg fold back behind her, resting in the hammock. It was vastly harder to keep her balance now than being in the inner tube had been and a couple of times she thought she was going to flip the whole thing over.

"Here, let's try something else for starters," Pablo said with a chuckle. "This takes a little practice."

They both got out of the hammock and Pablo had Brenda bend over the bed so that she was resting her torso on it but had both feet planted squarely on the ground. Soon she felt his powerful arms grabbing her waist as he did the mounting this time. Lying across the bed it sort of felt like she was on a swing and the sensation was extraordinary. As she swung away she could feel his cock just about to pop out of her but somehow it always managed to stay put and then she would feel the joy of it gliding deep inside her again as she was pulled towards him. She was floating on air while being fucked by the most handsome man she had ever met. It was like a magic carpet ride.

After a while Pablo helped her get fully on the hammock and had her lie on her back. He somehow managed to climb in as well and got between her legs. He was very strong so he was able to stretch the sides of the hammock out making it more like the flat surface of a traditional bed and with no small degree of skill kept them from tipping over as he thrust in and out of her dripping pussy. She wondered how many times he had done this before and with how many different women but the thought didn't linger for too long as she was caught up in the ecstasy of the moment. He had told her that he had done this lots of times and at the moment his experience was coming in handy it was no time to be worrying about how many girls he had nailed.

She was aware that somebody had passed by at some point, she heard the footsteps, but it didn't matter to her in the slightest at that moment. Making love outdoors was a new experience and she hadn't stopped to consider the idea that someone could see them but she had watched a couple making love already and realized that this sort of thing probably happened all the time. That couple had even invited her to join them, was that something that was also common practice here? She wondered how that would even work? Would she have been expected to do something with the girl or would they have just taken turns getting fucked by the guy? There were certainly a lot of very pretty girls around this place but could she actually kiss one of them...or do more than that? It was kind of a scary thought.

Pablo let out a deep, sensual groan as he deposited his load inside her. He had really been straining his arm muscles keeping the hammock steady so he was obviously relieved on many levels to have finally climaxed. He slowly let himself back down onto the hammock and Brenda turned sideways to lie against him and rest in his arms. They kissed very sweetly after such a raucous fucking and neither one of them seemed in any hurry to go anywhere.

"You were wonderful, Pablo," Brenda purred softly. "I've been fantasizing about this since I met you."

"Well you're a very beautiful chick," he commented. "When I saw you naked at the creek I knew I had to have you. If you stay here long enough I'm sure you'll make it with everyone but I wanted to be the first."

"Is that how it works?" she asked, a little worried about what she might be getting into. "I'm I expected to fuck everyone while I'm here?"

"You're not expected to do anything, baby, and you sure don't have to do anything you don't want to do, but we believe in free love here."

"What does that mean, exactly?" Brenda inquired.

"That just means that sex is a beautiful thing and should be shared. There's no hang up about possessiveness or anything. We all love each other here so why not express it? Just because I had sex with you doesn't mean that I own you or something. You're free to be with anyone you want, just as I am," he explained.

"But what if you fall in love with someone and want to only be with that person?"

"That's cool, but that's not really our thing. That usually leads to trouble. I mean you might pair up more often with somebody that you really dig but don't shut yourself off from the potential all around you. I know it must seem hard to understand because in the real world everything is so different. If you sleep with someone you think you have to marry them or something, but you don't. Sometimes it just feels good to be with somebody, or maybe with several people at the same time. It's all cool. Nobody here feels like they're in a harem or that they have to service anyone on demand, it's your body, you have a right to do with it as you please. I think if you relax and just let it happen naturally you'll get into the flow."

That was a lot to think about. She sort of understood the concept. The first time she made love she was convinced that it meant she had found the man she was going to marry but with Bob it had been totally different. He was already a married man and had no plans to leave his wife. He just wanted to fuck her and she found that a pleasant experience. Because he was older and a married man the thought of romance never really entered her mind, it was just a one night stand, but with Pablo it was sort of different. She didn't really know him well yet but he was so handsome and strong and it was hard not to have romantic feelings about him. Was it really possible to just have sex for the heck of it without it meaning anything? It certainly felt good to have Pablo inside her but she had been hoping for that all along. If someone else had suggested that they fuck in the hammock would she have turned them down or would she have tried it just for the experience? It certainly appeared likely that she would discover the answer to that sooner or later, Pablo had definitely implied that more propositions would be forthcoming. Of course he also said that some people tended to partner up more often so perhaps she and Pablo would be one of those couples that really dug each other.

After dinner she had a chance to talk to the pretty Asian girl, whose name did turn out to be Tinika, and asked her about her relationship with Brad, the cute blonde who looked like a surfer.

"I'm not sure what you mean," said Tinika.

"Well, is he like your boyfriend?"

"We don't really use words like boyfriend and girlfriend around here. That always seems to make things more complicated than it has to be. Love is everywhere...it's all around us. This is a place for sharing. Out there it's all about grabbing what you can. People want the biggest house or the fanciest car, they're driven by the desire to own as much as they can. When your house is full of expensive things you hide behind locked doors and worry every time you hear a noise in the dark. You're afraid someone is going to try and steal your things but we don't live like that. What's mine is yours, and it's the same with people. If you find Brad attractive make love to him, by all means. You certainly won't be hurting my feelings or stealing something from me, if that's what you're asking."

"Actually I was thinking more about Pablo," said Brenda.

"Pablo is a very good lover, isn't he?" replied Tinika.

"Ah, yes he is. So you've...been with him I take it."

"Certainly, many times."

That was a little hard to hear but Brenda started to get the gist of the situation. Falling in love with a man in a hippie commune was probably a quick trip to a broken heart. On the other hand this place certainly provided an opportunity for the kind of sexual experimentation she never could have enjoyed at home. In her old neighborhood there would have been gossip and worrying about her "reputation" if she slept with too many men. Here it was all taken in stride and out in the open. Nobody was going to call her a slut if she slept with a different guy each day. It was intriguing and very tempting but she just wasn't sure yet if it was what she wanted. Only time would tell.


CHAPTER 5:

In general she found life in the commune to be rather pleasant. It was certainly a change of pace from her previous existence in Columbus. The vegetarian diet was a little hard to get used to and she found herself craving a cheeseburger more than once but it was healthy and usually tasted pretty good. She had worked as a waitress so she was used to the busy restaurant business where supplies were constantly being delivered in a truck from some somewhere so it was interesting to see the process of growing your own food and living off the land. While there are plenty of farms in Ohio she had been raised as a city girl and didn't know anything about working a vegetable garden. 

She also found it very refreshing the way this total group of strangers embraced her without question from the very beginning. It wasn't at all like being the new kid on the block or a student in a new school who had to work to make friends. Nobody made fun of her for not knowing the routine or shunned her from their exclusive clique. From the moment she arrived she was made to feel welcome and that was not something that happened very often in the outside world. 

Repudiating materialism was probably one of the biggest hurdles for her to overcome if she actually wanted to stay here. She didn't think of herself as particularly greedy or obsessed with conspicuous consumption but she had always enjoyed shopping and was proud of the fact that she had been earning money from a fairly early age. She kind of missed the simple pleasure of picking up a magazine or buying some new lipstick. This world was so self-contained and isolated that she sort of felt like she was missing out on the bigger picture. The dream of going to California had been fueled by a desire to be somewhere exciting where all the action was. Columbus had seemed boring and while the commune was far from the life she had known before it looked like it was going to be kind of a routine that one could settle into. At the moment that routine was filled with experiences that were new to her but she wondered how long she would really want to stay.

One of those new experiences was trying marijuana for the first time. At his particular commune chemicals weren't exactly banned but there was a definite preference for the "organic" high. They had a huge pipe, sort of like the peace pipes you saw in the movies, and at night they would pass it around the campfire. The first couple of days she declined but one night she finally decided to give it a shot and she was very glad that she did. It took a little while and a couple of deep hits to really feel it but soon she was kind of light headed and was reminded of the sensation of making love in the hammock. She definitely felt like she was floating and felt good all over. She also felt sexually aroused so when Brad and Tinika took her by each hand and led her towards the bunkhouse she went along, almost as if in a dream.

When they got inside it was Tinika who made the first move, kissing her very lovingly. Brenda was shocked at how easily she opened her mouth to receive a female tongue for the first time and didn't feel uncomfortable or ashamed in the slightest. Tinika was a very good kisser and Brenda barely noticed that Brad was pulling down her pants while the two girls were locked in an embrace. Soon Brad had replaced Tinika on her lips and felt the odd sensation of two different hands moving between her legs. She wasn't even sure whose finger was inside her at any given moment as there was always one hand working her pussy and another fingering her clit or running around the folds of her lips while she went from kissing one partner and then the other. Then Tinika and Brad started kissing and Brenda got down on her knees and removed Brads pants. Tinika had already gotten naked somewhere along the line, she may have been nude the whole evening, Brenda couldn't really recall.

She had never given head before but it was a night for firsts and Brad had a very lovely erection and wasn't huge so he was less intimidating than some of the other guys who were walking around with gigantic dicks swaying in the breeze all the time. Brenda started by simply stroking Brad's cock but finally worked up the nerve to put it in her mouth. She had absolutely no idea what she was doing but it seemed to be pleasing him. After a while Brad and Tinika helped Brenda to her feet and took her over to a bed. Soon she was lying on her back while Tinika got between her legs and began to explore her pussy with her tongue while Brad played with her tits and leaned over to kiss her again. It was delicious to be the object of so much sensual attention and she felt her body quivering with exciting.

Brad and Tinika switched places somewhere along the line but with a bit of a variation. Brad slid his cock into her as Tinika lowered her pussy down onto Brenda's face. She knew even less about licking pussy than giving head but she had enjoyed what Tinika had been doing to her so she tried to reciprocate as best she could. The weed certainly helped but Brenda was still amazed at how easily she was embracing this concept of group sex and making love to another woman. That was one of those great taboos that you always heard about in hushed tones but never really imagined trying yourself. It wasn't something she debated about or agonized over in her head for ages it all just happened so fast. The sensory overload made her more horny than she had ever been in her life and at the moment she was out of control with lust. 

Tinika's sweet, wet, slit was dripping in her mouth and Brenda's tongue lapped at it for all she was worth. Brad was fucking her with a gentle, smooth rhythm so that she wouldn't be jolted away from Tinika who looked like she was about to cum in Brenda's mouth. The thought that she was making a girl climax was somehow thrilling and she couldn't wait for it to happen. The sound of ecstasy that Tinika made when she reached her peak drove Brenda wild and Brad picked up his pace, thrusting harder and harder. It wasn't long until Brenda was making some amazing noises of her own and cumming with ferocious intensity. That just left Brad.

As Tinika climbed off of Brenda's face and lay on an angle to kiss her, Brad started to build up for his climax. Brenda suddenly craved Tinika's breasts and begin to suck on her nipples as the other girl stroked her hair and Brad pounded faster and faster until he too succumbed to the inevitable and exploded inside Brenda with a serious groan of pleasure.

It had been exhausting and wicked and sinful and fun and mind blowing and the three of them curled up together touching and kissing and caressing. Had she really just done that? Why didn't she feel guilty? Did this mean she was some sort of homosexual? Had she been one all along and just not known it? Was it all the result of getting high for the first time? The questions darted in and out of her brain but there were no easy answers. It had just felt so damn good. Tinika had obviously set this up after their conversation and Brenda appreciated that. It was not something she would have initiated on her own. 

The sex had been hot, there was no denying that, but there was still something different about how she felt when she made love to Pablo. She had been fantasizing about that coupling and probably attached more romantic notions to it than she should have but it was revealing none-the-less. Fucking was fun and a whole new world had opened up to her now where she could just indulge and enjoy it with any number of partners but psychologically it was still better being with someone you felt an emotional attraction to as well as a physical one.

She was still "soaking" and hadn't made up her mind conclusively about how long she would stay but in her heart she suspected that this would be just a transient phase of her life. It truly was like the world's sexiest summer camp and she felt like she needed to earn a few more merit badges.

One thing she wanted to improve was her cock sucking technique. She had gotten past the big hurdle of actually putting a man's dick in her mouth but she knew she hadn't done anything special with it. She decided to be bold and ask Brad about it.

"Who gives the best head here?"

"I don't really like to compare people," he replied. "It doesn't seem polite."

"I'm only asking because I'm fascinated by the subject and I want to learn from someone who really knows. I wasn't fishing for a compliment. It's so new to me and I have no idea how to do it properly. Is there anybody here who you would consider an expert."

"Well, when you put it that way Hazel is pretty mind bending when it comes to the oral arts."

Hazel wasn't the first girl that would have popped into her mind. She always seemed kind of quiet and shy compared to most of the people here. With so many beautiful bodies on display it was easy to overlook Hazel with her pageboy haircut and horn rimmed glasses. Brenda decided to seek her out for some advice.

"Hey, I hope this doesn't embarrass you or anything but I was wondering if you would be willing to give me some pointers on how to please a man with your mouth," Brenda asked. "I feel like an idiot asking something that bold but I really want to learn and I don't know who else to ask."

"No problem," replied Hazel, "you've come to the right place. That's always been what I've been famous for."

Hazel explained that she had always had a very strong sex drive but never had much luck attracting boys. She didn't have the bust to fill out a tight sweater and was pretty shy by nature so she had always tended to remain in the background whenever people got together. Then one day she met a guy she was just crazy about and fell head over heels in love with him. She tried everything to increase her sex appeal but was still getting nowhere with him when she finally worked up the courage to sit next to him at a dance. Without even looking at him she had asked casually if he would like a blowjob and the poor guy dropped his punch on the floor. When he asked her to repeat the question she just smiled very sweetly and stuck her finger in her mouth. A few moments later they were in the backseat of his car and she was pulling his dick out of his pants.

