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      The class was so boring I could barely stay awake, much less get involved in the topic. This was my third semester. The boredom was intensifying every term. My grades were okay. It wasn’t that. It’s just that as each class droned by, I knew this was not what I should do with my life. Portland State was near my home, cheaper than private alternatives, and had a broad range of classes. At least that’s what my dad preached to me all the time. He failed to mention how boring it would be.

      This was calculus. I seemed to understand it, at least enough to pass the tests with minimal studying. Still, calculus belonged in the ‘nice to know’ category, not the important ‘need to know.’ I would never be an engineer or a programmer. Calculating the volume of a sphere? OMG!

      I had resisted going to college right out of high school, needing a break. My dad got me a job at a small manufacturer; apparently, he knew the owner. It was a back-office job, shuffling paper all day. I quit after three months. So, I tried something completely different, got an outdoor job with Washington County holding start/stop signs for road crews. Did that for three years. Again, got bored.

      Finally, I tried school. I started at Portland State and was deep into my third semester during this calculus class. By this time, I was 22, able to drink and do just about anything else I wanted. When the term was over in mid-June, I needed a genuine change.

      To make all the rest of these issues worse, I was in a bit of a relationship drought. My last one had been nearly a year before. I now found myself horny all the time and looking for company. Yet, with living at home, it wasn’t easy to meet that need.

      A visit to California seemed just the answer. I had saved up enough to pay for a portion of the trip, though I didn’t want to drive my beat-up old car, and planes were still a little out of my reach. At least they were without having to ask my parents for cash.

      I had read an article about a couple who hitchhiked around the US, and the adventures they had along the way. Maybe I could do that? A hitch down the coast would be easy. I could hang around the beaches for a month and then come back. Simple!

      Maybe if I’m lucky, I’ll get laid there. I had been without a boyfriend for a long time, ever since Maynard moved back east. Going there with him was not an option. No interest. I figured California would allow me to explore my carnal side. This was so appealing to me, I began to think of it as the real reason I was going. Hitching to get laid! Oh yeh…

      I talked to my friend Sally about the idea.

      “You should try it. People will always pick up a beautiful girl,” Sally said. I thought it was a great idea, sure. When I asked if it was safe, Sally suddenly became quiet.

      “Depends on how you define safe…” she said.

      “Safe means coming back alive without being beaten or raped,” Riley laughed. “Pretty clear what that means.”

      “Probably not, then. Not sure about being beaten up… As to rape, hitchhiking alone will leave you pretty exposed.”

      Suddenly, I was not so sure. I wasn’t a virgin. Still, the idea of some strange guy raping me over the back of a car in the middle of nowhere did not appeal. A little ‘forced’ sex might be fun. I had watched some porn recently where men were ‘forcing’ women to do sexual things. They always seemed to resist, though soon were screaming with orgasm after orgasm. These never ceased to get my juices flowing. I think I might like rough sex. Maybe I can find some in California.

      To guard against this, I decided to hide my sex. I would dress in loose jeans, baggy shirts, carry an old backpack, and tuck my long hair into my shirt. That way, they couldn’t tell I was a female until the car had already stopped. Maybe that would help me avoid the more lecherous types.

      My parents were not happy! They forbade everything about the trip, from the hitchhiking to my going there without prearranged housing. I didn’t care. They had no control over me, and I remained confident they wouldn’t disown me or anything close to that.

      It was more about fear for my safety. I assured them I could take care of myself. After all, I argued, my dad had sent me to those self-defense classes, even though this was not much solace to a worried set of parents. They eventually went along with my decision, asking only that I check in often, so they would know I was safe. I agreed.

      The time spent prepping was fun. I read a couple of books on hitchhiking, bought an old backpack at a pawnshop, and used the suggestions from one book to plan what I needed to take with me. Come early July, I was ready. I stayed home until after the 4th.

      The following weekend, I packed everything up, worked out a potential route, then walked out the door. My brother, Dan, took me to the Woodburn Mall, south of the city. I thought this would be a good starting point.

      I stood on the ramp of I-5, thumb out. Here goes…

      Cars went by for a good hour before my first ride stopped.

      “Hey there, sweetcakes. Where you headed?” So much for the disguise!

      The driver was an older man who had just finished shopping. Well, here goes nothing. “Venice Beach,” I told him, opening the back door, dropping my backpack in, getting in the front seat.

      “I’ll get you as far as Jacksonville, downstate. From there, you can take Highway 199 down to the Coast Highway. Probably better hitchhiking potential there than on the Interstate. Too much chance of the cops there.”

      “Thanks,” I said, throwing my pack in the back, getting in the front seat. This wasn’t so bad. I can do this!
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      The one surprise of hitchhiking for me was how many questions the drivers would ask. Questions like: How did it come about that a young woman was hitching by herself? Where was I from? How old was I? Why not in school? They went on and on. Every new ride brought almost the same questions.

      After the first 3 or 4, I developed ‘hitchhiker answers,’ and would often give this pitch as soon as I could squeeze it into the conversation. That way, those pesky questions would be out of the way.

      “I’m from Portland, grew up in Beaverton, 22-years-old, work jobs when I need to, like to explore. Only spent a couple of years in college before I figured out it was not for me; I have taken hitchhiking trips every summer just to see what’s out there. My mom and dad are still married; neither beat nor abused me. I am still single and have no kids. Did I cover everything?”

      The drivers would act surprised that I would divulge so much information at once. Yet, they all wanted to know.

      From Jacksonville, I got a farmer to take me all the way to Crescent City, then headed south on the 101. I lost count of the number of rides as four days went by. Most were older men just looking for company. One was a couple who picked me up to act as a buffer. The emotions were thick during the drive, yet it did not matter that I was there. They fought anyway. I got out at the next opportunity.

