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Preface






Some of my readers have asked for more
adult material, so I figured I would do a couple adult books while
another book in the Castaway Island saga simmers in my head. I
think there's at least one more, perhaps two in the series, but
we'll do a couple of the adult types to honor requests.

This one and "Things to Come" just
kind of happened. The other one is an exaggerated story of a time
between high school and leaving to go into the Navy.

This particular story has no real
basis in reality other than at one point in life I did grow
marijuana, very well thank you. Had I been a little more on top of
things (read that as "not stoned all the time"), I would have
applied for patents on the systems I developed back in the early
70's. Had I been smart enough to do that, I'd be raking in license
royalties for all kinds of commercial systems that are being sold
today.

In those days, it was pretty simple,
but these days it's a very complex operation. We also didn't have
the variety of seeds growers have today ... It was pretty much the
bunk Colombian seeds that were so prevalent in the bunk Colombian
marijuana of the day. Hey, it's what was available at the time ...
but the purple indicas were on the way.

I still do tie-dye the old fashioned
way ... I tie it, so the sections on tie-dye and screen printing
are from my own background as well, it's just that none of the
surrounding story is real. Would be nice if it was, but it is what
it is.

I hope that I've provided
some level of interest in both tie-dye art and silkscreen artistry.
Neither is as easy as it may seem and both are a hell of a lot of
work to do it right. So much of the tie-dye today is painted on to
get it into the patterns the creator wants, but it is hardly
tie-dye. Most of it is beautiful work, but it is
NOT tie-dye. Folding
garments to create repeatable patterns is an extremely time
consuming art, then one must remember what pattern is folded so the
dye is applied in the proper order ... like yellow dye next to blue
dye gives you a green line you need to be aware of and plan for.
Things like that.

I also hope I've stimulated some to
investigate cannabis ... it's a whole lot different today than it
was in the 60's.

The only thing I really didn't cover
in the silkscreen part was the application of the emulsion to the
screens. I touched on it briefly, but there are many tutorials on
how to do it, but it takes a lot of practice to get it right. Many
artists buy screens with the emulsion already applied to save them
the time and energy it takes. Like most of the pre-work, it has to
be done in the dark, or under yellow light.

Other than the artistry, growing weed,
and the contracts gig, everything here is pure fantasy.

For my readers, I hope the two new
books meet your requests.
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Prologue






Life had taken an interesting turn,
but for my daughter and me, it was to be a good turn of events.
Tanya was far better off working with Liz than trying to keep her
mother at bay, and I was a whole lot better off being rid of the
stress.

Over the years, Tanya grew into a
beautiful young woman, but she also brought a few of her friends
around and watching them all grow was an interesting experience.
All four of the friends are absolutely gorgeous as well as
adventurous, so I was continually shaking my head and laughing at
their teen antics. That said, they were good kids and never caused
a day of grief ... at least not for me.

Tanya and I were living on a huge
property near the base of the Santa Cruz Mountains just north of
Santa Cruz proper. From where we were, we could see the Pacific and
hear it crashing onto the rocks at the coast below, but we were
only at about four hundred feet elevation.

Two of Tanya's lifelong friends,
Brandi and Savannah, practically lived with us most of the time,
but it was no big deal because we had a huge house that came with
the real estate. Each had her own room when they stayed, which was
most of the time, even in their younger teens. I often wondered
about their parents and though I knew all of them, it was none of
my business unless I saw any signs of abuse. If they brought up any
issues, we would talk about it, but it was up to them to broach the
subject.

I never saw any signs of mistreatment
and the subject never came up, so the girls just hung out, I would
say, until they were in their late teens, they'd stay three or four
nights a week, but now that they're adult teens or early twenties,
the house is like a no rent boarding house. It only made sense
since their business was centered here and they had started it when
they were sixteen.

I didn't mind that they were around
and they always contributed to the food budget though the subject
was never brought up. We were all excellent cooks, but I have to
admit, pizza or Chinese takeout/delivery is a staple because
generally, we were all too busy to cook.

I had a cottage to call my office and
the girls had a few barns to call their office. We had some
livestock, chickens, and for a short time, a few horses. I say for
a short time, because interest in the horses waned when they began
their growing enterprise, so to be fair, they were sold to a person
who would work and ride them regularly. The three youngsters would
visit that ranch around once a month just to say hello to the
horses.

Horses have unique personalities and
all five of the ladies reveled in the individual character of each.
After a few years, the visits tapered off because the horses bonded
to their new owners and the girls didn't want to interfere with
that by introducing a confusion factor. They're incredibly smart
but easily confused and spooked.

I'll talk about all of the
girls as the story goes on, but one, Malorie, had been born with an
interesting genetic anomaly called heterochromia iridum. She had two
different colored eyes, one almost a gold color, and one that was a
very light blue. She said she could somewhat control the colors
when she wanted and they definitely changed colors with what she
was wearing. A popular example would be model, Sarah
McDaniel.