"How did you know what to do?" Brenda asked.

"I didn't. I had no idea what I was getting into but I had heard that men have trouble finding girls who give head so I figured it was my best shot at getting this guy's attention...and it worked. I didn't need any special skill at that point to make him happy, the thrill and the novelty of it did most of the work for me. When he came in my mouth I was completely baffled about what I was supposed to do so I just swallowed it all down. Apparently that was even more amazing to a man and I realized the power that it gave me. I discovered that I could walk up to a total stranger and offer to blow him and no one ever turned me down."

"What happened to the guy you were so crazy about?"

"I got over him pretty fast once I discovered my secret weapon," Hazel replied with a laugh. "My dance card was always full after that. It made me feel really good to be thought of as sexy after so many years of being mousey little Hazel that the boys all ignored. I just learned by doing."

"Could you teach me something about it?"

"Sure, although a hot-looking chick like you surly doesn't need a secret weapon. You're pretty well-equipped by nature to catch the eye of most men I would think."

"I don't know why it's so important to me but I just...I don't know...enjoyed it the one time I tried it. It was scary but fun at the same time," Brenda explained. 

"Yeah, it is pretty fun. I did it the first time out of desperation but now I just love the feeling of a man's cock in my mouth."

"What does it taste like when he...finishes?"

"They all taste a little different. Depends on what they've been eating for one thing. It's usually pretty salty and sometimes a bit on the bitter side but it's not bad once you develop a taste for it," Hazel told her.

What an odd conversation Brenda thought. It was like they were swapping recipes or something. She had never had a conversation with Hazel before and yet here they were discussing the most intimate details of a very scandalous act that was illegal in most places. But here people walked around in the nude and passed a marijuana pipe around like they were roasting marshmallows. What really amazed Brenda was how quickly she had lost her inhibitions. She found that she was often walking around nude or topless herself without giving it a second thought. Back home her behavior would be considered shocking but in no time at all she had embraced a different lifestyle that felt completely natural and liberating.

Hazel suggested that it would be better to demonstrate on someone so they grabbed Flash who happened to be wandering by. Needless to say he didn't object at all to the idea of being a test subject for such a worthy enterprise and soon he was naked and hard and sitting on the edge of a bed.

As Flash leaned back on his arms for support Hazel showed Brenda some of the various ways one could go about the task, demonstrating the technique then having Brenda try the same thing. Hazel was an excellent teacher and the surreal "lesson" was very instructive...and rather pleasing to Flash who had just been lucky enough to be walking by at the right moment.

"Don't forget to play with his balls," Hazel reminded her at one point. "You want to keep your hands as busy as your mouth."

"Oh, yes please," Flash chimed in.

Brenda was amazed at how easily Hazel could make his entire cock disappear down her throat. Flash was a pretty big boy but Hazel took all of him without breaking a sweat. Brenda didn't do quite so well at that and almost gagged a few times but once she relaxed a bit she came pretty close. It wasn't bad at all for a beginner.

Flash was trying his best to be a good a demonstration tool but the whole thing was just too pleasing to hold back indefinitely.

"I'm sorry ladies but I think I'm about to cum," Flash said apologetically.

"Hop in there girl and finish him off," Hazel instructed.

Brenda did as she was told and not a moment too soon as Flash was moaning and groaning and trying his best to hold off. Barely had Brenda gotten back to work when Flash began to erupt in her mouth. It was the most amazing feeling to be holding his shaft while he was propelling his cum, each spasm followed by another load down her throat. It was salty, just as Hazel said it would be, but there was almost a citrus taste as well that reminded her of lemons for some reason. It was hard to put into words but it sure as hell was hot and thick and the taste lingered on her tongue for hours afterwards.

Flash was a very happy man and volunteered to be their guinea pig anytime they wanted and Brenda didn't know how to thank Hazel. The whole thing was just so crazy it was hard to believe it actually happened but she had learned so much in the process. Perhaps the main thing she had learned was how much she actually liked doing it. It gave her so much control. With fucking all she had to do was lie down and spread her legs and the man would do all the work but this was a skill that she could develop to please and delight any partner she was with. It wasn't the same as the mutual experience of taking a cock in her pussy but it was something interesting and unique. The key seemed to be enjoying it and being enthusiastic. Hazel concurred.

"A lot of girls won't do it at all, or if they do, it's only because they get a lot of pressure to try it," said Hazel. "It's all about getting past the mental thing. Some women just don't like even touching it let alone putting it in their mouth. When it disappears between their legs they don't have to see it. Personally, I've grown rather fond of the sight of a man's big erection. Honestly, by this point, I've sucked cock way more times than I've been fucked and it doesn't bother me in the slightest."

"I like both," said Brenda with a smile. "I'd hate to have to choose one over the other."

"Fortunately you don't have to, but believe me, I've never met a man yet who would say no to a blow job."

Brenda wondered if she was turning into some kind of sex maniac. It was pretty addictive and the more she tried it the more she became obsessed with it. Maybe obsessed was too strong of a word but she was fascinated at any rate. She used to think that it was all about lying on her back waiting for a man to hurry up and finis, an obligation more than a joy, but the worm had turned in her life. With each new experience she learned something about giving or receiving pleasure and it gave her tremendous confidence to know that she could hold her own in any sexual situation that might present itself. It wasn't like finding a cure for cancer or ending the war in Vietnam but it was a personal victory that she was proud to have won. Her old ideas just seemed silly and prudish now and she couldn't really understand why she had been so uptight about it. Everybody liked sex but it was something so secretive and shameful to talk about that she thought the world must be full of people who were just as ignorant and naive about it as she had been. What a pity. The more people knew about sex the better it would be for everyone but in 1966 it was still largely a mystery to the average person.


CHAPTER 6:

Brenda was out taking a walk one day when she ran across a golf ball. She looked around but didn't see Freddie anywhere so she picked up the ball and headed for his trailer. She had always been a bit curious about what the inside of his mobile home might look like and she was surprised to find it was rather neat and kind of conventional. She had sort of pictured something far out and mystical but it could have been the trailer of any average American tourist, aside from the drug paraphernalia and the occupants. It reminded her of the scene in The Wizard of Oz where the curtain was pulled back to reveal an ordinary man and not a wizard.

Freddie was delighted to have one of his golf balls retrieved as he was constantly losing them out in the desert. He held the ball up to the light as if he were examining something special but Brenda couldn't see anything unique about it...it just looked like a golf ball to her.

"This is a British golf ball, my dear. It’s exactly 1.62 inches in diameter and weighs exactly 1.62 ounces. Think about that number…one point six, two. What does that mean? And you take this ball, no bigger than an egg and you gently place it on a cradle near the ground. It perches on top of this little wooden device that has only one purpose in the world…to hold a golf ball. Then you take a club, a club man! Primordial tool of the ancients…and you gaze out upon the horizon and know that somewhere out there, maybe a quarter of a mile away or more there’s a little four and a quarter inch diameter cup waiting for you. And somehow you’ve got to put this little egg into that cup with nothing more than a stick. You can’t kick it, you can’t throw it you’ve got to hit it with a club. And you don’t know how many times you’ll have to hit it to get it in that little cup but you do it anyway…on faith! Because you believe you can do it eventually if you keep trying. The cave man could have played golf, he had all the tools he needed, but he used his club as a weapon to make war on his neighbor. Think about how beautiful the world would be if early man built golf courses instead of fortresses. There are only two things in the world where it's profitable to have a large field of grass on rolling hills with beautiful trees. A cemetery and a golf course," Freddie concluded. 

"It sounds like you've given this a lot of thought," Brenda said.

"I have a lot of time these days," he replied. "So how are you getting along?"

"Everybody's been so wonderful to me and I've loved my time here..."

"But?" he interjected.

"But I'm not sure this is for me, at least not now. I don't think I've...lived enough yet."

"That's cool, I can dig it. It's a big world and there's a lot to see. I felt like that when I was your age. It's not always a question of being unhappy where you are that makes you want to move on...it's curiosity. Lots of people come and go. Just remember that you've always got a home here if you don't find whatever it is that you're looking for out there."

When the time came to say goodbye to everyone it was even more difficult than she thought it would be. This odd little band of outcasts had become like a family to her in no time at all. She'd never had friends that she felt so comfortable with or close to, even the ones she had known for years. She felt especially bad about leaving Pablo but it was just one of those things. He was a very good-looking guy but nothing special of a romantic nature had developed between them anyway. As much as she embraced the new-found freedom of her sexual liberation there was a part of her that still yearned for meeting the right guy and knowing that he was the one. 

She had decided to splurge and buy a bus ticket to Los Angeles. There was a lot of desert out there and the thought of hitching through that didn't seem too appealing. Flash gave her a ride in the truck to the bus depot and she departed much the way she had arrived. As they rode along she thought what a funny thing it was that she knew what his cum tasted like. They had never been lovers, never even fucked, but she knew something intimate about him that many wives didn't know about their own husbands. She wondered if he was thinking about that too and stole a glance at his crotch to see if there was any sign of an erection but she couldn't tell. Just as well probably, there was nothing to be gained by making her departure any more emotional or complicated.

Flash waited to make sure that she got on the bus all right and then she was off, wondering whether she was making a terrible mistake. How do you walk away from instant home and family? She hadn't needed to worry about money at the commune but she was taking a big chunk out of her cash for this bus ticket. What if California ended up being a disappointment? Well, that was the risk you took when you went seeking adventure. She could always come back if it didn't work out elsewhere. That was comforting.

Reality suddenly hit her in the face when she arrived in Southern California. The place was enormous and so spread out. She didn't know anyone out here, had no place lined up to stay and had no car to get around in. While she was on the go it was just a matter of getting a ride to the next destination but now that she was here she felt utterly lost. The commune had been so safe and secure and there was food to eat and a place to sleep every night. She had always thought of towns, even large ones, as having distinct boundaries and a main street but this was something else entirely. Los Angeles was a sprawling collection of communities that seemed to melt into each other with little or no distinction. She figured she could probably hitch a ride to get around town but where was the town exactly? It seemed like everybody was just jetting around at high speed on elevated freeways. She had absolutely no idea where to go.

She asked the man selling tickets at the bus depot if he knew of any decent places to stay that weren't too expensive but the guy just looked at her as if she had asked when the next bus left for Mars. Damn hippies, he thought, why do they all come here? They could all go to hell as far as he was concerned.

Santa Monica was the name of the town she had actually arrived at, the western-most terminus of famous Route 66, and as close to an ocean as she had ever been in her life. She decided to start walking and at least treat herself to a view of the Pacific before she completely fell apart with despair. The bus depot was on 5th Street, about 8 blocks away from the beach, so she had a bit of a hike but once she got there it was all worth the effort. Seeing the ocean for the first time can be a breathtaking experience and Brenda just sat in the sand and tried to take it all in. After such a long journey it was strange being at the edge of the world. All the miles and miles of land that had sailed by her window made the country seem endless, but there actually was an end and she was looking at it, gazing out into the vastness of the Pacific Ocean and feeling as small and insignificant as the grains of sand underneath her. 

It was getting late in the year so the beach wasn't packed like it would have been in the summer but the weather was still nice and sunny and there were quite a few beachgoers around. It was odd to see people in bathing suits in October but it was over 85 degrees and if Brenda ended up having to sleep outdoors at least she wouldn't freeze to death.

She saw a large pier jutting out into the water and was drawn towards it. It didn't look like just a platform for fishermen, there appeared to be structures and attractions of some kind all along the boardwalk. When she got there a large arching sign identified the place as the Santa Monica Yacht Harbor but as she strolled along it looked more like an amusement park to her with arcades and shops of all kinds. 

There was a guy with long hair and a flowered shirt sitting along a rail playing his acoustic guitar and she thought he sounded pretty good...not bad looking either. He had his guitar case open and sitting next to him and there was some money visible so she presumed this was his "tip jar." She wasn't exactly wealthy but she dropped a few coins in anyway. As she started to walk away he called after her.

"Hey, baby...do you sing?"

"Excuse me?" Brenda replied.

"Can you sing?" he repeated. 

"I don't know...I guess so. Why?"

"We'll make more money with a hot-looking chick singing. I'll split it with you right down the middle, including everything I've already made today," he suggested.

"I don't know if that's such a good idea," she laughed. "I might just drive all your customers away."

"No way, babe, I got a feeling about you. Besides you're so hot people will want to stop just to look at you."

"I don't have any idea what songs you know," she protested.

"I know everything. Just toss out a song you can sing and I'll fake it if I have to."

"How about Blowin' in the Wind?" Brenda volunteered.

"Groovy."

So within two hours of arriving in California Brenda found herself standing on the Santa Monica Pier singing Bob Dylan's hit song Blowin' in the Wind accompanied by some hippie guy whose name she didn't even know. She was a little shaky at the start but after her experiences at that commune she found herself remarkably more comfortable in situations that would have terrified or embarrassed her earlier and before long she was belting the tune out like a pro. The guy was right, it did make a big difference and instead of dropping a few coins in the case as they passed by people actually stopped to listen and even applauded at the end. There were a few dollar bills dropped in the case along with the usual spare change.

"I was right about you," the boy grinned. "You're a natural. My name's Carl, by the way."

"Hi, I'm Brenda."

"We can chit-chat later, let's do another number before we lose the crowd."

They performed a few more songs and Carl did seem to know whatever she tossed out. Brenda had always enjoyed singing along with the car radio but never thought of herself as a singer but that was largely due to stage fright. She never had the nerve to sing in front of anyone else before so she never had any way of knowing how good she was. After a while the guitar case was starting to get filled with money and Carl suggested they take a break and grab something to eat. Brenda was starving so it sounded like a good plan.

