
        
            
                
            
        

    
	From the moment Marsha Drinkhorn met John Weathers in 1968, it was not love at first sight. In fact, it was more of a fight or flight experience... but that quickly changed.

	 

	 

	Marsha Drinkhorn met John Weathers on the Gatlinburg Trolley during the turbulent 1960s. Amid music, peace, and love, they marry at Woodstock, but their love is tested by tensions of the times.

	Fifty years later, Marsha wonders what she and her ex-husband are doing trying to contain their combustion now. They must be losing their minds. Maybe their acid-dropping days and pot-filled nights really did blow their minds, because it sure looks like they are hooking up—again!

	John and Marsha may be separated, yet here they are fanning the flames of passion once more. If they couldn’t make their marriage work before, how can they make it work now? Should they let the fire between them burn or put it out once and for all?
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	To Larry who gave me my very own second chance to love, more happiness than I could have believed possible and healed three broken hearts in the process.
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Chapter One: Oh, What A Night

	 

	 

	Marsha

	 

	“Oh! My! God!” Marsha panted as she tried to gather herself after... after what? “Where am I?”

	John Weathers was breathing hard as well as he collapsed onto the pillow, looking utterly spent. He apparently managed just enough remaining energy to smile. “I think you’re coming back to earth.”

	Still breathing hard, Marsha asked, “What?”

	“Maybe you went into outer space with that last one,” John said, still trying to catch his breath, rubbing his hand across his chest. “Or that one sent you to the moon or beyond. Personally, I hit Jupiter.”

	Confused and somewhat dazed, Marsha again asked, “Where am I?”

	“Right here.” He tucked her head onto his chest, so it rested beneath his heart. “Safe in my arms. Where you belong.”

	Her heartbeat mirrored his. She shook him off, turned onto her back, and lay there wondering...”What day is it?”

	“I know we broke the sound barrier with that climax, but believe it or not...” he looked at the bedside clock. “Technically, it’s Memorial Day—since it’s two in the morning.”

	Marsha lay still, her breathing beginning to slow. “Where am I?”

	Now, it was John who sounded confused. “You’re in my bed. We just had heart-stopping sex. Sex of the century, I’d say.”

	“What day is it?”

	John raised himself on one elbow, resting his chin on his hand and peered closely at her. “We went to bed on Sunday night, but now it’s Monday. Two o’clock in the morning.”

	“What day is it?”

	Sitting up slowly and sliding closer to her, he said, “Monday. Memorial Day.”

	“Where am I?”

	John looked concerned. He got out of bed and handed her a glass of cold water. “Drink this.”

	She did. “What day is it?”

	“Marsha, are you all right?”

	She was confused, knowing she must look as bewildered as she felt. “I can’t think.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	John started to check Marsha for signs of a stroke. “Stick your tongue out.”

	She complied. It didn’t droop, nor did her eyes or mouth.

	He ran his hand through his salt-and-pepper hair.

	Marsha spoke in sentences—the same repeated sentences, but still, they were complete.

	“Raise your arms.” He knew his concern added a firmness to his voice, but he couldn’t help it.

	Her arms reached upward. She didn’t look quite right, not with it at all. John resisted the urge to tease her with Earth to Marsha, anybody home? To say that would be downright suicidal. Okay, it doesn’t look like she had a stroke but... Should I take her to the hospital? And tell them what? I broke my ex-wife when we climaxed? Geesh, how would that go over? Was the sex relevant? Was it a stroke, even though she only seemed to have memory loss? Hell, only has memory loss! What the hell am I thinking?

	Marsha sat up and looked down at herself. “Why am I naked?”

	John was getting seriously worried as she got up and began walking around the room, aimlessly picking up random articles like a box of tissues, a cufflink, a brush.

	She picked up a picture of his mother, Emma Jean. “Why is this here?”

	When Sunny’s fiancé suffered a head injury, John knew the doctors asked basic questions like what was the day, date, year. He tried again. “What day is it?”

	Marsha frowned. “I just asked you that!”

	That was more like it. John quickly backtracked. “Right. Okay. Who’s the president?”

	“The old fat guy. That Republican.”

	“If I say Donald what do you say?”

	“Trump.”

	Yes! He tried again, thinking their conversation could help her connect the dots. “Who’s the president?”

	“I am.”

	John laughed. Well, seems she still has that same old spunk in her. Still smiling, he prodded further. “Not the president of our relationship. Of the United States.”

	She looked at him perplexed. “I’m lost. Where are my clothes? Why aren’t I dressed?”