Malorie and friend Katrina owned a
high-end boutique in town that catered to the surf and tourist
crowd and they were doing quite well. They had a crazy wide
selection, which included the Hippie and Surfer contingent along
with the usual tourist draw. A bit later, they will teach me to do
some of the artistic work they do on an almost daily basis. I love
painting and worked on the Bob Ross wet on wet process, but I
haven't had much opportunity to exercise my artistic side lately
because my time is spent analyzing government contracts and working
on some OMB investigations.

I was very well paid for the work as
it is somewhat tedious, but well worth the effort when my efforts
take down powerful politicians who have been using the system to
steal from the taxpayers. I am non-partisan because I look at all
of them as crooks. I do have to say that over the years, one side
of the isle is a whole lot more complicit in the thievery
department than the other, but I don't deal with party lines, only
data. I go where the data leads and report it objectively, which is
why I get the work I get. The OMB knows I won't be coloring any of
my reports with a partisan slant. The data is what it is. I just
submit it and let the legal beagles figure out what needs to be
done next. Sure, I put in my recommendations, but they're nothing
more than that, recommendations.

Having two of Tanya's friends around
all the time was a great pleasure, especially as they grew into
adulthood. It is so nice to be able to banter in an adult way and
have the other people actually participate. Tanya always
participated, if for no other reason than self-defense. We have
always had a very close relationship and both of us are pranksters,
so I always had to be on my toes because what goes around comes
around and Tanya didn't have any problem dishing it out, but she
could take it too.

When Brandi and Savannah were around
it was triple trouble and now, being adults, much more
so.

I certainly didn't mind the ladies
being around most of the time. They roamed around in their scanty
lingerie and I'm sure some of it was at the behest of Tanya playing
mind games with dad.

Like I was going to complain? Not on a
bet.

When Malorie and Katrina were added to
the mix, things got even more interesting, so life was good here at
the house. I certainly hadn't envisioned this kind of future, even
in my wildest fantasies.

Well, I guess I should start at the
beginning...








Chapter 1 - Let the Party Begin






Friday nights were always welcome
around our house. My daughter, Tanya, and I have been alone for the
better part of ten years since my ex-wife decided to disappear.
Yvette had just walked out ... no note and no indications of
anything going on, but Tanya had come home from school and found
that all of her mother's things were gone.

She called me in a panic, "Daddy, all
of momma's stuff is gone."

I asked her, "What do you mean gone,
sweetie."

"Well, I walked into the house and
that stuff she always wanted and kept it out was not there, so I
went upstairs to your bedroom and her side of the closet is
completely empty. All of her clothes are gone and her dresser
drawers are empty, too. Daddy, I'm scared."

"Okay, honey, I'm going to leave work
right now and I'll be there in a little while. Just lock the house
and relax ... we'll check things out as soon as I get
home."

Well, it turns out she was right.
Everything that belonged to Yvette was gone, and I mean everything,
down to the last bobby pin in the bathroom. I was stunned, but my
first thought was Tanya and how she was going to react long term.
As difficult as it might have seemed at the time, I could easily
deal with the issue at a different level. I guess my mind went to
what and why now.

In reality, it was a blessing in
disguise when I get it boiled down to the bottom line. Yvette was a
shrew of the highest order. She was a total control freak that
couldn't deal with the fact I would not be controlled and I would
not allow her to control Tanya either. It's actually surprising
that she didn't leave a lot sooner, but that said, there was no
indication that she planned to disappear completely.

Her perverted sense of faith was so
obsessive that I had to put my foot down when she tried to bring
Tanya into her fold. It was a cult, plain and simple, and I would
not allow her to brainwash our daughter into her lunacy.

I'm sure that's where she went,
however to this day, I have no idea where Yvette might have gone,
but quite honestly, I really don't give a shit where she went.
Tanya was my first concern and only thought. Helping her deal with
it was priority number one, though I have to say she didn't trust
her mother any further than she could throw a piano, but she was
still "mom". There were just too many times that Yvette had lied
and cheated on Tanya for her to have any level of trust. We all
know that once broken, trust is nigh impossible to restore and even
then, would never be the same.

"What are we going to do, daddy?"
Tanya asked in tears. "Why would momma just leave?"

"I don't know, honey. We'll just have
to try to figure things out. I'll report her as a missing person,
but I have to wait until tomorrow because she won't be officially
missing for twenty-four hours, but I will call now to let the
police know something is up."

"I'm sorry, daddy, but I hope she
never comes back."

I looked at her with some surprise and
asked, "You wouldn't want her to come back, sweetie?"

Shaking her head, Tanya replied
adamantly, "No. Momma hated us because we wouldn't believe in the
crap she was always trying to push on us. I won't miss that at
all."

Nodding with a wry smile, I said, "I
know what you're saying, sweetheart. Well, we'll just deal with
things. When I report her as missing, I'll tell the police we
really don't want her to come back, but should probably know where
she is, if for no other reason than to keep tabs on her
insanity."