"They've got pretty good corn dogs here," Carl recommended.

"Can we get a cheeseburger?" she asked.

"Sure, why not?" Carl chuckled.

As much as she loved the commune and had gotten used to vegetarian food she had been dreaming of a cheeseburger for some time now and it really hit the spot. As they enjoyed their meal they got better acquainted. Brenda told Carl about her journey from Ohio to the commune in New Mexico and her told her about his musical aspirations.

"Where are you staying?" Carl inquired.

"Nowhere."

"You can crash with me, if you want. There's my roommate Sal and his old lady Sunshine but my girl split about two months ago so there's plenty of room if you want to hang out with us. Of course there's only two beds if that's a problem for you."

"Not a problem at all," she calmly replied as she finished off her cheeseburger.

"Groovy. I knew you were a happening chick right off the bat. You send off that vibe."

She wasn't sure what that meant but it sounded like a compliment. She had liked Carl right away, maybe it was the "vibe" he was sending, but he certainly was an answer to her prayers. The downside of being branded a hippie was a certain distain from average people, like the ticket seller at the bus depot, but it also seemed to be the secret handshake that forged instant friendships. Even those who didn't live in communes seemed inclined to be willing to help out a stranger or to share whatever they had with others, even if they didn't have very much themselves. Brenda would go to bed with Carl gladly because it sounded like fun. If it gave her a place to stay while she figured things out so much the better. 

They played a few more songs but Brenda was running out of ideas. She knew a lot of tunes but wasn't sure if she could remember the lyrics on some of them so they decided to knock off for the day and head back to his place. He had a bright yellow Volkswagen bus parked nearby and she tossed her stuff in the back along with his guitar and off they went. He lived in Venice, which was next to Santa Monica, in a two story apartment complex that resembled an old motor lodge. He was on the second floor.

The place looked more like she had expected Freddie's trailer to look; lots of beads hanging down like curtains, colorful posters on the wall and an eclectic mix of furniture. Nobody else was home when they arrived so Carl gave her a quick tour of the small pad and showed her the bedroom.

"You can just toss your stuff over there in the corner if you want or you can use the dresser. My old lady took up most of the room in that anyway so it's pretty empty at the moment."

The dresser seemed kind of permanent and she wasn't sure how long she was staying so she just put her stuff down in the corner for the time being. The place smelled like a mixture of weed and incense but it was kind of pleasant. The kitchen was small and the appliances pretty old fashioned but it looked serviceable. She couldn't believe her luck. In New Mexico she had just been standing in the right spot at the right time for Flash and Pablo to drive by or she probably never would have known about the commune. Now she happened to walk down to the beach because she had no other plan and spotted the pier which brought her to Carl which lead to this pad. 

Carl emptied out all the money in his guitar case and he carefully divided it up. He gave half to Brenda then took half of his share and put it in a coffee can in the kitchen. He explained that the can was part of their communal living money and what they usually used to buy groceries. Brenda volunteered to do the same and Carl wasn't about to object. Money was hard to come by so another person contributing to the cause was definitely appreciated.

"You sing really well, you know that?" Carl said as he flopped down on the old but comfortable couch in the main room.

"Thanks," said Brenda. "Hey, I only see one bedroom. Where do your friends sleep?"

"Oh, this couch folds out into a bed. It's pretty handy. I was here first and the place is in my name so I get the bedroom. Sal and Sunshine just came down from San Francisco a while back and needed a place to stay so I let them move in. They keep talking about going back but I think they like it down here, especially this time of year when the weather's much nicer in Los Angeles."

"I couldn't believe what a beautiful day it was," Brenda commented as she sat down next to Carl.

"You made it a beautiful day for me, babe," Carl said as he leaned over to kiss her.

They made out on the couch for a little while then Carl suggested they smoke a little grass so he rolled a joint and sparked it up. Brenda had only smoked from a pipe before but it was pretty much like smoking a cigarette...only much more enjoyable. They chatted and passed the joint back and forth for as long as it lasted. Different people have different reactions to weed but so far it usually made Brenda feel more amorous. The old Brenda would never have been so casual as to move in with a guy she had just met but it all felt so natural to her now. She didn't see the need for all the hoopla and fanfare of courting when it really came down whether you wanted to fuck someone or not. Time would tell whether they would end up good friends or long-term lovers but for now they were just two attractive young people enjoying the moment.

Without saying anything Brenda helped Carl to pull down his pants and then she got on the floor in front of him on her knees and proceeded to suck his cock. She worked his shaft with her hand and remembered Hazel's advice to play with his balls and soon Carl was breathing heavily and making delightful moans of pleasure.

"Oh my God, baby, that's the best bj I've ever had," he groaned.

"I had a good teacher," she replied.

Carl had a very beautiful cock with a dark red head and a thick, straight shaft. It was getting really warm in her hand and she could feel the pulsations getting stronger and stronger. She decided that if she went much longer he'd probably cum so she stood up and took off her clothes. Carl wriggled his pants the rest of the way off and tossed his shirt on the floor. He was still sitting on the couch so she climbed in his lap and let his dick slide up inside her. They were starting to really get into it when the door opened and in walked Sal and Sunshine.


CHAPTER 7:

At another time in her life this would have caused Brenda to jump up and grab for her clothes but she was conditioned to the idea of people watching her have sex, or her watching them. Another part of the strange transformation for the girl from Columbus. Introductions were made without much ado and Carl stood up, still attached to Brenda, and he simply carried her into the bedroom so that Sal and Sunshine would have use of the couch. The only other place to sit in the main room were a couple of beanbag chairs on the floor so it made sense to seek the bed out of courtesy rather than modesty. They didn't bother to close the door.

Carl carried her over to the foot of the bed and laid her down on her back. He kept his feet on the floor but leaned over to suck on her nipples and she put her arms around his neck. Soon they were kissing deeply as Carl rested his elbows on the bed for support, never missing a beat with his steady thrusts. Brenda had no idea what Sal and Sunshine were doing in the other room but it didn't matter to her in the slightest. They could be standing in the doorway watching them for all she cared. She had no idea how well-built Carl was until he took off his loose-fitting shirt but now she could feel his hard, muscular body pressing against her and it felt fantastic. That had been quite an athletic move picking her up like that and carrying her into the other room and she got off on his manly strength. That was the first thing she had dug about Pablo, the way he made her feel so safe in his arms, and if anything Carl was even stronger.

When Carl came inside her she felt warm and happy all over. She hadn't climaxed, but that was okay, there would no doubt be more of this in the future. A few hours ago she was feeling lost and desperate and wondering if she had enough money to get back to Ohio but now she was in the arms of a man she really liked in the snugness of his little room and she was delighted to have been able to please him so.

"The things you can do girl, they're pretty amazing," Carl said once they had climbed up to the head of the bed and lit up another joint.

"I'm still kind of a beginner," she confessed. "But I do love sex, I have to admit it."

"It must be like your singing...you're just naturally talented."

She had never thought of herself as particularly talented at anything. She was a good student but not the top of the class. She was a decent waitress but there were other girls who could juggle a dozen plates and keep every order straight in their head without needing to write it down. She had never tried to play a musical instrument or sing in the school choir and her parents had never encouraged it. Her mother strongly believed that a woman needed to cook and clean and raise children when the time came so she developed some domestic skills but talented was a new description for her and she liked it.

"Do you really think I can sing or were you just saying that to get in my pants?" she asked.

"You saw how much money we made and how the people all stopped to listen. That never happens when I'm just playing my guitar. You have star power."

"That's probably going a little far," she said with a laugh.

"No, I mean it. I think we should put together an act. There's a coffee house I play at sometimes and I know some other joints around here where we could get some gigs. Why don't we work up a routine? Maybe get you a tambourine...you can smack it against your hot little ass and drive all the men in the audience wild."

He gave her a playful spank and she liked it. She liked the idea of singing with Carl even better. That had been a total rush once she got past the initial fright.

"Is there any money in that?" she asked.

"We won't get rich but it's easier than playing on the pier for change and you don't have to worry about the cops running you off for not having a permit."

There were a number of female singers like Joan Baez and Linda Ronstadt starting to emerge in the very male-dominated world of rock and roll and Brenda liked the idea of being a trailblazer. Rock and folk music had always spoken to her deeply and unlike a lot of her girlfriends who kind of abandoned the Beatles when they started getting into more serious music and shedding their loveable "mop top" image she found that she appreciated them even more. She had sat in front of her TV two years ago screaming her fool head off when the Beatles made their big debut on The Ed Sullivan Show but now she was more interested in listening than screaming.

"Did your ex-girlfriend sing?" she asked.

"Hell no. Completely tone deaf," he replied. "But a righteous piece of ass, I'll give her that. Hell of a cook, too. She made some crazy shit out of whatever we had lying around."

"I don't know if I can compete with that. My mother always tried to teach me to cook but I didn't usually pay much attention."

"Baby you don't have to compete with anyone, certainly not my ex. She was a crabby woman half of the time and even getting high didn't seem to mellow her out. Too much negativity for me. But you...you've got that glow, I can tell you're an up person with a groovy vibe. Just look at the faith you've shown in your big journey. Most people would be too scared to even attempt what you've already accomplished. I believe in you."

That was the nicest thing anyone had ever said to her. She had been praised for her looks over the years and even for her sexuality recently but this whole idea of being someone with talent and potential and courage was hard to get used to. He didn't seem like he was bullshitting her. There had been no pressure or arm-twisting to get her to do anything. They just seemed to be in sync about a lot of things.

Brenda found that nudity wasn't uncommon at all in the apartment, which was fine with her since she had already learned the joys of being naked around other people and how comfortable it was. Sal had some sort of a part-time job as a delivery driver and Sunshine worked as a "go-go" dancer at a local club so their schedules were sort of all over the map. Sunshine certainly lived up to her name as she was a bubbly blonde with a positive outlook on everything and a goofy laugh that Brenda found quite charming. She also had the most amazing tits Brenda had ever seen and she was slightly jealous of their bouncy perfection, not that Brenda had anything to complain about in that department. Brenda's tits weren't as big as Sunshine's but they were so firm and pert and perfectly proportioned to the rest of her body that anything more would have spoiled the natural perfection of her design.

Sal was a darker, more moody character with a very dry, sarcastic sense of humor but he also seemed very intelligent and interested in current events. He leaned more towards political activism than Carl who seemed like he was just interested in having a good time as often as possible.  It was an interesting mix of people but so far they were all getting along swimmingly.

Brenda was happy that she had a real address to send home to her mother, the kids in the commune got their mail care of General Delivery at the post office but this was an actual apartment in a real city. Long distance phone calls were very expensive in those days so she had only called a couple of times and then spoke very briefly but she had written a few lengthy letters since she had arrived in Venice and hoped that they put her mother's mind at ease somewhat. At least she hadn't been abducted or turned to prostitution, although if her mother knew what her sex life was life she would probably think of her daughter as a total whore anyway.

It was fun living along the coast and Brenda was madly in love with the ocean. There was another pier with a full-blown amusement park on it nearby named Pacific Ocean Park, or "Pee-Oh-Pee" as everyone called it, but it was getting a little rundown and sad looking. There were so many other amusement parks like Disneyland and Knott's Berry Farm that were much bigger and had more elaborate attractions so it was hard for the little park on the pier to compete, but Brenda adored the place.

She and Carl worked diligently on putting together an act and learning as many songs as possible. They hadn't performed anywhere but the pier yet but the money they were making was surprisingly good. The coffee can in the kitchen always seemed to be stuffed with cash and everyone ate well, even if none of them were great cooks. Brenda could usually whip up a decent breakfast and Sal made terrific spaghetti but Sunshine was lucky to heat up a can of soup without burning it. Carl wasn't bad in the kitchen at all but he didn't seem to enjoy it so he avoided the job as often as he could. Fortunately there was a great pizza parlor around the corner and plenty of other places to grab a cheap meal so they were getting by very nicely.

Rent was the big hurdle every month but with all four of them bringing in money on a fairly steady basis they weren't having much trouble with that. Brenda's addition to the family just made it all the easier for everyone else to come up with their share and Brenda hadn't needed to dig into the savings she had arrived in town with yet. In fact, she was actually making a tiny bit of money even after contributing to rent and other bills and food. Hippies were very good at managing their money and stretching a dollar.

Brenda soon discovered how Carl developed his remarkable physique when she accompanied him on one of his many visits to the Venice Weight Pen, better known as "Muscle Beach," despite the fact that the original Muscle Beach about two miles away had closed down in 1959. It was an outdoor gym with the ocean as a backdrop and a small, but dedicated group of "health fanatics," as they were then called, gathered there to work out...and show off. Brenda always had a weakness for men with hard bodies so she was in paradise watching all the muscle men keeping fit. Carl didn't have the huge, bulging muscles of many of the others who frequented the place but that was fine with her, he was beautifully developed as it was and even stronger than he looked.

As the year was winding down she got a Christmas Card from her mother with a nice check enclosed that was a pleasant surprise and the little apartment was adorned with a tree and a number of other groovy Christmas decorations. They all exchanged a few small gifts and it was a great holiday season. It was really surprising how easily Brenda had been able to make really good friends in such a short time as it had never been her strong suit before. First the commune, and now here in California. 

On New Year's Eve there was going to be a big party at the club where Sunshine danced so they all made plans to celebrate there, although Sunshine would be working at least part of the time. There were going to be some pretty popular local bands performing and it seemed like as good a place as any to welcome the new year.

The party turned out to be a pretty wild affair. Spirits were high...as were virtually all of the patrons of the club. The music was loud and the dance floor crowded but Brenda and Carl managed to squeeze in somehow and danced the night away. Sunshine was working in a cage suspended above the stage part of the time but Sal didn't seem to mind. He was sort off in his own world. When Brenda asked Carl if Sal was feeling all right he replied that he was just tripping. Apparently Sal had dropped some acid shortly before they arrived at the club and it was just starting to kick in. 