	John was sure now—something was wrong. Marsha had had enough time to recover from the sex, but she was most certainly not herself. Who could he call? He couldn’t call his oldest daughter, Skye, the mother of quadruplets who didn’t need any more to worry about and, for sure, needed her rest. He’d call Sunny and say as little as possible.

	He looked at the clock and groaned. It was nearly three a.m. Still, Sunny was his best bet. She was a little out there herself, and his wild-child could advise him due to her past experiences with Jesse, who’d had retrograde amnesia in the recent past. Reluctantly, he pressed his contacts and called her. A few seconds passed, and he feared the call would go to voicemail.

	“Hullo,” a groggy voice answered. “What’s up?”

	“It’s me. Uh, I think I broke your Mom.”

	Sunny’s voice perked up. “What? Uh, how did you do that?

	“We, uh, had really, uh, good sex...”

	“You and Mom? Really? Aww. Or did you finally have enough and send her to the moon like Ralph Kramden did in the old Honeymooners TV show?”

	John turned his back to Marsha, shielding his call for help, “She’s out of her mind.”

	“So? That’s nuthin’ new! You woke me up to tell me that? She’s been batshit crazy as long as I’ve known her.”

	John growled. “You don’t get it. She lost her memory. I’d no more lay a finger on her than Kramden would.”

	“Memory loss? That’s probably a good thing. Now, we can all start over. Maybe we’ll all be better off.”

	“Seriously. Stop it. I don’t know what to do. Take her to the hospital? I don’t think it’s a stroke. I tested her.”

	“How’d you do that?”

	“I remembered what you told me about Jesse’s amnesia and tried those questions. She thinks she’s the president and doesn’t know where she is.”

	“Are you two high again? You woke me because she’s high on cannabis? Half the time, she’s out of it.”

	John sighed his exasperation. “No, nothing like that, I swear.”

	“No Mellow Magic body lotions? No sex enhancers?”

	“Good grief, girl, watch your mouth. This is your father and mother you’re talking about. No!”

	Sunny was apparently wide awake now and on a roll. “Hey, if the shoe fits, or the joint lights...”

	John gritted his teeth, striving to keep cool and calm when he was anything but. “Does she need a doctor or not?”

	“Yeah, if this is no joke, you should call Dr. Cyd.”

	“That voodoo lady?”

	“Do you want my help or not? She’s a medical doctor with a specialization in alternative medicine. She and Mom go way back. She’ll know what to do. And don’t call her a witch doctor, either. I’ll text you her number.”

	“Okay. Okay. Do I tell her about the sex?”

	“Hell yes!

	“Do I tell her we came hard a couple of times?”

	“TMI! Too much information, Dad!”

	“What if that matters? “

	“Let Dr. Cyd ask the questions. I’m going to text Storme.”

	“What are you going to tell her?”

	“Exactly what you told me—that you blew Mom’s mind by screwing her senseless.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Sunny carried through with her threat and texted Storme, her identical twin.

	Dad broke Mom.

	???

	He blew her mind.

	R they high?

	No or so he says. He screwed her brains out!

	LMAO. Laughing my ass off.

	She lost her mind.

	Seriously?

	No shit, no memories. Told him to call Dr. Cyd.

	LOL. Laughing out loud.

	Should we be worried?

	Nada. Nighty-night

	 

	* * * *

	 

	John placed the dreaded call. “Dr. Cyd? I apologize for this early call, but this is John Weathers, and Marsha is outta her mind.”

	“Did she overdose?”

	“No... nuthin’ like that.”

	“Then what happened?”

	“Uh. Uh...” Where do I begin—the aimless walking around, lifting objects as if she never touched them before, being lost, and losing her marbles?

	“Rip off the bandage, John, don’t think, tell me.”

	John gulped, then took a deep breath to work up the nerve. “She lost her memory after sex.”

	“Tell her to take two aspirin and call me in the morning.”

	“Seriously?”

	“G’night, John.”

	John got two eighty-one-milligram aspirins and a cold glass of water. “Take these.”

	Marsha frowned. “I don’t take drugs.”

	John’s mouth hung open. “Since when?” He handed the aspirin to her. “Take these. Dr. Cyd said to.”

	Marsha took them. “What day is it?”

	John shook his head and sighed. I’m tired. He crawled into bed next to Marsha, who was by now fast asleep, and drew the sheets up over her still good-looking body. Sure, there’s more to love now, but she still lights my wick. I hope she’s all right.
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