-----






I had no inkling or warning of this
disappearing act, but I needed to make sure that Tanya was taken
care of, so after making initial contact with the authorities, I
called a close friend. She had been a nanny to Tanya at times when
both of us needed to be out of town for a few days.

As is usual for Liz, she answered the
phone cheerfully, "Hi, Josh, how are you?"

"I'm not sure, Elizabeth, I need to
talk with you, but I think you should come over here."

I guess she could hear something in my
voice because she asked, "Josh, what's going on?"

"That's what I'm not sure of, Liz. We
can talk about it while you're here."

"Is Tanya alright?" she worriedly
asked.

"Tanya is fine, but she may need some
moral support."

"Okay, I'll be right over," she said
hanging up the call.

She was only a few blocks away, so she
wouldn't take a long time to get here, but I needed to collect my
thoughts and come to grips with what I was seeing. Yvette didn't
seem any more whacked out than usual when I left for work that
morning, so there was zero indication of her planned
disappearance.

Secretly, I hoped she had managed to
take everything because I didn't want anything left here that would
be a reminder to either Tanya or me. It may be a good time to sell
this place and get a house more in the country. I could certainly
afford it and it would give me a perfect excuse to work from home.
The office was an expense I really didn't need, but kept it because
I didn't want to be around the house with Yvette all the time. With
her gone, that requirement was no longer valid.

Tanya and I sat on the couch waiting
for Elizabeth to arrive. She was holding on to me tightly because
even though she and her mother did not get along, this was a
traumatic change for a nine, almost ten year old. I knew we would
both quickly recover from it, but needed to make sure she had some
kind of grounding and I was sure Elizabeth would be perfect for the
task.

There was an insistent knock at the
front door, but before I could yell, "Come in", Elizabeth was
already through the door and half way to us on the couch. She
stopped suddenly and looking around she could tell immediately that
Yvette's stuff wasn't there in its usual cluttering
manner.

"Yvette is gone?" she asked
squarely.

Nodding, I said, "Apparently so. None
of her shit is here. Tanya found it this way when she came home
from school."

Looking at Tanya with concern, Liz
asked, "How are you doing, honey?"

"I'm okay, Elizabeth," she said with a
tired smile. "I don't think I will miss her and I hope she doesn't
ever come back."

Looking at me, Liz asked, "She just up
and left? Any notes or reason?"

I shook my head, "Not that I've found,
but honestly, I haven't done much of a search because I've been
more concerned about Tanya than anything Yvette might have said in
a note."

Laughing, she noted, "You really don't
care do you?"

"Not really. This could actually be a
huge blessing for both of us."

Nodding, Liz said, "She's probably run
off with that whacko bunch she's been hanging around for the past
few years. Mark my word, the next thing you'll hear will be in the
newspapers about how the whole bunch of them killed themselves for
some absurd reason. That whole bunch of people are truly fucked up
in the head, Josh. That leader of theirs makes Jim Jones look like
a saint."

Tanya laughed, and observed, "Just
stay away from the Kool-Aid."

I looked at my nine-year-old with
surprise and asked, "How do you know about that?"

"Well, momma was so screwed up I
looked up cults on the internet and read about "The Peoples Temple"
and what happened at Jonestown. This world is full of whacked out
people, like the creationists, professing to be the chosen of some
so-called church or higher order. They're all a few bricks short of
a load."

For a nine-year old, she seemed to
have an awful lot on the ball. I would have to credit Elizabeth
with all of that. Liz had always been a great influence on the
young girl. There was no grass growing under Tanya's
feet.

Liz looked at me with a smile and
said, "She doesn't miss much and is good with details."

"Apparently so," I noted with a
grin.






-----






All of that was a little over ten
years ago and we have never heard a word from or about Yvette. We
still have no clue where she went or with whom, but honestly,
neither of us really cares. It has been a very peaceful ten years
since the divorce.

I have a feeling that the authorities
found her somewhere, but because we stated uncategorically, we
didn't want her to come back or even know where she was, they
haven't told us. We'd told them about the cult and they undoubtedly
knew where to find that bunch, so it wouldn't surprise me if they
knew exactly where she was. If they hadn't found her, I would have
expected some kind of foul play investigation, but it was all
quietly dropped ... case closed.

We did buy a place in the country to
set up the office and homestead. We found an extremely large log
house, which served as our main house and there were a few
additional large outbuildings as well. There were three large
barns, where we kept our livestock and chickens while we had them,
a few smaller sheds, a cottage close to the main house where I set
up my office, and another good sized three bedroom house down the
hill a ways. We got all of that plus three hundred and seventy five
acres of prime coastal property, which included a lot of old growth
coastal forest. On a clear day, you could see the Pacific off in
the distance, but you could almost always hear it, especially when
the winds were onshore. Generally, that would not only bring the
sound of the crashing waves, but it would also bring in the fog ...
nature's coastal air conditioner.