The club wasn't a strip joint and usually stuck to the letter of the law but on New Eve's Eve there was so much going on everywhere that the rules could lapse a tiny bit. As midnight approached more and more people were calling for the girls to take off their tops and the anticipation grew as the countdown began. At the stroke of midnight Sunshine and the other club dancers removed their tops and the crowd went wild. There was hugging and kissing, as there always is at midnight on New Year's Eve, and the added spice of a free topless show just made the whole thing more festive. Brenda had seen Sunshine naked around the house many times but the sight of her remarkable tits bouncing to her gyrating dance moves amidst the colored lights was really something special. How Sal felt about his girlfriend dancing topless in a cage was anybody's guess as he was deeply engrossed with staring at his hand as he slowly waved it back and forth making patterns of light that only he could see.

The topless portion of the evening only lasted for one song but it was enough to get the year started on the right foot and everyone was looking forward to a great 1967. Sunshine worked in shifts, as she usually did, so they all had at least some time to be together and Brenda couldn't stop raving about Sunshine's performance. She wasn't really the greatest dancer in the world but she moved with such enthusiasm and sexuality that she was a crowd favorite. 

The party was a total blast and by the time they all got home everybody was good and stoned. Sal was coming down from his trip and they all sort of collapsed in a heap on the couch, laughing about everything and feeling full of hope and optimism.

"You want to play with Sunshine's tits, don't you?" Carl suddenly blurted out and everyone busted up with laughter again.

"Well...you couldn't stop talking about them all night long," Carl continued.

"I'm game if she is," Sunshine giggled and soon her top was on the floor.

The men retired to the beanbag chairs as Brenda felt embarrassed for the first time in ages. She knew they were teasing her but she really did want to play with those tits for some reason. 

"Come on sweetie, they won't bite," said Sunshine.

"I can't promise the same," replied Brenda as she began to squeeze Sunshine's breasts.

The guys lit up a joint as Brenda to work on the beautiful breasts that were presented so tantalizingly in front of her. With Tinika it had been a situation where she found herself being touched by another woman and went along for the ride but Brenda really wanted to be with Sunshine, partly because of her looks and partly because her personality was just so delightful and outgoing. It didn't seem strange at all to be sucking on another woman's nipples and true to her words of caution giving them a few gentle bites. Sunshine didn't want to be deprived of a similar pleasure and managed to get Brenda's top off. They hugged and embraced and it felt strange but sensual to rub tits with another girl. Soon they were kissing and their hands instinctively moved lower.

Carl and Sal were hard as a rock by this point and they both went to help their ladies get completely undressed, shedding their own clothes in the process. Once everyone was completely nude the girls got on their knees on the couch, side-by-side, and continued to kiss as the boys mounted them from behind. After a while the guys winked at each other and a quick switch was made. Brenda had never really thought about Sal in a sexual way but it was still a pleasant surprise to feel his cock slipping inside her. She wondered if Carl had ever fucked Sunshine before but it made no difference to her. Perhaps this was a one-shot deal or perhaps they were going to explore other options in the future but all that mattered at the moment was how good she felt with Sal's dick in her pussy and Sunshine's lips on her own.

Later Brenda whispered something in Sunshine's ear and it was the girl's turn to do the switching. On cue they both pulled away from their partners and turned around on the couch to face them. Brenda started to flick her tongue around the head of Sal's cock as Carl buried his dick down Sunshine's throat. Some pleasant time passed and it seemed like Sal was about to shoot his wad so Brenda backed off a bit and tried to time it so that both men came simultaneously. It didn't quite work as Sal was propelling his gooey cream into her mouth while Carl was still being serviced but a moment or two later Sunshine was treated to a spray of hot jizz. The two girls then kissed and commingled the taste of the two men on their tongues.

Carl then took Brenda by the hand and lead her to bedroom as Sal and Sunshine converted the sofa into a bed of their own. Brenda had no idea how long those two lasted but she and Carl were still going at it as the sun came up. All of the silliness of the start of the proceedings vanished as Brenda experienced the most passionate, romantic love making of her life. They lost track of how many times they climaxed but it was definitely a record for both of them.

"Oh, Carl...I love you so much I can't find the words to express it," Brenda blurted out somewhere along the line.

"Thank God for that!" Carl replied. "I've been madly in love with you forever but I couldn't believe I was lucky enough to have you feel the same."

She did love him...she knew that with all her heart, it wasn't just a heat of the moment thing. She had forged a real partnership with the man that went far beyond making music together. She was comfortable with him. She knew she could confide anything to him. They seemed to think so much alike about things that they could complete each other's sentences or communicate without words. Sex on the couch had been fun and zany and wild but what they shared in the bedroom later was on a whole different level. He was inside her...so very deep inside her...possessing her...making her his own. She was delirious with happiness.

The booze and drugs and wild sex eventually took their toll on both of them and they fell asleep in each other's arms. It was late in the day when they finally awoke but neither one of them wanted to get out of bed. They just lay there for what seemed like an eternity, holding hands and gazing into each other's eyes. It was hard to see how a wedding night could top this and no one spoke of rings or ceremonies. They were joined on an even deeper, spiritual level now and they both knew it.


CHAPTER 8:

Brenda and Carl got their first gig at the coffeehouse Carl had mentioned and it was a rousing success. It was a very different experience performing for an audience that was sitting down and listening to song after song instead of playing for people passing by on the pier. Brenda had never sung into a microphone before but it made it so much easier to be expressive since she wasn't fighting the noise of the wind and the sea. Sal and Sunshine were there to get the crowd clapping but as it turned out they didn't need the ringers. The audience was small but very enthusiastic and they made some really good tips. It was a start but gigs like that weren't available every day so they still hit the pier to make a buck. 

They didn't just enjoy performing music they loved to play records, listen to the radio or go see bands at various nightclubs. The Whiskey a Go-Go on Sunset Blvd. in Hollywood was one of their favorites. It was similar to the club that Sunshine performed at in that go-go dancers were often featured but live music was really the big draw as some of the hottest bands in Los Angeles worked there on their way up the ladder of success. The Doors were the house band there when Brenda first came to the Whiskey but they were preparing their debut album for release and would soon be more than a Los Angeles bar band. Sunshine's favorite local band was the Turtles, not too surprisingly considering their infectious, upbeat vibe, and they too were about to break big with their hit single Happy Together.

There had been no repeat of the New Year's Eve swinging adventure but there had certainly been no regrets about it either. Brenda and Carl were happy as clams, and Sal and Sunshine seemed to be a strong couple, but the barrier had been broken and the door opened to all sorts of possibilities. It wasn't something they needed to plan or discuss, if it happened it happened. Brenda felt absolutely certain that she could walk in the door and find Carl banging Sunshine on the kitchen table without freaking out. There was no point in trying to own each other's bodies as long as they were both in love in their hearts. It was a sexually charged atmosphere in that little apartment with four attractive young people walking around naked so often. One couple or the other or sometimes both were apt to be fucking at any time of the day or night so anything was possible.

It just felt good to be so close to these people and that you knew you could count on them and trust them. Nobody was worried that one of them would take off with the money in the coffee can and if someone was short on the rent one month there was no drama. Everyone pitched in and tried to make things work. It might have been a naive way to live but a lot of young people were exploring alternative lifestyles in the sixties. Despite the facade of the happy home and the ideal American family many kids saw the truth and realized that this image was as manufactured as any advertisement that came from Madison Avenue. Things could definitely be improved on a lot of fronts and the young people of that generation were determined to try.

Jealousy is a hard thing to get around. In a traditional relationship so much emphasis is put on the sexual exclusivity of it that it often overrides all of the other qualities that bind a couple together. If your partner even flirts too much with someone else it can be grounds for a knock-down-drag-out fight. If your partner sleeps with someone else it's taken as the deepest insult and personal wound possible, which is perfectly natural but not necessarily the healthiest thing in the world as it tends to breed paranoia and suspicion, even if it's totally unfounded. When being "faithful" is the most important aspect of the relationship it can put a lot of stress on a couple who may be perfectly happy with each other but tempted to explore different sexual situations every now and then. For Brenda that hurdle seemed to be gotten over and it made life much easier to enjoy. If a guy wanted to dance with her at a club Carl wasn't going to challenge the dude to step outside and have a fight. She knew it wasn't because he didn't care about her enough to fight for her, she was certain he would lay down his life to defend her from an attacker, but some people simply discovered that they could separate the physical act of sex from the more emotional concept of romantic love.

"Had you ever fucked Sunshine before New Year's?" Brenda asked Carl one night when they were in bed.

"A few times. We used to joke sometimes that my old lady and Sal were a better match and that Sunshine and I should be a couple and there was some truth in that."

"Was your girlfriend there when you did it?"

"Yeah, for the most part. I think I banged Sunshine once when she first moved in when no one else was home but it's a little hazy in my mind, as are any number of things when I've been smoking too much grass. I seem to recall getting really turned on the first time I saw her tits in the flesh."

"I can understand that," Brenda said with a chuckle. "Have you fucked her since I moved in?"

"No, why do you ask?"

"I'm just curious, this isn't an investigation or anything. I thought it was cool the way we could switch partners like that then immediately have the most romantic sex possible. It goes against everything I ever thought or believed about love growing up. At the commune there was this guy I kind of had a crush on but I figured it could never work because everyone was so free about having sex there and I was hoping to find some special man that would win me over completely. Now I've found him and yet things still seem just a free. How can that happen?"

"Beats me," said Carl with a smile. "I think I may be kind of the opposite. I never really took sex all that serious before I met you. There have always been girls around and fun and partying but it never meant much. I always thought I was too young to worry about things like that. Even living with a chick didn't have any special significance. I wasn't sure when I met you if you were just looking for a place to crash for the night or whether you felt the same instant connection I did. I still wasn't sure until you told me. It seemed to good to be true."

"Well I feel the same way, darling. I feel like the luckiest girl in the world."

They played the coffeehouse a few more times and managed to land a couple of other gigs but Brenda started to wonder whether she should look for a more stable job. Performing on the street was sort of a glorified version of panhandling in her mind. She thought about asking Sunshine to help get her a job as a dancer but she loved performing with Carl so much, even if it was just on the pier, that she hated the idea of giving that up.

Carl was fiddling around with his guitar one day in the apartment and Brenda couldn't recognize the tune he was playing. She assumed it was something new he had heard on the radio and she liked it.

"What's that you're playing, baby?" she asked him.

"I don't know yet...it's not finished."

"You mean you wrote that?"

"Yeah...or trying to anyway," he replied.

"I didn't know you wrote songs."

"I don't really, I just kind of write music sometimes but I never come up with any words."

"I wouldn't mind trying to write some, if that would be cool with you," she volunteered.

And so their partnership took another turn as Brenda began to explore the world of writing song lyrics. It was hard to even know where to begin but she was up for the challenge.

"What were you thinking about when you wrote that?" she asked, trying to find a jumping off point.

"I was thinking about your pussy," said Carl.

"That might be a little too bold for my first effort," she joked.

"I was thinking about your tits, too, if that helps."

"Very helpful."

"Maybe you should try dropping acid," volunteered Carl. "I hear that the Beatles and a lot of other bands use LSD to expand their minds and inspire their songwriting."

"I don't know...I've always been a little scared of that," Brenda answered.

"Well I've got some if you decide you want to try it, just make sure you're not alone on your first trip. It helps to have someone to guide you."

"What's it like?" Brenda asked.

"Oh wow, that's hard to explain. It's very surreal. It's called a hallucinogen but you're not likely to see things that aren't really there it's more like you see the things that are there in a different way. Very deep thoughts and ideas tend to come to your mind. It's like any drug, it's different with different people at different times."

Brenda was just getting used to smoking marijuana so LSD was a big step for her but she was intrigued by the idea of taking something that would expand her consciousness. Maybe she would come up with some good song ideas in the process. She was a little worried about it because Sal had looked so out of things while he was frying at the dance club but perhaps he was just deep in thought. He certainly snapped out of it quick enough later when she was blowing him.

She decided to take it that evening. Carl suggested that going down to the beach might be cool with all of the lights from the pier but she wanted to see if anything musical might come to her so they stayed home for the event. She had a pencil and a pad of paper handy and wanted Carl to play his song over and over for her. She'd take inspiration anyplace she could find it.

Lysergic acid diethylamide had been discovered somewhat by accident by a man named Albert Hofmann in 1938. He was working for Sandoz Laboratories in Switzerland trying to develop a drug that would help with respiratory ailments when he accidentally got a small amount of LSD on his fingertips and experienced something remarkable but unexpected. The rest, as they say, is history. Whether taken recreationally or for deeper spiritual purposes acid was all the rage in the mid 1960's and inspired all sorts of art, music and literature of the times.

Carl handed her a small piece of blotter paper that had been soaked in LSD and told her to put it on her tongue and hold it there for a little while before swallowing it. She did as she was instructed and discovered that there was no taste to the drug at all, just the taste of the thin little piece of paper as it dissolved in her mouth. Then the wait began. One could start tripping in 15-20 minutes but 30-40 was more common and sometimes nothing happened at all. With an odorless and tasteless drug served on a piece of paper it was hard to tell whether you were buying the real thing or not but Carl had a pretty reputable supplier so he figured she would be frying in no time.

Brenda was nervous but Carl kept reminding her that she was at home and that he was going to be right there the whole time and that all she needed to do was remember that she was taking a drug and not let anything frighten her. In other words, feel free to trip out that the walls appear to be melting but don't forget that they're not actually melting, it's just the drug making it look that way.