      I stayed a day in San Francisco, down on Fisherman’s Wharf, eating some chowder and people watching. After that, it was straight down to LA. This time on State Highway 1. Big Sur was a wonderful place to ride through. Unfortunately, the rides didn’t allow me to stop. I marveled at the beauty of Hearst Castle, stopped for two days in Santa Barbara, and then took rides south into LA. It took me seven days to get from Portland to Venice Beach. Not too bad.

      Venice Beach was an amazing place, unlike anything I had ever seen. The weird patchwork of canals, the huge promenade, and all the variety of people left me stunned as I walked around. It seemed like every performer, fortune-teller and vendor in California was at the beach. I spent my first several hours just people-watching.

      As the sun fell on the ocean to the west, I saw how the character of the crowds changed, and I suddenly noticed my lack of a place to stay. Several hotels were already full. I ended up at the Venice Beach Hotel. It was kind of dumpy, but they had a room at a reasonably cheap rate. With my length of stay still up in the air, I needed something cheap enough so I could last a couple of weeks.

      After I dropped my pack, I went back out onto the street. It was like I had gone to a different location, transformed almost beyond recognition. Instead of the families and beach activities, the area had become filled with homeless people, drug addicts and dealers on open display. This was a side of humanity to which I had little exposure. As I walked up the street, I noticed the hotels that lined the boardwalk seemed more crack dens than places to stay.

      Still, the Beach had a certain charm. There were lots of alternative lifestyles that people were comfortable living. Artists lined the beach, offering everything from Mexican sugar skulls to henna tattoos and beach souvenirs.

      There were several bars nearby, so I dropped into one, asking for a beer. A new pretty face attracted guys like kittens to a new ball of twine, and soon, a circle of guys formed around me. I suddenly felt very exposed in this place.

      The guys were buying drinks and inviting me to dance. I never felt threatened by anyone. It was only the sheer volume of attention that was getting to me. The crowd gradually backed me up to the bar. I soon felt trapped inside the circle of bodies.

      Suddenly, the circle parted, and a new player seemed to take control. “Let’s go dance, get away from this zoo.” Grabbing my hand, this new player yanked me to the dance floor. “I’m Billie. What did you do to gather the moths?”

      “Nothing,” I said. “Just walked into the bar.”

      “They saw something in you. New in town, right?”

      “How did you know?”

      “It’s written all over you. The wide-eyed stares, the inability to handle the crowds. Where are you from?”

      “Portland,” I said. “Just got into town.”

      “We could tell,” he chuckled. “I don’t really want to dance. Let’s go sit on the boardwalk, watch some people.”

      “What should I do with my drink?”

      “Give it to me.” He tucked it under his thin jacket, and we walked out together. Just down from the bar was a park bench where he sat, patting the seat next to him for me to join.

      I sat down. As he handed the drink back, I looked at him for the first time. Billie was tall, had dark, dirty hair that hung almost to his shoulders and brown eyes that offset his light brown skin. It amazed me how thin he was… bone thin. His face, while handsome, was gaunt, with hollow cheeks and dark rings under his eyes. But the sparkle in those eyes was attracting my attention.

      “What brings you to California?” he asked, putting his arm on the bench above my shoulders.

      “Just wanted to get away, see what was down here. My family didn’t come to California when I was growing up. Thought I would give it a look.”

      “Well, you came to the right place.” He pulled out a joint, lit it. I knew marijuana was legal in California, though shocked he would display consumption so openly. He took a big pull, handing it to me. I took it in my hand, taking a puff myself. I tried marijuana in Portland. It was legal there too, but I was far from a regular user. I took the smoke into my lungs. The taste was unfamiliar, almost sweet. The impact was amazingly fast. Powerful, even, as I handed it back. He took another draw, then I took my second puff, deeper this time.

      The relaxed, euphoric warmth was now suffusing my body. I looked at Billie and felt my heart beating harder, scooting closer to him on the bench. He dropped his arm off the back, onto my shoulder, pulling me even closer. We shared the joint for several more puffs.

      I could not believe what was happening, wondering if there was something extra in the dope. Whatever it was, it was working. I was hornier than I could ever remember. Placing my hand on Billie’s leg, mid-thigh, I stroked him softly. “What’s in that weed? Potent stuff.”

      “Nothing not already there. Good old-fashioned sativa.”

      “Sativa?”

      “Yep. There are two popular strains of weed, indica and sativa. Indica gives more of a body high, very mellowing. Good for watching TV and listening to music. Sativa, though… much better for sex. The high is mainly in your head. You feel every stroke, every touch. It’s fantastic! There are some good hybrids out there, but I have always preferred sativa, especially with a pretty girl.”

      I completely ignored the girl comment. “So, you were planning on sex tonight… confident, were you?” I giggled.

      “Was I wrong?” He looked down at me. I felt like his eyes were drilling into my very soul. Such a powerful sensation. His hand came up to my chin, lifting it up. His lips touched mine. My heart was pounding now as I felt the pull of his kiss. He gripped my head firmly, pressing into me, finally releasing me when I pushed back on him.

      “I am really feeling the weed,” I said. “Touching you gives me a feeling… like my fingers are tingling…” I giggled again, rubbing my hand up and down his leg. “So strong.”

      “Let’s go see what comes up,” he laughed back, pulling my hand up to his hard shaft poking through his shorts. “This needs some servicing.”

      We got up to walk. “And what kind of servicing do you have in mind?” I asked, my giggling now nearly out of control. I buried my head in his chest, feeling the warmth of his skin through the thin shirt.

      “Oh, I think we can figure it out.”

      “Where are we going?” I asked.

      “Aren’t you on the beach?”

      “Venice Beach Hotel.”

      “Very close. We can go there. I’m ready.”
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