I know the developer that came in a
few weeks after my offer was accepted was pretty pissed off because
he was looking at a few hundred million in profit for developing
the place. He tried to offer me a pretty sum to withdraw my offer,
but I blew him off and told him I would be preserving the land just
as it was instead of destroying more pristine forest. When he upped
his offer, I laughed at him, and said it wasn't about money. At
that point, it was about principle and greed. I didn't need his
money.

He tried a couple legal maneuvers like
rezoning, but the county blew him off like so many fleas. He should
have known that in a zero growth county, he'd play hell even trying
to get a permit to build, much less a favorable zoning decision.
He's the kind who figures that because he has a shit-pile of money,
everyone will kiss his ass.

He found out differently and not only
was his ass not kissed, but it was eventually run out of the county
on a rail. Interestingly, he's never been back and many of his
other prospective projects were rejected by various jurisdictions.
I guess being a complete asshole doesn't wash, even if you have
money, and the last I heard he and a couple of politicians down
south were up on charges of bribery and fraud in some development
scheme. It couldn't have happened to a nicer guy.

However, back to the situation at hand
... because of her situation, Elizabeth eventually moved with us to
be close to Tanya. She continued to nanny her, and Tanya actually
referred to her as mom on many occasions.

Liz moved into the three bedroom house
down the hill from our main house and because of its location, had
total privacy from this place so it was a perfect situation for us.
When Tanya was about eleven, Liz began home schooling her because
the local schools were so far away and quite a bit behind where
Tanya was on her own learning curve. She did get her social fix by
going to school events. She had a few boyfriends along the way and
that was completely okay by me because I knew how picky she was.
She was a smart girl and knew her rights from wrongs.

Unlike many parents, I trusted Tanya
to have a good head on her shoulders, so when she came and asked me
if she could get birth control at fourteen, I didn't argue,
question, or judge. We made an appointment with the doctor and she
got what she needed.

Liz was also a great counselor for
her. I'm sure they had many girl talks, but Tanya didn't hesitate
to come to me with any issue. She was always open and honest and
there were many times I'd listen attentively then tell her she
should go talk to Liz because I couldn't give her a female's
viewpoint on the issue she was asking about. She never took that in
a negative way, but still never hesitated to ask either.

Now, at nineteen was my daughter still
a virgin? I doubt it, but it's none of my business. If that's
something she wants to discuss, she knows she can broach the
subject if she wants. I do know that she has continually renewed
her birth control, so from that I would guess she is actively
pursuing male companionship.

Liz and I developed a close loving
relationship as well. There wasn't a heavy romance in our love for
each other, but there was a deep caring. We slept together on many
occasions, neither of us interested in pursuing the opposite sex
for any romantic needs.

When she was around twelve, Tanya
asked if Liz and I were going to get married, and when she heard
the answer it brought a questioning look and she asked, "Why not?
You obviously have sex and care about each other."

"Honey, Elizabeth, and I love each
other very much, but it's not romantically. We enjoy each other's
company and we enjoy sex together, but just because we sleep
together doesn’t mean we need to get married. Well, at least in an
intelligent mind. Some non-thinking people out there would condemn
our activities, but we really don't give a damn about their
opinions. They need to get a life and mind their own
business.

Nodding, she said, "Yeah, that's for
sure. I just wondered because I love both of you and it seemed
strange that as much time as you spend together that you wouldn't
just do it all the time, but I understand. It's cool."

I smiled at her while she got up and
left the room. She was satisfied with the answer and essentially,
probably got the same or similar answer from Liz. I'm sure she
asked, but like other things in my daughter's life, it's none of my
business. I don't pry unless it's necessary and she always knows
it's not to find out what she's doing, but to express caring and
offer some wisdom if necessary.

I spend a lot of time in the cottage
doing my consulting work, so Tanya and her friends have the run of
the house most of the time. There are some times where I leave the
cottage and go right to Liz's place for the night giving Tanya and
her friends the house to themselves. I never had to worry about the
results because every time she had friends over like that, the
place was still immaculate when they departed.

That said, neither Tanya nor her
friends were shy about running around the place in their skimpy
clothes or lingerie. There were times I thought Tanya put them up
to it just to see what my reaction would be. I'm sure that on a few
occasions, I drooled noticeably over Brandi and Savannah, but
you'll meet them in a short while.

They were all college students, so
didn't have a little girl's view of the world any longer and
because of their upbringing, were all well aware of the male
interest in their assets. After all, like all humans, they were
sexual beings and as near as I could tell, not a one of them shied
away from her sexuality.

There were times I'd come
home from the cottage and just need to sit and chill for a few
hours. Watch some TV, have a good dinner, and just be mellow.
Sometimes dealing with clients can be "masivamente frustrante"
to a point I wanted to reach through the phone
and throttle them. Most of them eventually saw what I was saying
and those that didn't weren't clients much longer. I had more work
than I knew what to do with, so losing a few now and again wasn't a
real traumatic thing.