After a while she started to feel very comfortable but very excited at the same time, which was kind of a strange sensation. Carl was just sitting on the bed fooling around with his guitar, waiting for her to tell him to start playing the song but Brenda's brain was already zeroing in on his playing. She found her concentration totally focused on the strings and the way his fingers moved. She wasn't really listening to the sound of what he was playing as much as the movement of his hands and the vibrations of the strings. It was fascinating for some reason.

Clothing seemed too constricting so she undressed, which was fine with Carl since he always enjoyed seeing her naked body. She had been very quiet but eventually asked him to play the song. She tried to jot a few things down but the acid was making her even more horny than grass ever did. Carl was so beautiful...one with his guitar and the music wasn't in her head anymore it was in her soul. She started masturbating, which wasn't something Carl was expecting, but she implored him to continue playing the song over and over. The music was driving her mad. She tried to write on her pad of paper with her right hand while she played with herself with the left but she was gripping the pencil so tightly it snapped in two. Suddenly, out of the blue, she started singing and it seemed to fit perfectly with the chords he was playing.

Sal had come home somewhere along the line and poked his head in to see what the singing was all about and Carl explained that Brenda was tripping and they were collaborating on a song. Sal thought that was a magnificent idea and volunteered to transcribe what she was singing onto paper so that they wouldn't forget it. He probably would have done it anyway but the fact that Brenda was buck naked and masturbating certainly added to his enthusiasm. Then Sal was struck with an even better idea and ran to get his portable tape recorder. Since he had no idea how to write music he was worried that the beautiful melody she was singing would be forgotten so he turned on the recorder and just let her go.

It may have been hours that this went on, Brenda had no idea, but she heard the song in head and it just came out. Perhaps it was because she had been thinking about that music so much, trying to come up with something, so it was simply there all the time just waiting to be unlocked. People have been known to dream complete symphonies and this was only a pop tune so anything was possible where the inner recesses of the mind were concerned.

She wanted to see Carl's cock very badly and as much as she wanted to continue singing her lust was in command. He set aside the guitar and took off his clothes and Sal politely left them alone. It didn't seem like the right time to push for a group thing, even though he was hard as hell by now. Hopefully Sunshine would be home soon. As he left the room he forgot to turn off the tape recorder so the proceedings were documented for posterity.

Carl lay back on the bed and Brenda wasn't even aware of how she got there but somehow she was lying on her stomach between his legs staring at his beautiful erection. God, it was beautiful! She was babbling something about the essence of life and the well-spring of humanity but Carl was just enjoying the stroking and sucking that went on between her pontifications about nature and the manly prerogative to take his mate by force. Sometimes she didn't stop talking while she was blowing him and that was fine too, it was giving him a terrific hummer.

Sal did look in on them once or twice and really wanted to jump on her ass while it was so nicely presented on the foot of the bed but that seemed like taking advantage of someone while they were drunk or something. Fortunately Sunshine did come home and came over to see what Sal was so interested in.

"Brenda's on acid and giving Carl a blow job after writing the most amazing song," he explained. "It's her first trip, I think, and I'm super turned on. Want to fuck?"

Sunshine just laughed and pulled off her top. She was a little tired from dancing but she didn't mind dancing on her man's dick for a little while if he was that anxious. She never got the rest of clothes removed as Sal had already jerked her panties out of the way and was fucking her with great intensity right against the wall.

For Brenda things were just getting better and stranger. The pattern on the bedspread seemed to be moving on its own, rearranging itself into a kaleidoscope of colors and designs. Again she had no memory of moving or adjusting positions but somehow she was lying on her back with her arms swirling the patterns on the bed like ripples of water while Carl was playing with her pussy with his tongue and fingers. Were those his tongue and fingers or was he part of her? It was hard to tell exactly what was happening but it felt goddamn good. 

Somehow she got into positions she didn't even know existed and was straining with every muscle to grind herself down onto Carl's cock with all her might. His dick felt like a snake working its way through her entire body, except it was too rigid for a snake, and way too pretty. No matter, it was inside her and that was all that she cared about. She wished they could go through life like this all the time but saw at once how impractical it would be. She tried to solve the problem and thought she almost had it for a moment, but then it was gone again and she had to be content with being joined with him physically whenever the opportunity presented itself.

In the other room Sal was really inspired and fucking the living daylights out of Sunshine who was screaming with orgasmic delight. At least it sounded like she was screaming to Brenda, she might have been whispering in reality. She thought it was the most wonderful sound in the world, the sound of a woman having an orgasm. It was better than any music.

Brenda heard herself making that sound many times during the long evening. Sal and Sunshine had gone to sleep but Brenda wanted to be fucked and fucked and fucked, and she was. Carl was actually sore the next day but he hung in there and kept the action going even long after he had shot his wad. She wanted to touch and be touched and lick and be licked. It was extraordinary...almost as extraordinary as the tape that was recorded that night.


CHAPTER 9:

Fortunately the song turned out to be really good. It was hard for anyone to be totally objective while it was being created, but later when they heard the tape they knew they had something special. The rest of the tape was pretty fascinating as well. Brenda was a little embarrassed by her philosophical ramblings but got very turned on by the sex stuff. Apparently she had kept up a running monologue describing things and giving instructions. The tape ran out long before their love making did but it was very interesting to hear both her first acid trip and the incredible sex it spawned. 

Although the song, now titled In the Morning, had come to her spontaneously she had to listen to it a number of times on the tape to memorize it all but as soon as she did it went into their act. The fact that this was a collaboration with Carl just made singing it all the more special to her and it was an immediate hit wherever they performed it. She was hoping that she wouldn't have to go to such elaborate lengths every time she wanted to write song lyrics but the whole experience of dropping acid had been so spectacular that she certainly didn't mind the thought of trying it again. 

The impromptu recording session of the other evening inspired Sal to bring his tape machine to Brenda and Carl's next coffeehouse gig. He made a recording of their performance, which they appreciated very much. It was helpful to hear what they actually sounded like in front of an audience and fortunately the crowd was enthusiastic that night which gave the recording the feel that they had played to a much larger house.

Sal and Sunshine were planning to return to San Francisco at last, but not permanently, at least Brenda hoped not. Friends up there had been telling them that things were really happening around Haight-Ashbury and they were anxious to check it out for themselves. Jefferson Airplane, a San Francisco band, had a new female singer named Grace Slick and they were really heating up. There had been a huge gathering of people at Golden Gate Park for something called "The Human Be-In" where local bands had played and people like the poet Alan Ginsberg and LSD guru Dr. Timothy Leary had made speeches. Word was that it was a beautiful scene as tens of thousands of young people gathered peacefully in the park to share the good vibes in the air, drop some acid and dig the groovy music. People were flocking to San Francisco in anticipation of what some were calling "The Summer of Love" and Sal and Sunshine were planning to join their ranks.

Carl didn't take them seriously at first as they had been talking about going back forever but as it got closer to departure day and they were all packed and ready it looked like they were actually going. Brenda and Carl were both very sad to see them go, even if it was just for a week or so. For one thing, with hippies you never knew. Once they got up north they might just decide to stay, or they could be sidetracked on the way and end up somewhere else entirely.

If they did stay up in San Francisco it would certainly create some financial issues for Carl and Brenda having to pick up the slack. They might not be able to continue making their living off of music or at the least they might have to find some other roommates. That thought didn't thrill Brenda but she also knew how easily she had grown close to any number of people in recent months. They'd just have to roll with punches and make adjustments. Hopefully Sal and Sunshine would decide to come back. They had both taken some vacation time from work so they would have their old jobs waiting for them if they did come back...soon.

The apartment seemed kind of lonely without them. Privacy had obviously never been a big concern for anyone there so there was no advantage to be gained by being alone in the place. Carl could see that Brenda was feeling kind of down in the dumps so he took her to Disneyland for the first time and the wonder of the experience cheered her up considerably. She loved Pacific Ocean Park but she had to admit that Disneyland was the most amazing place she had ever been. They had been warned by friends to dress conservatively because Disneyland was known to be openly hostile to young people with long hair or clad in hippie clothing so they went in their "square" disguises and had a perfectly good time with no hassles.

It had only been about three or four days since Sal and Sunshine had gone up north when they received a call from Sal that took them completely by surprise. He had taken his tape recorder along with him and played it for some club owners in the Haight-Ashbury area and he had gotten some very favorable responses. There were two weeks of steady work waiting for them if they wanted it and the pay was good. Sal and Sunshine were crashing in an old Victorian house in the Haight with about half a dozen of their hippie friends and Carl and Brenda could stay there as well if they wanted to come up and join them.

It sounded like an excellent idea so they packed up and jumped in the car for a ride up the coast. It was kind of odd to be leaving the apartment empty but the rent was paid and if things turned out the way Sal described them they would be coming back with a nice chunk of cash before the end of the month. Most importantly they would be reunited with Sal and Sunshine and could enjoy their vacation together.

There were quicker ways to get up there on the new freeways that ran up and down the state but Carl thought Brenda would enjoy the scenic route of driving up Pacific Coast Highway which hugged the coast and took in some spectacular views. Other than the trip to Disneyland and some club hopping in Hollywood Brenda hadn't really done a lot of touristy things since she had arrived in California so this was a real treat. 

When they arrived in San Francisco they could see right away that all the rumors were true, Haight-Ashbury had become the hippie Mecca. The Haight-Ashbury district was an area of about 100 blocks located south of the Panhandle of Golden Gate Park. It was an older neighborhood mostly with a lot of charming 19th Century houses that had survived the earthquake and fire of 1906. A lot people had left the area for newer housing causing real estate values and rent prices to drop which made it all the more appealing to the hippies who were flooding in and usually living on a shoestring.

Their temporary home had obviously once been a charming residence but was now showing its age and in desperate need of some paint at least. It was three stories tall and had numerous rooms but not much in the way of furnishings or decor. Most of the furniture looked like it had been scavenged off the street on trash day or possibly left behind by some earlier resident but that was the hippie way. You adapted and made do with what you had or what you could get easily or cheaply. Beds were in short supply in this house but there were plenty of mattresses on the floor and an assortment of blankets and pillows around. Carl and Brenda tossed their stuff in the same room Sal and Sunshine where living in and there was a happy reunion, even if the accommodations weren't nearly as nice as the apartment back in Venice.

It was hard to say exactly who lived there or how many people even but Sal's friend Rodolfo seemed to be a regular and was the one who had extended the invitation. Rodolfo had a room with a bed in it so presumably he helped pay the rent or owned the place or something. It reminded Brenda of the commune a little living with so many people around where everyone seemed to be sharing everything.

Once they got settled in Sal took them over to the club where they were going to be playing. It wasn't as large and prestigious as the Fillmore, a local club where all the biggest acts performed, but it was a huge step up from the coffeehouse. It was in an old brick building that had once been a warehouse and featured primarily folk/rock music, which was basically what Brenda and Carl played. Folk music had been enjoying a huge revival in America but in early 1967 the sounds of psychedelic music were definitely filling the air. This place actually had a marquee out in front like a real theater so Carl and Brenda had needed to come up with a name for their act. They were now known as Bradley and Baker, since they liked the fact that both of their last names started with a "B." Brenda was very excited to see her name up in lights, even if the marquee wasn't illuminated now in the daytime, and took a picture of it with her little Instamatic camera. She wanted to send a copy home to her mother.

For their San Francisco debut they actually managed to turn out a decent audience. Aside from Sal and Sunshine, Rodolfo had rounded up a ton of friends as well as everyone who lived in the house so the place looked pretty packed as they took the stage. Carl stood to one side with his guitar and Brenda stood at the microphone. She was startled for a moment when a very bright light hit her face...she had never been in a spotlight before, but once she adjusted her eyes it just added to the excitement. Unlike a lot of dreamers she hadn't come to California planning to be an actress or a singer or anything like that yet here she was bathed in colored lights and performing at a hip club in one of the grooviest cities in the world. 

Part of what made their act so charming was the way that Brenda talked to the audience between songs. Sometimes she told stories about what a certain song meant to her or how it related to some experience in her own life. She had a very natural gift for communicating with the crowd. When it came time to perform In the Morning she got a little emotional explaining that it was their first original composition and how much their collaboration meant to her. She got a little choked up but managed to fight off her emotions, something that made the people fall in love with her even more.

The club owner had taken a bit of a chance committing to such a long engagement for an act he had never seen or even heard of but the tape had convinced him that there was something special here and Bradley and Baker didn't disappoint. 

When they got back to the house later that evening Carl and Brenda found that they were sort of celebrities there now. All of the kids there were quite impressed that they were living with real pop stars and everyone wanted to get high with them or share a drink. A couple of people even asked for autographs. As they retired to their room Brenda thought it was funny that such a little thing like seeing someone performing on a stage could have so much impact in the eyes of others. She also thought it was funny that they could be in such a glamorous position one moment but go home to sleep in a room full of mattresses on the floor. 

They decided to just pull of the mattresses together to make one large sleeping area and tossed a number of pillows around as well. It actually ended up a pretty comfortable arrangement and the four friends felt very warm and cozy snuggling naked together under a pile of blankets. Carl got between Brenda's legs and Sal did likewise with Sunshine but somewhere along the line things got a little mixed up and nobody minded in the least. The blankets kind of went flying in all directions but they were keeping warm enough with all of their activity and shared body heat anyway so it didn't really matter. At one point Sal was fucking Brenda's pussy while Sunshine sat on her face at the same time Carl was getting head from Sunshine. Nobody planned anything that evening they just sort of worked in and out of various configurations and felt good to be reunited with their dear companions, even if they had only been parted for less than a week.

When they woke they realized that they hadn't even bothered to climb back next to their own partners so Brenda was curled up next to Sal and Sunshine was in Carl's arms. They just laughed at the situation and pulled themselves together in time to share a communal breakfast with the rest of the inhabitants of the house, at least those who had managed to get out of bed in time for breakfast.

