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      I dedicate this book to the Baby Boomers, my generation. Tuned in to our inner vision we thought we could change the world…and so we did
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      At Woodstock, Cash climbed onto Keith’s motorcycle and stayed with him ever after. Fifty-something years later, she’s wondering… did she get on the wrong bike?

      Now retired, Keith basks in a couch-potato lifestyle, streaming The Orville and Star Trek episodes all day.

      With their marriage unraveling amid apathy and boredom, Cash and Keith turn to counseling to give love a second chance. The therapist uses an unorthodox method — a time-traveling Volkswagen van, to cast them back to those four days of Eden in ’69, where they first met.

      Will the freedom and self-discovery of Woodstock lure Keith or Cash to seek a new romance? Or can grooving to Déjà vu and love…. lead them back to the harmony they once shared?
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      “Not off an ad on Facebook that says first visit free.” Cash folded her arms across her chest.

      “You wanted a marriage counselor. This is the one I found.” Keith knocked on the office door again.

      It opened to reveal a tall woman, cloaked with a cascade of golden curls rippling past her thighs.

      Cash stared at her chest. She couldn’t help it. The woman wore a shear white gown that fully exposed one bare breast. At least the rest of her was covered. But still…the dress was see-through. And you could see everything.

      Keith’s eyes were round and wide and he gazed at the woman with his mouth hanging open.  Cash combed her fingers through her short, blonde-streaked white hair as she glanced at the man next to her and wondered why she‘d ever married him.

      “Hello, I’m Venus, goddess of--” the woman paused and cleared her throat. “So sorry, got a bit confused there for a moment. I’m Venus, doctor of love. You must be the Dorseys.”

      Keith eagerly shook the doctor’s hand.

      Cash shook her head. “There’s been some mistake. My husband thought this, I mean thought you, were a marriage counselor.”

      “I council people in the art of love.”

      “I don’t think this is the type of counseling we had in mind.”

      “I’d be open to it,” Keith chimed in.

      Cash stepped on his foot in an effort to shut him up. “We need to leave.”

      Keith yet out a yelp and jerked his head toward Cash.

      “You just got here, Penny.” Venus smirked.

      She jerked her head toward the half-dressed woman. ”I haven’t been called that in almost fifty years.”

      “It was forty-seven years ago that you met Keith, was it not?”

      “How did you know that?” She turned to Keith, “Did you tell her my name was Penney?”

      “No.” Keith shook his bald head. “Maybe the insurance?”

      “Oh, I know many things,” Venus said. “Penny is your name, but Keith called you Cash and you went with it.”

      “Yes, it fit me better. I liked it.” Cash turned to Keith and smiled as she recalled that moment in time.

      “I told her when we met she was worth more than a penny. She’s priceless, so I started calling her Cash.”

      “And that was at the Woodstock art and music festival in 1969? When you first met?” Venus’s eyebrows arched.

      Cash had to admit she was the most beautiful woman she’d ever seen. Just perfect. Her breasts were extraordinary also, even though she seemed at least middle-age.

      Keith flashed a sheepish grin as if recalling a fond memory. “She walked down the street, her long, blonde hair waving in the breeze, and she asked if I’d give her a ride in to the festival. She jumped on my motorcycle, wrapped her arms around my waist and we’ve been together ever since.”

      Venus smiled at him and nodded slowly. Then she cocked her head and glanced at Cash. “And why are you here today, seeking help with love?”

      “Because I think that forty-seven years ago, I got on the wrong motorcycle.” The moment those words flew out of her mouth, she wished she hadn’t said it. She didn’t mean that. Everything about her husband irritated her lately. Still, she loved him. She always had.

      ”I see.” Venus paused as she rubbed her lips together and made a smacking sound. “There’s one way to find out. Come in.” She opened the door and Keith stepped inside.

      Venus led him down a hall and into a modern office where everything, including the shag carpet, was white. The wall behind her desk was painted in a Greek fresco style. The lady in the mural looked just like her.

      Cash followed, dragging her feet. She stepped into the office. She and Keith sat beside each other in front of the doctor’s marble topped desk.

      “That’s an interesting dress.” Why would anyone walk around with one breast exposed, especially on the job and as a therapist, she though. Keith could really pick them.

      “Oh, this old thing.” Venus winked at her. She sat down at her desk. “It’s all part of the,” she paused again, “therapy.”

      “I didn’t think we needed marriage counseling. That was Cash’s idea. But now that we’re here, maybe it wouldn’t hurt,” Keith said.

      “No offense, Dr. Venus, but I’m thinking maybe it’s not such a great idea.” Cash scratched her head. This was all about Keith and the way he’d changed. “Doctor Venus, to fill you in, we did meet at Woodstock. We were so young and we swore we’d change the world. And Keith did. He developed a type of green marketing, a new way of doing business for a new century.” She shrugged. “Then he retired and he does nothing… except lie on the couch and stream The Orville reruns all day.”

      “I like The Orville,” Keith said, defending himself. “But Cash, it wasn’t just me. You changed the world too. You lifted millions of people’s spirits, and beautified the world with your art.”

      “Oh, thank you, babe.” She turned from Keith to Venus. “It was a simple type of art. Not great or anything, but I was lucky. Very lucky with it.”