I was well known enough that if a
former client tried to badmouth me, others would set them straight.
If I dropped you as a client, it was because you were trying to do
something that wasn't sensible or legal and wouldn't listen to
reason. It was a nice rep to have because it kept the bills paid
and the investment accounts extremely robust and
growing.

I loved the government contracts
because the government pays very well. They demand a lot, but are
more than willing to compensate you for meeting those demands. It
wasn't all that difficult for me because I did everything to
government standards. A majority of my clients were government
agencies such as OMB, congressional committees, or government
contractors doing work for one or more of the various
departments.

One afternoon Tanya and a couple of
her friends, Brandi and Savannah, were hanging around the house
working on some class projects, so were occupied in the shop or the
kitchen doing whatever it was they were doing. I popped in to make
up some lunch to find the girls had already cooked something up
that they were more than willing to share.

"Hi, guys. Can I get around you so I
can make some lunch?" I asked when I entered the room.

"We made up some tacos, Mr. Jenkins,"
said Brandi with a smile. "You're welcome to share because there is
plenty."

"Brandi, please call me Josh. You're
not a little girl anymore so using my name is not a big
deal."

Blushing, she said, "Okay, but I might
not remember all the time. I've always called you Mr. Jenkins, so
that's what comes naturally."

"It's okay," I smiled, "You're an
adult now and should be treated as an adult."

"How many tortillas should we warm for
you, daddy," asked Tanya with a smile.

"I guess three would work," I
answered.

"How are you doing, Savannah?" I asked
the other young woman in the kitchen.

"I'm good, Josh," she said with a
grin. "We're just trying to bat out a couple class projects so we
can chill for the rest of the time. They're not due for another
month, but if we do them now, we don't have to worry about
them."

"That's a great way to think, Sav," I
said. "Most students leave things until the last minute and have to
rush through things, so don't do as good a job as they
can."

Nodding, Savannah said, "Yeah. If we
finish today, then we have a month to think about what we've done
and if we want to adjust it for any reason, we have the time. I've
always done things like that. I figure if I get them done right
away then I can screw off for the rest of the time while everyone
else stresses over getting it done."

Okay, okay, I'll get to descriptions
in a minute. They're all lookers and continually kept me on my
toes.

The three young ladies were madly
dashing around getting things set up to build tacos so I asked, "Is
there anything I can do to help?"

"Nope, we're just about ready to pig
out, Josh," Brandi said with a grin. "Grab one of the plates and
some tortillas and go to town."

That's exactly what I did and before
long, it was completely quiet in the kitchen while the four of us
chowed down on some excellent tacos. One thing Tanya does extremely
well is cook. I loved cooking and most of the time after her mother
left she would be in the kitchen assisting and learning. Sitting
around the table, I looked at all three of the beautiful young
women that surrounded me and I guess the lust that grew wasn't
telescoped to the three of them.

One was my daughter, so that was off
limits in my mind and probably in hers too. We loved each other
intensely, but not romantically. She got that perspective from my
relationship with Liz. On the other hand, the other two were fair
game as were the other girls Tanya brought home.

I was still a spry thirty-six and kept
myself in pretty good shape most of the time. There was a full gym
in the basement, so Tanya, Liz, and many of Tanya's friends used it
to work out, but it was usually empty when I was there at 4:30am.
I'm about six feet two inches, 225 lbs., with long light brown
hair, light blue eyes, and usually have at least a mustache going.
Sometimes I go with a well trimmed beard, which is where I am
today.

Most of Tanya's friends are fairly
tall with the exception of Malorie and Katrina. Tanya was a tall
girl at about Five foot ten inches, I have no idea what she weighed
and wouldn't think to ask, but she looked really good as did the
other two youngsters in front of me. Interestingly all of Tanya's
friends were small chested, which worked great for me because I
have always preferred members of the itty-bitty-titty-committee.
Malorie probably has the largest chest of all of them, but it was
still in what I would consider to be the non-Heffner
class.

Hef liked tits and it shows in his
work. There's nothing wrong with it and there are a whole lot of
men who have their minds in the same place ... they just don't get
the bunnies.

The issue I have a problem with is
that it gives young women a very skewed view of what they think men
find sexy. They think if they don't look like one of Hefs mutants
or the latest Barbie doll, no man will have them.
Bullshit!

It's changing but at a snail's pace.
That said, slow progress is still progress.

Like me, Tanya had light brown hair,
powder blue eyes, and a dynamite figure that I'm sure a lot of
fellows chased after. There were a few nights she didn't come home,
but always checked in. I never asked, but I'm sure they weren't all
with girlfriends. Again, none of my business unless there is some
obvious abuse going on, but I don’t expect that Tanya would put up
with any of that and you can be sure that she can and will
vigorously defend herself.