They all headed down to Haight Street later in the day to trip around on all the colorful shops and take in the hippie scene. Brenda was really glad she had brought her camera along and was snapping pictures like crazy. When they got to the corner of Haight and Ashbury they found someone passing by who agreed to take a photo of the four of them posing in front of the street sign and Brenda hoped the picture would turn out well. She had bought the little camera especially for this trip and didn't have any pictures of Carl or her other friends before. She sort of wished she had bought the camera before she left from home because she'd like to have some keepsakes from the commune and from her journey across the country but the thought had just never occurred to her.

They made a trek to the Blue Unicorn, a coffeehouse a few blocks away from the main center of activity in Haight-Ashbury, where much of the world got its introduction to the counter-culture scene when a dispute over some local sanitation laws got national attention because it appeared the city was trying to shut the place down more because of the crowd it catered to rather than its failure to adhere to public ordinances. It was small and crowded but some very famous artists, musicians and authors were known to frequent the joint. On that particular day the singing group Bradley and Baker were probably the most famous people in the building but it was still fun to check it out.

They were signed up for five gigs a week for two weeks so they had a couple of evenings free to check out some other bands. Jefferson Airplane's Surrealistic Pillow album had just come out and it seemed to be playing everywhere in the Haight. They got a chance to see them perform at the Fillmore which was very exciting as their new album was getting so much attention and Brenda particularly enjoyed watching Grace Slick who was becoming more and more comfortable with her new band. Janis Joplin was another exciting female singer making news in the Bay Area at the time but she was a much more aggressive, bluesy kind of singer than Brenda so Grace Slick was a better role-model to study professionally.

The light shows in those bigger clubs and auditoriums were fantastic no matter what band was performing. Big "oil wheel" protectors cast colorful, ever-changing, patterns on the wall and it was pretty obvious that most of the audiences were high and many were tripping on acid. Psychedelic was "in" in a big way and it reflected in the clothing, art and music of the day. Everything was vivid and colorful and slightly off-center. Brenda actually felt kind of hip that she could honestly say that her first song was written during an acid trip. She wouldn't mention that to her mother but here in Haight-Ashbury it just added to her prestige.

Sal went back to Los Angeles first because he didn't want to lose his job and his vacation time was up but Sunshine decided to stay a little longer. Her job was pretty flexible and with her looks and dancing experience she could always find work pretty easily. It was strange not to have Sal there, especially since it was his friend's house they were staying at, but Carl and Brenda made sure that she didn't feel lonely. They had kept all the mattresses pulled together so Sunshine just climbed in with the two of them. She wasn't lacking for companionship in any case as there were plenty of guys in the house who were delighted to have a chance with the blonde beauty.

One night everybody in the house gathered in the living room listening to some music and getting high when someone suggested that they all get naked and soon clothes were flying all over the room. There was a red-haired girl named Julia who had come to every single gig and Brenda assumed she was hot for Carl but as soon as everyone had shed their clothing Julia came straight over to her and sat on her lap. Without a word she threw her arms around Brenda's neck and began to kiss her. Apparently it was more than music that had drawn Julia to their performances but it was Brenda's body she had been craving.

Carl just laughed because they had both noticed Julia pressing her way to the front of the stage each night and he had assumed, like Brenda, that she had a crush on him. Carl looked around and saw Sunshine on all fours getting humped doggy-style by a tall dark-skinned guy who had only been living in the house for a couple of days. Carl didn't even know his name and Sunshine might not have either. It didn't really make any difference. 

Brenda and Julia seemed to be having a good time so Carl just went with the flow and fucked whoever happened to be handy that night. There wasn't a lot of conversation going on, the music on the record player provided the soundtrack and everyone just sort of screwed everyone. At one point while Brenda was bent over a sofa eating some other girl's pussy Carl decided to sneak up behind her and slip it in the backdoor.

"Oooo...I'd know that cock anywhere," Brenda sighed without bothering to look behind her.

Brenda was actually developing quite a taste for pussy, especially Sunshine's. The idea that she was a Lesbian or bi-sexual or something wasn't really a concern for her anymore. She adored Carl with all her heart but it was fun being with another woman. Right now it was the best of both worlds; the taste of pussy on her tongue and the feeling of Carl's balls slapping up against her ass. She could have done more of this kind of thing at the commune but she was still in the early stages of losing her inhibitions and exploring her sexuality. It wasn't that long ago that she had to be coaxed into skinny dipping at the creek but now public nudity and orgiastic sex was second nature to her. It was just another part of her California adventure that she wasn't likely to write home to mom about.


CHAPTER 10:

San Francisco had been a blast but when the gig was up they decided to go home. Much to their surprise and disappointment Sunshine, who had grown up in the Bay Area, told them that she was going to stay a little longer. She had been spending more of her nights in some other part of the house and they wondered whether she had found someone else she preferred to shack up with or just felt homesick and wanted a little more time before she returned. These things happened all the time in the hippie world. They worried about how Sal would take the news but there wasn't much they could do other than wish her well and kiss her goodbye.

When they got home Sal didn't seem too shocked by the development.

"I kind of had a feeling she might want to stay," he said calmly. "That was one of the reasons why I split early. My crappy delivery job isn't that important to me but I didn't want some big dramatic scene happening up there, especially in my friend's house."

That was just sort of the way things worked in this culture. People drifted in and out of your orbit. Brenda wondered if that would happen with her and Carl. She hoped not, but she tried to be pragmatic. At the moment they were a team and their livelihood depended on working together but who knew how long that would last? Music was a very trendy thing and you could be working one day and completely out of the style the next. Yet even without the music she was completely happy being with Carl no matter what they might be doing.

As time went by it began to look like Sunshine wasn't coming back and Sal started bringing a variety of girls home with him. Some stayed the night, some stayed a couple of days but nobody had moved in yet. It was tough for Brenda because she liked Sunshine so much and missed having her around but she didn't want to take that out on these other girls and always tried to be friendly and pleasant.

Her second acid trip was at the beach and Carl joined her in tripping this time. They had a marvelous evening listening to the sound of the waves, chatting about incredibly important things that neither one of them could remember, enjoying the lights on the amusement park rides and ended up making love in the sand somewhere. She didn't write any music on that trip but fortunately she had discovered that she could write song lyrics when completely straight and they were adding new material to their act all the time.

The club in San Francisco was far more prestigious than anywhere they had played in Los Angeles and it helped them to start landing some better gigs which meant bigger crowds and more money. They toyed with the idea of trying to expand into a full band with electric guitars and a drummer and a bass player but so far they were still just an acoustic duo. The fact that their original songs seemed to be going over as well as their cover tunes was a very good sign and they actually started to consider the possibility that they might get a chance to record an album someday.

Sal was working steadily at his job and Brenda and Carl were picking up more money all the time so the loss of Sunshine's revenue wasn't hurting all that much. The loss of her personality and charm was still sadly felt no matter how nice the girls were that Sal brought home. The four of them had really struck a nice balance and enjoyed living together, with or without the occasional forays into group sex.

Then one day Brenda came back from the grocery store while Sal was at work and Carl was pumping iron at the beach and she was surprised to find a beautiful young woman sitting on the couch watching television. Sal had brought girls home with him but nobody had been given a key. It was kind of startling to run into a stranger making herself at home in your apartment.

"Oh, hi, you must be Brenda!" the girl said with a charming British accent. "I'm Mary Anne Watkins, your new roommate."

"Well hopefully you're a friend of Sal's because Carl didn't mention anything to me," Brenda joked. "I'm open-minded but I'd at least like my boyfriend to tell me if he's inviting other women to move in."

"I don't imagine you'd have to worry about holding on to a man luv, if that's what you wanted," Mary Anne replied. "Not with your looks and figure. I met Sal at a discotheque the other night and we sort of hit it off, you might say. Within ten minutes I was sucking his pecker in the loo. He asked me to move in then but I wasn't sure he was serious until he called me the next day."

"Well that's a hell of a way to get acquainted," Brenda said with a chuckle.

"I hope we'll get to be good friends," said Mary Anne. "I don't know too many girls in this country and I haven't gotten very close to the ones I do know. It's not hard to make friends with a man, now is it?"

"Not for a hot chick like you I should imagine," Brenda replied.

"Good, we seem to at least have a mutual admiration society established in the looks department. I have to warn you that I do like girls quite a lot so if you catch me staring at you when you bend over to pick up a pencil or something you'll know why," Brenda said with a wicked smile. "Do you like toys?"

"I'm not sure I know what you mean?"

"Sex toys, luv, little rubber thingies that you strap on and whatnot," Mary Anne explained.

"I don't have much experience with them I'm afraid," Brenda replied.

"That's all right, I've got a whole assortment in my kit if you ever want to lube up and give them a try. Of course some of them are better enjoyed with a friend."

"That sounds intriguing."

Mary Anne could see that Brenda was indeed intrigued and not just making polite conversation so she went to get a small suitcase and opened it up. The entire contents of the bag appeared to be sex toys of every size, type and color. Mary Anne went through the collection explaining how the various vibrators worked or what was designed to go where.

"Wow, the Avon Lady should add these to their sales pitch," Brenda laughed.

Brenda had to explain the joke and told Mary Anne how Avon was a big company that sold cosmetics door-to-door to housewives, since most women didn't work outside the home in those days. They both agreed it would be a lot more fun to demonstrate than lipstick or mascara.

"Do you want to give it a go?" Mary Anne asked.

"Right now?"

"No time like the present, is there?"

Brenda laughed and selected a pink plastic dildo that was shaped more or less like a cock and pulled down her cut-off jeans shorts. Mary Anne suggested that she just lie back on the couch and spread her legs as she applied a liberal dose of lube to the device. 

"You control the speed with this," Mary Anne explained as she handed the dildo to Brenda. "Well, what are you waiting for? You know where it goes."

Brenda giggled as she turned the thing on and then slipped it inside her but her giggles turned to moans of pleasure rather quickly.

"Oh, this feels wonderful!" Brenda exclaimed.

"Wait until you turn it on high."

Mary Anne selected a wicked-looking contraption with little prongs on the end and sort of a stick with little ridges on it below. All of the toys were brightly colored and had crazy names that Brenda couldn't remember right away but got a kick out of when she heard Mary Anne describe them, especially in that cute accent.

Mary Anne's tool of choice was soon rotating and vibrating and doing God knows what else inside her once it was neatly in place. Mary Anne explained that the prongs were for stimulating the clit while the rotting thingy was for vaginal pleasure. Mary Anne was wearing a very chic little miniskirt so she had easy access to her pussy once she got her panties out of the way. Brenda loved wearing jeans but she began to see the advantages of having a skirt.

Both girls were blissfully pleasuring themselves as Carl walked in wearing nothing but his swim trunks and a towel draped over his shoulders.

"Hi, honey!" Brenda called out. "This is Mary Anne, our new roommate. She's from England and she has all these wonderful sex toys. You don't even need a man anymore to have a good time"

"We'll see about that," said Carl as the trunks hit the floor.

He came over to the couch and replaced the pink dildo with his already throbbing manhood. No piece of plastic was going to replace him without a fight.

"Ooooooooo...I think I spoke too soon," murmured Brenda as Carl began to give her a serious pounding.

Mary Anne continued to play with her toy but definitely enjoyed the show going on next to her. After a while Brenda suggested that it was rude to leave Mary Anne out of the fun so Carl scooted over and obliged his new roomy with a jolly get-acquainted fuck. Brenda put the dildo back inside her and leaned over to kiss Mary Anne who seemed to be enjoying herself very much. That's when Sal came home.

"Jesus! I ask a woman to move in with me and everyone in the house has fucked her already but me," Sal complained with a smile on his face.

"Don't be a cry baby, luv, there's plenty of pussy to go around," Mary Anne insisted.

Sal stripped out of his clothes while Carl sidled back over to Brenda. Soon both girls were getting their brains fucked out by men who had no desire to be replaced by machinery. It was a heck of a way to welcome someone to their home and it certainly looked like Mary Anne was going to fit in with no trouble at all.

Apparently Mary Anne had done some fashion modeling back in England, saved her money, and decided to come to America for a visit. She had a couple of photo shoots lined up in Los Angeles and had been living in a hotel until she met Sal. It was a little impulsive to move in with a guy she barely knew but after meeting Brenda she felt much better about her decision. It looked like it was going to be fun having a girlfriend...in more ways than one.

Being a model Mary Anne had a keen eye for hip fashion and took Brenda with her on a number of shopping trips. Brenda had adopted kind of a "bohemian casual" style, favoring jeans and peasant tops, but Mary Anne convinced her to splurge on a couple of new dresses that would look good on stage if nothing else. Brenda had dreamed of going to England and buying a miniskirt on Carnaby Street but shopping with an English girl was close enough. The skirt was about as mini as you could get and took some getting used to. It felt good to show so much leg in public without getting arrested but sitting in the damn thing was a challenge.

Mary Anne was very different than Sunshine in many ways but Brenda enjoyed her company very much. Mary Anne was a little older and had a bit of sophistication about her but she never flaunted it or tried to impress anybody. She was very free and breezy about everything and the two girls bonded quickly.

When it was time for her first photo shoot in L.A. Mary Anne insisted that Brenda come along. It was taking place in Hollywood in a photography studio on Highland. It wasn't a movie studio like MGM or Paramount but it was exciting to be in Hollywood in a studio of any kind with all of the lights and makeup artists and photographers running around.

This shoot was for a mail order business that sold trendy clothes to people who lived in areas that didn't have boutiques or other hip fashion outlets so Brenda was put to work helping Mary Anne change into and out of a wide variety of groovy clothes. 

"I'm sorry, what was your name again?," a man with a clipboard asked Brenda at one point. "What are you supposed to be modeling today?"