      “Don’t be modest, hon.” Keith turned his attention to the doctor. “She painted sun catchers. Little paintings you hang up to a window to let the light shine through.” He gestured with his hands as he spoke, subconsciously showing her the size of the paintings. “At first she sold them at craft fairs but they were so popular she started selling them wholesale to a shop in the mall.” He turned to Cash and smiled with pride. “Then she had to rent a warehouse and hire other artists. She trained them to paint the sun catchers the same way she did. She’s sold millions of them. She’s made more money than me.” His brow furrowed. “But she doesn’t paint anymore. She hasn’t for a few years.”

      “I was lucky in part, and I had a husband who gave me good marketing tips. But—“ Cash let out a chortle. “My younger self would say I went commercial. Sold out.”

      The doctor rose from her desk and waked over to where Cash sat. “Your younger self, you say. That’s interesting. I think that may be the solution. You and Keith do love each other, it’s just that you need to reconnect to your younger selves.”

      Cash noticed the woman was stunning and her movements, her walk alone, were incredibly graceful. But she seemed like a real dimwit. A doctor who walked around with one breast bare. At the very least, she must be freezing in the air-conditioned office…half naked like that.

      “That makes no sense to me.” Cash flung her arms out as she talked. “Like I said, this is not what we had in mind. Keith just needs to get interested in life again. In me again.”

      “I am interested in you.” He leaned toward his wife. “I’ve always been interested in you.”

      “We haven’t had sex in more than six months,” she snapped back.

      Venus slid her hand to her hip and gazed deep into Cash’s eyes. “I can give you the answer to your question.” Her voice held a no-nonsense tone.

      Cash took a deep breath and tried to calm down. She hadn’t meant to lose her temper. That really wasn’t like her. “What? About getting on the wrong bike? I didn’t mean that. We’ve been together a long time. It’s just not working right now.”

      “No, you did mean it. And until you have the answer, things are not going to work between you and Keith. But I can take care of that.” Venus opened her office door. “Follow me.”

      Keith jumped up from his seat and walked at the doctor’s heels. Cash trudged behind him down the hall where Venus held the front door open. They all stepped outside.

      “Oh, are you asking us to leave?” Cash felt relieved. She had a strong urge to get out of there as fast as she could. “That’s a good idea. No offense, but you really aren’t what I had in mind for a marriage counselor.”

      “I get that a lot.” Venus smiled and walked over to an old orange and white Volkswagen van.

      “Wow, I haven’t see one of these in years.” Keith walked around the old, scratched up, rusted van… admiring it.

      “I didn’t see that when we parked.” Cash walked over to the orange and white van with the big chrome V.

      “It’s not a motorcycle, but for our purposes, it will do.” Venus gracefully tilted her head toward the driver’s door and looked at Keith. “Get in. Try it out.”

      He turned to Cash. “Shall we?”

      “Why not?” she said.

      Keith stepped up to the passenger side and opened the door for Cash.

      She climbed into the van and sat down. “What does this have to do with marriage counseling?”

      Keith moved to the driver’s side, climbed in and shut the van door.

      Venus tilted her chin in the air and gazed at Cash. “This is the means to discover the answer to your pressing question.”

      “A Volkswagen van?” Cash rubbed her forehead.

      “You know, I bet this is one of those role playing exercises.” Keith smiled brightly, as if he was excited to see what would happen next.

      “What are we role--” Cash had to stop mid-sentence. The van was shaking. She looked at Keith. “Did you start the engine?”

      “No, the key’s in the ignition, but I didn’t touch it.” Keith began clicking buttons and turning things here and there. “Do you think it’s like a massage chair? You know, part of the therapy.”

      “No. The whole van is vibrating. This is no massage.” Cash looked out the van window. “And that woman, Venus, is gone. She vanished just like that.” She tried to open the door but it wouldn’t budge. “It’s jammed.”

      Keith pushed against his door with all his might. “Mine too. We can’t get out.”

      “Where is the doctor?” Cash let out a long sigh. “I told you we shouldn’t go to a marriage counselor who runs discount ads on Facebook. I think she thinks she’s really Goddess Venus.”

      “Don’t be ridiculous – the ad said fun. I was wondering how marriage counseling could be fun – well, that’s the fun part –she dressed up like a goddess. It’s a gimmick.” He pushed his full weight against the door once more, but it still didn’t budge.

      “You should have just called the insurance and used one of the therapists from the covered providers list,” Cash said.

      The van shook harder, violently. “What’s going on?” He raised his eyebrows longer than usual. “I knew something was up when the woman opened the door and an entire boob stuck out of her dress. That was a clue she couldn’t be real. I think this is all just a dream. “

      “Some type of nightmare.” Cash nodded.

      “Well, I wouldn’t call it a nightmare.”

      “Yeah, right. You used to like my breasts.”

      “I love your breasts. You don’t let me play with them anymore. You're never in the mood.” He held up his fingers like quotation marks.

      “We’ve both changed. We’re not the same people we were forty-seven years ago.”

      “I’ll say. It’s been a year since we even had sex,” Keith said.

      “Six months. But that’s because you’re not interested anymore.”

      “I don’t think so. And what was that about getting on the wrong motorcycle? That hurt.”

      “I didn
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