Brandi was another tall beauty. She
was near six feet tall and very self-conscious about it, especially
since she had what she would consider extremely small breasts, but
that's only because girls thought they had to have big tits to be
acceptable ... wrong! Her breasts were probably large
A's.

They weren't small in my mind. They
were as near perfect as boobs get.

Like Tanya, Brandi had a smile that
would light up a room ... well, all of them did. Her brown eyes
were always happy, as was her overall demeanor. Well, they were all
happy girls. Brandi had a gorgeous ass, like all of the
others.

Hmmmm. Ya think there may be a trend
going on here?

Savannah was another tall girl at
about 5'10" with long, straight dirty blond hair and had the look
of your stereotypical Southern California surfer girl. Her bright
blue eyes were always sparkling along with another smile that would
light up a dark room.

Savannah always laughs about her chest
saying, she is every surfers dream ... flat as a board. I told her
on numerous occasions not to sell herself short and that there were
a lot of men in the world just like me who prefer small chests
because breasts don’t make the woman. I always got a long, tight
hug with a tender kiss when I complimented her.

Sav had incredibly long legs, which
went all the way up to make a perfect ass of themselves. Savannah
was an amazing young woman and in the gym when she catches me, she
can keep up with my pace without even breathing hard. She is in
incredible physical condition, but she and Katrina make the short
trip down to the beaches and surf at every opportunity. Paddling a
surfboard through and around surf, will keep your conditioning up
to snuff.

Then there is Malorie.
Short, at about 5'6" with almost Goth black hair, and two different
colored eyes that slightly changed colors some depending on what
she wears. Malorie was born with heterochromia iridum, which are two
eyes with irises that are a different color. Mal's were a light
blue in the right eye and an almost gold in the left. Both changed
hues depending on the clothes she was wearing and I have to say
quite honestly, her eyes are stunning. There were times I couldn't
help but stare, which caused Malorie to giggle most of the
time.

As I noted earlier, she was the
chestiest of the four sporting a set of small C breasts, an ass to
die for, and of course, is another whose smile would light up a
dark room.

Katrina was the final member of the
gang of five. Tanya had other friends that would come over and stay
a while on occasion, but the gang of five was around a lot with
Brandi and Savannah practically living here all the time. Katrina
was around the 5'8" level with gorgeous long brown hair and green
eyes. You could get lost in Katrina's eyes, which always sparkled
to go with the great smile. She was another one with an ass to die
for and a smallish, probably B chest. She was also a surfer girl,
so she and Savannah spent a lot of time together at the beach when
they weren't consumed by work.

All four of the girls were always
smiling, seemingly very happy without a care in the world. I knew
better because they were all extremely astute businesswomen, but
they didn't let the day to day bullshit of running businesses get
them down. Of course there were ups and downs, but they always
exuded positive energy.

Oh, to be young and carefree
again.

It's a good way to start adulthood
because if you already have a chip on your shoulder, life can be a
painful experience. These five all rolled with the punches and if
things didn't work out as planned, they just regrouped and came up
with another plan.

One of the reasons that Malorie and
Katrina weren't around all the time is they had their own business
going in town. They ran a very high-end boutique that specialized
in surf or Hippie style clothing and accessories. Both were
extremely artistic and did paintings as well as ceramic castings of
surf related subjects. They were mainly consumed with tie-dye and
silkscreen, so the other crafts tended to go by the wayside most of
the time. Though extremely successful, like most small business
owners, they found that twenty-four hours in a day weren't nearly
enough.

Interestingly, they had both started
the business when they were sixteen with the help of parents and
friends. They obviously had a handle on the scene because they
flourished immediately and branched out into online sales for a
time. They had a staff working the store and mail order while they
concentrated on creativity. It gave them the opportunity to come up
and hang out with Tanya somewhat regularly, but nowhere near as
much as Brandi and Savannah.

As I've said, Brandi and Savannah
virtually lived here full time. It's not as if we didn't have
plenty of room for them and their business was here, so it would
figure they would spend a lot of time.

It was an interesting group and I
enjoyed my time hanging around with them because I wasn't treated
as one of the elders or as Tanya's dad. They just included me in
their shenanigans when I was available.

Besides some livestock and chickens on
the property, the girls had a monster garden going during the
spring and summer and had a farmer's market veggie stand down on
the main road when the crops were in. It wasn't only veggies they
grew, but all had cards, so they could legally grow the evil weed
as some still referred to it.

They preferred to grow outdoors
because indoors was such a hassle, but they did start their plants
indoors to transfer outside in spring. Being close to the ocean, we
had a near perfect climate to grow and as I'll talk about later,
their business flourished.

The ladies had contracts for their
plants with quite a few of the local dispensaries, so it was always
in demand. To be truthful, they couldn't grow enough, but they
decided they were going to stick with the state mandated licensed
number of plants per patient, so rarely ever grew more than about
thirty plants a season.