"Oh I'm not a model," blushed Brenda, "I'm just here helping my friend with her change outfits." 

"Really?" the guy asked as he sized her up. "You got the looks for it, baby. How do you feel about lingerie?"

"I don't know, I usually sleep naked," Brenda replied.

The man with the clipboard enjoyed the thought of that image running through his head but tried to remain businesslike and asked her if she would like to give it a shot. Mary Anne assured him that Brenda would be delighted and so somehow Brenda found herself in a pink teddy with matching panties being coached by a photographer how to pose for the camera. Brenda was kind of out of her element but Mary Anne had prudently suggested that they smoke a joint in the bathroom so Brenda was starting to relax and loosed up by the time she hit the set.

"That's it baby, yeah, yeah...work with me," the photographer said as he snapped one picture after another. "Now lean over the bed like you're getting ready to pull back the covers...good girl...not too much...perfect!"

She wore about half a dozen different outfits and with each one they changed the bedroom set slightly to match the color scheme. It was a total blast and Mary Anne was enjoying the experience immensely as he smoked a cigarette off to one side and tossed in words of encouragement. At the end the photographer had a flash of inspiration and decided he wanted to do a couple of setups with both women in matching lingerie but in contrasting colors so a hastily improvised plan was put into place. Brenda and Mary Anne both posed in front of the bed in some basic "model" poses and then they did one or two with them on the bed having a pillow fight for one of their outfits geared more towards teenagers. By the end they were both really smacking themselves with the pillows and giggling like fools, much to the delight of the all-male crew.

Afterwards the photographer came up to them as they were getting ready to go and handed them his business card.

"If you girls ever want to do anything a little more...artistic...just give me a call. There's some serious bucks in it."

"What did he mean by artistic," asked Brenda when they were on their way home.

"Nudie shots, luv."

"Have you ever done anything like that?"

"Not so much anymore," Mary Anne replied. "When I got started I'd pose for anything and I used to date this guy who liked to take erotic pictures for German magazines. It was all black and white and standing next to a pillar sort of a thing. Once I started getting legit fashion gigs I decided to keep a lower profile on the smutty stuff."

"I'd sure like to see some of those photos," said Brenda.

"Well, maybe I have a copy of one or two in my luggage somewhere, you never know," said Mary Anne with a wink. "But now you're a professional fashion model, luv, how does it feel?"

"Unreal, just like everything else that's happened to me since I left Ohio. Sometimes it seems like it's not really me, it's someone else's life I'm borrowing."

"Just remember, darling, that times are changing and someday soon women are going to rule the world. This is our time and there's nothing wrong with enjoying it...all of it. Did you see how all those men looked at us? They would have given their right leg for even a glimpse of our boobies. Women have been trapped in the kitchen for far too long. I plan to live each day to the fullest and embrace whatever adventures I can find for as long as I can. Revel in your youth and beauty, it's your passport to excitement."

The money Brenda made was very impressive, nothing compared to Mary Anne, but it was quite a pleasant surprise to be going home with any money at all since she had planned to just stand in the background and watch. She couldn't wait to tell Carl all about it. Much to her surprise he seemed less enthusiastic than she had expected.

Carl didn't want to say it but he was worried about losing Brenda. He worried about it quite a bit even before this but hoped that their musical collaboration would keep them together. He dug the counter-culture lifestyle of sex, drugs and rock and roll but Brenda had touched him in ways he didn't know were possible. Girls came and went all the time and he always took it in stride but Brenda was special. Ever since Sunshine had bailed on Sal he had intensified his fears that Brenda would dump him someday, too. He was also a little concerned about her growing fascination with other women. It was very arousing to see her getting it on with some hot chick but he wondered whether perhaps she was really a lesbian at heart. He knew that she and Mary Anne were sticking all sorts of rubber things into each other all the time and Brenda's joke about not needing a man anymore had gotten under his skin. Now she was off being some sort of fashion model, prancing around in underwear in front of a lot of strange men and being photographed for some kind of catalog that would be seen by God knows how many people. And the money was outstanding. Why would see want to hang out with a guy singing on the pier for pocket change when she could be off in some glamorous world of jet-setters?

As long as they still had their music Carl hoped to hang onto her but he was slipping into a kind of depression and turning to drugs more often. As much as he thought of himself as a hippie he felt that if Brenda left him he'd grab his barbells and walk straight off the end of the pier.


CHAPTER 11:

Brenda had no idea that Carl had concerns about their relationship but she could tell that something was bothering him. Even the music he was writing seemed less upbeat and joyful than before. She asked him, of course, but he always kind of shrugged it off and said he was fine. She asked Sal but he didn't seem to know anything either. Carl was usually a pretty easy-going character so it was a little odd for him to be in a funk for any length of time.

For his part Sal was generally in a pretty good mood these days. It was hard to see exactly how Mary Anne and Sal had hit it off so well so fast but it was holding up. They talked politics a lot, especially about their opposition to the war in Vietnam, and Sal enjoyed having long intellectual discussions into the night with Mary Anne, something that he wasn't really able to do with Sunshine, who was adorable but not terribly interested in current events. Unlike Carl Sal encouraged Brenda and Mary Anne to play with their toys as often as possible. When Carl wasn't home Sal would sit in a chair and slowly masturbate as Mary Anne fucked Brenda with a strap-on dildo, spanking her ass and pulling her hair. Brenda tried wearing the fake cock a couple of times but never felt at home in it. She was much happier being the recipient of cock, real or otherwise.

They hated to be doing anything in secret behind Carl's back but it was obvious that this was something he didn't particularly enjoy these days so they refrained from such activity unless they knew he wasn't going to be home for a while. Brenda thought it was odd that Sal would rather sit and stroke himself while two pretty girls were there for the fucking but it seemed to make him happy so what the hell.

It was easier to schedule these little shows for Sal because Carl had a habit of going out a lot in the daytime. He didn't take his guitar and he wasn't dressed for weight lifting so Brenda wondered what he was up to but never pressed the issue. Hopefully he would tell her in due course.

One day he came home with a smile on his face for the first time in ages and it warmed Brenda's heart to no end. He had the very exciting news that he had secured a demonstration recording for Bradley and Baker with one of the mid-level record companies in Hollywood. It was no guarantee of a contract but apparently Carl had been pounding the pavement with a copy of a tape they had made of several of their original songs. It wasn't done live in front of an audience like the club recording Sal had made for them this had been a more polished thing that they worked on in the bedroom doing numerous takes to get each song right. A lot of record companies wouldn't even listen to the tape but he had been persistent and finally got the ear of someone who could set up a demo for them.

That seemed to explain everything to Brenda. Carl had obviously been going out trying to land them a recording contract and was being met with a lot of frustrating resistance. Hopefully now his mood would improve and things could get back to normal. She was a little surprised that he didn't just tell her what he had been up to but obviously he wanted it to be a pleasant surprise and it certainly was.

They would be going into a real studio and recording several of their songs, just like they had done in the bedroom, except that this would be with professional equipment and they would be able to record the guitar first and her vocals later. There would also be the opportunity to "sweeten" the sound a little with some reverb or other recording tricks and they both were thrilled by the opportunity. They would be allowed to keep a copy of the demo even if the record company decided not to offer them a contract and that was great asset to have even if things didn't pan out the way they hoped.

They practiced and practiced in anticipation of the big day and worked up some simple harmony parts for Carl to sing in a couple of places. Carl often sang harmonies in the background when they performed but he had never done so into a microphone so only the people in the very front would have been able to hear him but he could carry a tune and had a good ear for harmony.

The session was intimidating, but like everything else they had experienced, it was just another hurdle to get over and once the initial nervousness passed they were both soon working like old pros. There was a moment where the day she and Carl met flashed back in Brenda's mind and she wondered how different her life would have been if she had told him that she couldn't sing when he first asked her on the pier. She thanked her lucky stars she had been brave enough to actually give it a try when she had no idea what she was really doing. It had brought her to this remarkable opportunity, and more than anything else, it had brought her to this remarkable man that she loved so much. During a break she came over and threw herself into his arms and kissed him as if she hadn't seen him in three years.

"What was that for?" Carl asked, pleased but a little embarrassed as everyone seemed to be watching them.

"Because your instincts are so wonderful and you saw something in me that no one had ever seen. Because you were bold and invited me to live with you when I might have just used up all my money for a bus ticket back to Columbus. Because you're so cute and talented and I love you madly," she replied.

Carl almost broke down in tears but an engineer in the booth called them both back to work.

"If you two lovebirds don't mind we've still got a little work to do here!" the voice boomed out of large speakers in the room.

They both laughed and took their places for the next take. Carl sort of wished the kissing scene had happened a little earlier because it made him play with all the more passion and conviction but soon the session was done and they got to hear a rough mix of what they had recorded. The session producer seemed very pleased but couldn't make any promises. It wasn't his job to decide who got to record it was just his job to make whoever they told him to record sound as good as possible.

"You kids are all right," the producer told them. "If these guys pass on you make sure you play that tape for everybody. And make sure you bring a picture of yourselves along, too. It doesn't matter what you look like to make a record but it sure as hell helps to be good-looking when it comes to actually selling it."

Carl hadn't thought of that and kind of kicked himself. Of course he should have brought a picture of Brenda along. her looks were a major weapon in their arsenal and he hadn't considered that. He was just another hippie guitar player trying to break into show business but if people could see how hot Brenda was they would be way more likely to give their tape a listen. Hopefully it wouldn't matter and they would get signed by this company but if they didn't he had learned a valuable lesson.

The record company didn't sign them as they felt their folk influenced sound was a little too soft for what was happening in the business at the moment. The Beatles had just released the astonishing Sgt. Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band and hard psychedelic was all the rage. Jefferson Airplane, Jimi Hendrix and Janis Joplin were all hot right now and it looked like they either needed to get themselves a band and a harder sound or stick to the folk/rock club circuit. There were some smaller labels that were still doing quite well with the folk thing so they didn't give up hope of landing a contract just because their first demo didn't do the trick. The Beatles had been turned down after their demo session with Decca Records because they were told that guitar bands were on the way out. It was a fast-moving business and everyone wanted to catch the next big wave. At least they had their professionally recorded demo to showcase.

Mary Anne made the suggestion that they should also have some suitably professional photos done and helped them set something up with one of the photographers she had been working with. It made sense and it made a world of difference. Instead of a snapshot they had some actual publicity photos done and Brenda couldn't wait to send some of them home to her mother.

Unfortunately her mother had already seen some professional photos of her and wasn't too pleased. A friend of hers had received the catalog in the mail that Brenda and Mary Anne had posed for and the fact that Brenda was parading around in such skimpy attire for all the world to see wasn't thrilling for her mom. When Brenda explained how much money she made for the shoot her mother calmed down considerably. It was funny how flexible morals could be when enough money was involved. At least her mother had something to throw back at her friends if they chastised her for raising such a hussy. She was making good money and it wasn't like she was posing nude in Playboy. If they thought the catalog was so scandalous why were they ordering it in the first place?

Her mother was also concerned that she was still "living in sin" with a man, but at least it was the same man she had been with for quite some time now so hopefully they would do the right thing and make it legal. It was difficult for Brenda's mom to accept the fact that times had changed and that many young people didn't want the same things her generation had wanted but at least she was pleased that her daughter seemed to be happy and doing well.

Brenda didn't see any particular reason to change things in her life at the moment. She had come to California to find excitement and freedom and had succeeded beyond her wildest expectations so far, even if she wasn't rich and famous. The opportunity to sing and model professionally had come as a complete surprise but even without that she would have been happy as long as she could survive somehow. She was seeing new things and meeting interesting people and experimenting with sex and drugs, as many young people were doing at the time. She already lived with Carl, why did they need some piece of paper to prove that their love was real? That seemed so old-fashioned.

She assumed that Carl felt the same way about things. Presumably his recent moodiness was the result of trying unsuccessfully to get a recording contract but that otherwise he was completely happy with the life they were sharing. The counter-culture thing had been his chosen lifestyle before it was hers and she had rolled along with it because it was fun and she assumed that was what he wanted. She knew the difference she felt when she was making love to Carl. The partner swapping and group sex was kind of a lark that she had been dabbling in because everyone else was doing it and it was a blast but her heart belonged to Carl no matter whose body she was enjoying at any given moment. Unfortunately Carl had difficulty expressing his anxiety for some reason so the underlying tension remained.

With Mary Anne's help Brenda was picking up some more modeling jobs which didn't help Carl's mood improve. If only Sunshine hadn't bailed on Sal, he kept thinking. Mary Anne was the one putting all these ideas in her head. Brenda had told him about the "artistic" pictures the photographer had offered to take and he wondered whether she was doing that on the sly. Given the completely open and free sexuality they experienced in real life it really didn't make any sense to worry about whether Brenda was posing for some nude pictures or not but his depression wasn't making him think clearly.

Carl had always had self-esteem issues. That was one of the major reasons he had become a weight lifter; even though he was a very good-looking guy he never thought so and felt driven to improve his body. It was also the reason he had taken up the guitar. Chicks seemed to dig musicians so it was another way to mask what he saw as his many faults and defects. It was even why he had dropped out of normal society and become a hippie. With long hair and hip clothes he hoped to reinvent himself in a world were sex was free and easy and nobody stuck around long enough to really get too deeply involved. It was all crazy since he was intelligent, handsome, talented and popular but he just never could see himself in that light. Any success he had he always attributed to some external thing. Brenda had changed everything in his life and now, for no particular good reason other than his natural insecurities, he feared that he was about to lose her. Unfortunately he kept this all to himself and didn't share his true feelings with anyone.

The club they had performed at in San Francisco offered them a return engagement and Carl jumped at the opportunity to get Brenda away from Mary Anne for a couple of weeks. Mary Anne had some photo shoots scheduled so as much as she would have liked to take the trip up north she needed to stay home and work. Sal also didn't have any more vacation time to use at the moment so the two of them would hold down the fort while Brenda and Carl ventured back up to Haight-Ashbury. Rodolfo was more than happy to put them up even if Sal wasn't with them so it was all set.

Carl was in a much better mood as they drove up to San Francisco. He had nothing against Mary Anne personally but he worried that she was a bad influence on Brenda. Maybe a couple of weeks alone would make things right again, he hoped. At least it was just the two of them and their music. 

Rodolfo was very happy to see them again although many of the faces in the house had changed. Faces all over Haight-Ashbury were changing every day as more and more people flooded into the area, drawn by reports of the mystical Summer of Love, even if they weren't sure what that meant. The house was more crowded than it had been the first time they were there so they were going to have share their room with a number of strangers but that was the hippie way and didn't seem like a problem. Much to Carl's dismay one of their new roommates didn't appear to be a stranger at all to Brenda...in fact they seemed to know each other quite well.

"Pablo! What on earth are you doing here?" Brenda cried as she hugged and kissed her old friend warmly.

"I just came to see what all the buzz was about. Flash is here, too and Tinika...somewhere. We drove up here together but the place is such a madhouse we sort of split up to find a place to crash. I'm sure they're nearby somewhere," Pablo told her. 

Brenda explained to Carl that Pablo was an old friend from the commune, as were the other two people he had mentioned. The hippie world was kind of a small one and random encounters like this weren't all that strange but the coincidence of ending up in the same room with one of her old commune buddies did seem quite remarkable. Even though Brenda introduced him as her "boyfriend" Carl's heart sank again. This Pablo guy was very handsome and Carl had heard all about her experiences in New Mexico. This was no doubt the guy Brenda said she had a crush on back then and it didn't boost his confidence to see how good-looking Pablo was. It just seemed to him as though the fates were conspiring against him.

Rodolfo rounded up a big group of people to come see their opening night and Pablo was there as well. Carl thought about blowing the whole thing out and just going home but he pulled himself together in time for the show and did a fine job, even if he did keep an eye on Brenda to see if she was trying to make eye contact with Pablo. With the spotlight in her face she couldn't really have made eye contact with anyone but Carl was in a very jealous frame of mind.

One member of the audience both Carl and Brenda were very happy to see was Sunshine. She had heard that Bradley and Baker were playing at the club and was thrilled to be reunited with her old friends. She asked how Sal was doing but other than that she didn't say much about him or discuss the particulars of why she split. She was still doing her go-go dancer thing so Brenda and Carl agreed to check out the club she was working out on one of their free nights.

"Hey, if it's crowded at Rodolfo's you can crash at my place," suggested Sunshine. "At least I've got a bed."

Brenda was shocked when Carl suggested that he go with Sunshine and Brenda should go back to Rodolfo's with Pablo.

"It'll give you and Pablo a chance to catch up on old times," Carl told her and that was that. 

Carl took off with Sunshine and Brenda went back to the house. She was kind of stunned. Brenda was happy to see Pablo but it wasn't that big a deal, they were going to be in town for a couple of weeks, there would be plenty of time for catching up. Did Carl want to be alone with Sunshine for some reason? It just didn't make sense to her at all.


CHAPTER 12:

Sunshine lived in an apartment with two other girls who also danced at the club. They were lovers and slept in one bed and Sunshine had a room of her own with a large bed that could accommodate any number of overnight visitors. When she made the suggestion that they go back to her place she had assumed that both Carl and Brenda would go but she wasn't going to pry for information. If they wanted to split up for the night so be it. She was perfectly happy to share her bed with her old roomy Carl.

They sat on the bed smoking a joint and chatting for a while then Carl kissed her and started squeezing her tits. Those big breasts did feel good in his hands. Sunshine pulled off her top and Carl went straight for her nipples, rubbing them between his fingers, sucking on them, playing with them with his teeth. Sunshine just had the kind of tits men couldn't keep their hands off of.

A similar scene was unfolding back at Rodolfo's pad. Brenda and Pablo sat alone in the living room on the couch, getting high and filling each other in on what had been happening in their lives since last they saw each other. When she got on the bus in New Mexico bound for California Brenda wondered whether she would ever see Pablo again and now here he was resting one of his powerful arms around her shoulder. She had such a crush on him when they first met but that seemed like a million years ago now. So much had happened...so much had changed. Pablo was still gorgeous and was able to turn her on with ease but Carl had touched her soul. The idea of not waking up next to him seemed strange and uncomfortable. She tried to concentrate on Pablo and his beautiful, muscular body, but her mind kept wandering off to Carl, wondering what had prompted him to take off with Sunshine like that.

Meanwhile Carl had his pants pulled down and Sunshine was kneeling on the bed, her head bobbing up and down on his stiff prick. Carl kept reminding himself that anyone could give him head...maybe not as good as Brenda, but it would still feel good none the less. He had banged plenty of chicks before meeting Brenda and there would always be plenty of girls around even if she left. He had been foolish to invest so much of himself in one woman when he could just as easily be happy with another. Unfortunately no matter how much he tried to convince himself of that it wasn't working and even though Sunshine was sucking him with great gusto he could feel himself starting to go limp.

"This was a bad idea," Carl said as he sat up on the bed and rested on one arm.

"What's the matter Carl?" Sunshine asked.

"It's Brenda. I can't get her out of my mind."

"Why would you want to?"

"I don't know...because I'm an idiot...because I'm scared of losing her. This new roommate of ours, Mary Anne, she's so cool and sophisticated and a big fashion model from England. She's been getting Brenda all these modeling gigs and the two of them are always fucking each other with dildos and shit when I'm not there. I just know she's going to talk Brenda into going back to England with her or something."

"What does Brenda say about it?" Sunshine inquired.

"I haven't said anything to her about it. I'm too embarrassed," Carl replied. "It makes me sound like a totally paranoid pussy."

"Well maybe it's better to sound like a pussy than to keep your mouth shut and lose hers over nothing."

That was surprisingly good advice coming from Sunshine and Carl thanked her profusely, both for the invitation to her bed and for the simple words of encouragement that he needed to hear. It was ridiculous to walk around expecting the worst all the time without even talking to the woman he loved. Brenda was the only one who knew exactly what was in her own mind and heart and he needed to talk to her so badly. She was probably getting hammered by that Pablo guy at the moment but he needed to see her. Needed to explain things and lay his cards on the table. He dressed quickly, kissed Sunshine goodbye and started walking towards Rodolfo's house.

It was getting pretty late at night but there were still people milling about on the streets. A lot of kids didn't have anywhere else to go, they just came to San Francisco like moths drawn to a flame with no money and no contacts and no plan for what they would do when they arrived. It was getting to be a real problem. The hippie community tried to help its own but they weren't getting a lot of support from the local government.

As Carl hurried along the sidewalk he barely noticed the other pedestrians. His mind was totally focused on talking to Brenda and what he would say.

"Carl?"

Suddenly Carl stopped and realized that the person he had just passed by was speaking to him. To his dismay it turned out to be Brenda.

"I was on my way to see you," Carl stammered.

"I was just taking a walk...I couldn't sleep," Brenda replied. "It seemed so wrong not having you there."

"I thought you'd be with Pablo," said Carl.

"We talked for a while on the couch and smoked a joint but that was about it. I tried to sleep on the mattress on the floor but that just made me think of you so I tried to sleep on the couch but that didn't work either. I just felt so restless," she explained.

"I don't know what's the matter with me lately but for some stupid reason I've had this idea in my head that you were going to take off on me like Sunshine did to Sal, or that you and Mary Anne were going to become big famous models and move away. I keep thinking our relationship is too good to be true."

"Baby, why didn't you say anything about this before?" Brenda asked sympathetically.

"I've always heard that chicks dig guys with confidence and I'm afraid that's never been easy for me," Carl said hanging his head down sadly.

Brenda came over and lifted his chin illuminating his face in the dim glow of an old streetlight. It was still dark but she could see the tears.

"I have no intention of ever leaving you darling. Not for another man or another woman or a job or anything. When I met Pablo I thought he was the sexiest man I'd ever seen and I still care for him very much as a friend but I never felt anything with him that comes close to what I feel with you. I can't sleep without you for a single night, I don't want to even think about what it would be like to know that I'd never be able to sleep with you again. You're completely a part of me. You're like some powerful drug that I'm totally addicted to. Being without you even for a little while is like going through withdrawal," Brenda told him.

"You always seemed to be enjoying yourself with other people," Carl pointed out.

"So did you, silly, but I never enjoyed myself with anyone more than you. You're the one I want to snuggle up with. It's your face I want to see every morning when I wake up. Free love is a beautiful thing because it lets us play and experiment with other people but it also means the freedom to love one person above all others. For me you're the one. If you want to give up all this free love stuff and make a commitment I'll do it because no matter how much fun the sex is with different people it doesn't compete with being your woman."

"I'm such an idiot...I should have just talked about this from the very beginning," Carl sighed. "I do all this weight lifting, trying to seem like a big rugged guy but inside I've always been very insecure."

"Your gorgeous hard body is just the vessel that contains who you really are. I've seen many sides of you and I love all of them. Do you still love me?"

"Of course!" he exclaimed. "More than life itself."

"That's all that matters then because I love you with every fiber of my being."

They joined hands and began to walk back to Rodolfo's house. Carl had lifted a lot of heavy weights in his time but none that matched the weight that had been lifted from his back. When they returned to the house they found that their mattresses had already been occupied by some new kids that had just arrived so they scrounged up a blanket from somewhere and headed for the living room. The couch was still available so they squeezed themselves onto that and cuddled very closely together under the blanket.

"Do you want to get married?" Carl asked.

"Are you proposing to me under a blanket?" she said with a chuckle.

"Well, no I'd do it the right way if that's what you want," replied Carl.

"I don't need to be married to be happy or to prove anything but I would do it in an instant if it was important to you," she said.

"Honestly I don't need it either," he said. "For a while I thought I did because it seemed like a way of convincing myself that you weren't going anywhere but I can see how dumb that was. Being married doesn't make it any more or less likely that we'll stay together. As long as I keep pinching myself as a reminder that I'm not just living in a dream I would love to keep things as they are, at least as they were before I got all moody and depressed and...ouch! What the hell was that for?"

"You said you needed pinching and my hand was conveniently located by your butt for some reason," she informed him.

"I think it's guys that are supposed to pinch chick's butts," he reminded her.

"It's a free country...and you've got such a cute butt it just needs pinching."

"You've got some strong fingers...maybe I should teach you to play guitar...hey...you better not be planning to do any more pinching where your hand is now," he cautioned her.

"I wasn't planning to," she informed him as she felt his cock starting to grow hard in her hand. "I'd never do anything to injure that beautiful part of your anatomy."

Strange things can happen when one's mind starts wandering into dark territory. Brenda had never done anything to even imply that she wasn't totally in love with Carl but his imagination had run wild. Unfortunately a lot of people have trouble accepting the idea that something really good is happening to them and they make themselves unhappy for no real reason. Carl knew that he would have to work on that but he had also learned a crucial lesson that he needed to communicate with Brenda better in the future. Just hearing those reassuring words made all the difference in the world to him.

He never had a problem with their swinging sexuality until he started looking for one and now that he was back on track, and planning to do his damndest to stay there, there was no reason for them to impose some sort of arbitrary exclusivity rule. They both got a kick from the excitement of spontaneous sex with various partners as long as they both knew that what they shared together was something special.

"I kind of like sleeping on the couch with you," Brenda said as she wriggled under him and tried to pull her legs back as far as possible. "One of us pretty much has to be on top of the other the whole time."

"I like it too," Carl said in agreement. "As long as I've got my cock inside you I know you're not going to get away from me."

"If that's what it takes to boost your confidence I suppose I can make the sacrifice and let you just fuck me silly all day and night," she said with great melodramatic emphasis. 

"Believe me, I'd much rather use a couch like this than end up lying on one telling a psychiatrist all my problems," he joked.

"You're right, I think physical therapy is what you need...and lots of it!"

Without warning Carl penetrated her and she let out a little gasp of surprise that was music to his ears. They had written a lot of songs together by this point, some of them pretty darn good, but his favorite artistic collaboration with her was the tape they made the night they had sex during her acid trip. Sometimes Carl would just cue that up when no one else was around and thrill to the sounds of her ecstasy. He was always afraid that when he went shopping their demo around to record companies that he'd accidentally grab the wrong tape and play their lovemaking instead but who knows...the sounds two lovers make in the throes of their deepest passion just might be worth putting on a record. It's the sweetest music there is.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

The concept of "free love" wasn't invented in the 1960's, it actually dates back to ancient history. Throughout the centuries the idea keeps popping up in one form or another, often accompanied by other communal aspects of living and an open acceptance of nudity. In the sixties a number of things came together to spark a revival of the concept on a very large scale. The birth control pill was certainly at the forefront but Women's Liberation and the "sexual revolution" in general also played a major role. Conventional society generally tries to promote the idea that sex is somehow the exclusive domain of marriage or at the very least promotes a double standard that says it's ok for men to fool around but a woman has to "save herself" for her future husband. This book is not a moral commentary on the virtues of one view or another, it's just a look back in time to a revolutionary period in history when traditional and moral values of all kinds were being openly challenged and questioned.

Not all hippies believed in free love or participated in orgiastic group sex. Hippie marriages were quite common, and usually very colorful and festive. For some people the opportunity to fool around with a lot of different partners just made it easier to find the one they really wanted to settle down with, and of course many former hippies eventually melded back into normal society and lived completely conventional lives...with the exception that they had some pretty wild stories to tell.
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