That said the plants they did grow
were more like trees. When it came to harvest time, they hired a
fellow who brought up some of the kids from the college to help
with trimming, hanging, and then curing all of the plants. Some of
their yields were in the eighteen to twenty pound range. Off one
plant ... that's crazy, but when a small plant is nearly
twenty-five feet tall with a similar diameter growing on a stump
that was six to ten inches or more, it was literally a cannabis
tree.

We'd had a few visits from the local
Sherriff's office to make sure that one, we were legal, and two,
that things were safe. Thieves abound in the world of cannabis, so
strong security measures were required. One big security measure
was that very few people knew the plants were even there. We had a
few hundred acres so they scattered the thirty plants all over the
place so it looked like natural growth. It was all planted far
enough from fences that it wasn't easily identifiable, so people
would have to seriously trespass to see what it really was. Our
fencing was pretty extensive and alarmed as well, so it wasn't easy
to penetrate or cross without being detected. If you were detected
coming on the property, it generally did not end well for you. It
usually consisted of a quick apprehension and with our good
relationship with law enforcement, trespassers were quickly carted
away to spend some time in the county hoosegow.

The local law enforcement people were
actually very cooperative helping us to maintain a low profile. The
feds were still assholes, but things were so scattered on the girls
grow that even from a helicopter they'd have to fly illegally to
find it. Don't ever think the feds give a damn about what is legal
to the FAA, flying any way they wanted, essentially daring the FAA
to do something about it.

In our local area, the FAA rep
actually took down the federal DEA operations due to "endangering
the public" with their illegal and unsafe low flying. When one DEA
pilot decided that their purpose was higher than any law, he found
out that the FAA meant business and he was sentenced to 10 years in
prison and a $100,000.00 fine. The case was used as an example for
other DEA operatives and there were no further issues with the FAA.
As you would expect however, there was always some overzealous
operative who decided that his self-righteous cause was somehow
morally defensible, but all found out differently.

I always felt that there should be a
year round open season on DEA, with no limit and a large bounty for
each, but somehow the state and local governments didn't see that
as a viable option.

Needless to say, harvest season was
always crazy around the place, but there was never any shortage of
smoking material either. Nobody partook of tobacco, but everyone
smoked the herb or the concentrates that were made from the herb. I
was a willing card carrying participant, so there was nothing I
could say except, keep it up.

Tanya never hit me up for college
money either. The business kept the tuition, books, and other
expenses taken care of. She'd have her degree and her advanced
degree, all paid for without any student debt. You can't beat it
with a stick.
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As I noted, most of the time, the
girls practically lived with us. They were around much of the time
and I guess that's partially what this story is all about. The
girls were not shy about running around in their skimpy clothes,
showing off their incredible bodies. There was a method to their
madness and Tanya would just observe and laugh. She knew what they
were up to and afforded them any assistance they needed, which
wasn't much.

There were many times where Tanya was
gone for a few days, but Brandi and/or Savannah were there. In
talking to the two of them, I knew Tanya had a couple of male
friends she spent a bunch of time with. At one point, I told her
that she should bring them home because this is where she lived,
she was an adult, so she should be able to have any kind of
relationship she wanted. I certainly wasn't going to be judgmental
about things.

She told me that the guys didn't feel
comfortable coming to the house and having sex with her while her
father was also there. She told them that I didn't care and that
some of her friends were actually here to keep me company, but it
didn't seem to matter, though after a while she did bring a couple
of them home. I think it may have been a little awkward for them,
at least until they saw me with Brandi or Savannah.

I wasn't an old geezer and was a lot
closer to their age than they probably imagined until they'd met
me. Shit, I was only seventeen when Tanya was born, so we were
practically in the same generation. I think most of the guys were
surprised that I was Tanya's dad. Sometimes the looks when they
were introduced were priceless.

They'd look at Tanya, then look at me,
then look back to Tanya. I'd just smile and let them ask Tanya
later. It would probably be interesting to be a fly on the wall
when they asked, but I was sure she'd tell them straight out. If my
daughter was anything, she was a straight shooter. If you asked a
question, she'd give you a truthful answer even if she knew it
wasn't what you wanted to hear, but by the same token, she wasn't
afraid to say, "I don't know."

On more than one occasion, Tanya would
bring one of her male friend's home and find me with either
Savannah or Brandi in the kitchen nearly unclad. On more rare
occasions, it could be Malorie or Katrina, but it was more than
likely going to be Savannah or Brandi. Tanya was usually the first
in the door and when she saw us, she'd immediately turn around and
lead the guest to another room until the two or three of us had
time to retreat and put on some presentable clothing.

All of us told her we didn't care if
she brought a guest in like that, but she said she didn't need the
shock factor most of the time. If it was one of her long time
relationships, it might be a different story, but if it was a
relatively new partner, she didn't want to give away the farm right
away.

She also knew that there was no
telling where sexual activities would be underway. In bedrooms,
living room, the dining area was a favorite, or maybe the kitchen,
or even the gym. Many times, it was instigated by the ladies when
they managed to finally track me down. My office was another
favorite spot to wiggle a naked ass at me, but there were times
when I had to switch on the red "on air" light to let them know
that there was a video conference underway and arriving sans
clothing probably wouldn't be a good thing.

I guess you would describe all of us
as free spirits that didn't really stand on ceremony with each
other. I'd known the girls since they were at the Junior High
School level, though by that time Tanya was being home schooled.
There were times I'd come down to the house and Liz would have all
five of them sitting around in a circle while she did her lesson
plan. I suppose we could have home schooled all of them, but it
probably would have brought some unwanted scrutiny from the bozos
at the state department of education. Heaven forbid a kid gets an
education.

I also know that I relieved both
Savannah and Katrina of their virginities, but both said it was the
most wonderful sexual experience they'd ever had. Well shit ladies,
it was your first, so of course it would be the best yet. Malorie
and Brandi were not very experienced when they came to me, so it
was all good. Did I ever envision or plan on having four beautiful
young women visiting my bedroom somewhat regularly?

Are you kidding me? Not on a
bet.

Actually, Tanya was the one who broke
the news to me that Sav was going to be staying the night on a
sleepover, which made me wonder, so I asked what the big deal was,
Sav and Brandi stayed over more than they went home. Tanya laughed
telling me that this time she was going to be in my bed. She and
Brandi would be in her room, but Savannah wanted me to be her
first. I did try to talk her out of it, but she was determined and
had actually informed me that Katrina wanted me to be her first as
well.

I guess being very permissive and nice
to them all of their lives, endeared them a little, but trust me,
that was not my intention. I just treated them as I would treat any
other human being. Even though they were kids, I always treated
them as adults and they rewarded me with adult behavior. When they
became adults, they moved into the adult games and were fully
participatory. I wasn't going to complain, but I did my best to
talk sense into all of them. After Savannah's experience, it was
pointless talk. The other three had received a full
report.

With everything going on, life on the
farm was certainly interesting, but truthfully, there really was
never a dull moment. With at least three young women working here
every day, joined by two others on occasion, I had my hands full,
but that's not all that was filled.

Each of the women was very different
in her own way, but all had the same goal in mind. Those
differences kept life very interesting indeed, but if I had to
write a screenplay for our lives, there is no way I would have ever
thought to write it the way it happened.

What really happened was truly unique
and I think we all reveled in that uniqueness, so it couldn't have
played out any better, even if it had been scripted.




Chapter 2 - Breaking in Savannah


It was obvious they'd been passing the
bong around the kitchen for a little while. All three of them were
totally wrecked and giggling like schoolgirls on the
playground.

When I came from the office and into
the house, it was apparent what was going on, but I didn't really
care. It was their job and I knew they all enjoyed it. As soon as I
came into the room, I was accosted by a smoky haze.

"Your hit, Josh," giggled Savannah,
handing me the bong they'd been passing around the room.

Looking at the implement, I could see
that the bowl held a fresh load, so taking the BIC lighter, I lit
the torch and took a very nice hit off the water pipe. I made my
way to a seat at the table and noted they had at least half a pound
of primo bud resting on the table in front of us.

"You don't plan on smoking all that
tonight, do you?" I asked with a grin.

"I guess we could try," giggled
Brandi, while Tanya laughed.

"I don't think we could do that,
daddy. It's too good and I think we'd pass out first."

"Well that's okay," I said. "Nobody
has ever overdosed on weed, so I guess you're safe."

All three began to laugh while Tanya
began to chop up the next sacrificial bud.

"We have to test our crop, Josh. We
wouldn't want to be passing bunk weed to the dispensaries. We have
to maintain our quality reputation, so this is what we refer to as
quality control and quality assurance," laughed Sav.

"Okay," I said, "what's on the menu
for eats this evening?"

Tanya looked at me saying, "We already
called Peter so he'll be bringing up some pizza in about an
hour."

"Oh, pizza again?" I chuckled. "When
in doubt, call Peter or maybe Mr. Tran."

They all laughed again, but nodded.
Pizza was a staple meal at the house. When all else failed or if
everyone was too wrecked to do any cooking, it was either pizza or
Chinese/Thai takeout. We also found a great Indian takeout as well,
and both the Chinese restaurant and the Indian establishment
delivered too ... our saving grace.

Don't get the wrong idea, we don't sit
around and smoke dope all the time. If it came out at all, it was
generally in the evening after the day had wound down and we just
wanted a mellow evening. Now that being said, it was generally an
Indica in the evening, but there were mornings where all three of
the girls hit on some of Sav's special Sativa then buzzed out to
get things done.

People think that cannabis is
cannabis. You smoke it, you get stoned, and go to sleep. No, no,
no! It doesn't work that way. There are certain genotypes that
growers breed for the medicinal market that have different
properties. Depression or being down all the time
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