
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Independent Dr. Cydney James says God would have to send a man knocking on my front door before I’d even date. Being a been-there, done-that sort of woman, when a knock at the door reveals a silver fox—just what the doctor ordered—she’s faced with a challenge. Will she let him in?

	 

	 

	Don’t Need Your Love Any More is Dr. Holly—Cyd—James’s mantra. Divorced decades ago, she’s carved out a successful life as a homeopathic doctor, specializing in alternative medicine. Her schedule is jammed packed with her career, yoga, kayaking, stand up paddle boarding, and riding her kinetic green Harley Davidson. She doesn’t have the time, need, or want for a man. Unlike her peers, at the end of the day, she doesn’t want a healthy Kombucha. Instead, she chugs down a cold Heineken. As a mother and grandmother, she’s been there done that, but when a knock on the door brings her a silver fox, long-dead desire rushes in. While her mind screams no, her body says hell yes.

	Rod Garden is a widowed seventy-something botanist who’s far from finished. Unfortunately, his rod stirs when he sees Dr. James. Reminding himself he has children and grandchildren, he struggles for control when he comes to her door to trim her holly bush. He has a smorgasbord full of delight to deliver. However, the woman who answers suggests she’s on strict a no-man diet. One without a dessert.

	Can he offer an occasional appetizer or a quick snack? After all, he can cook and is a red-hot entrée. Maybe he could be just what the doctor ordered, and she’ll add him to her menu.
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	To Carolyn Gilbreath, the inspiration for this work. Her computer skills made this manuscript possible. Her counsel and encouragement made this a better book. She’s the one who actually said God would have to send a man knocking on my front door before I’d even date. She is a mighty fine beta reader and co-plotter. Without her, I’d be lost.

	and

	To Larry, the love of my life.
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	To my forever friend, Linda Wilson, whose skills, talents, and belief in me and my work led to this publication. Ours was a relationship forged in the fires of loss, love, and laughter. I hope you get a laugh out of love in the twilight years.

	 

	To my Mom and Dad, who introduced me to the Great Smoky Mountains.
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Prologue

	 

	 

	“You must be nuts,” Dr. Holly Cydney James declared. She threw her normally calm medical persona out her Gatlinburg home-office door. After all, her patient was Marsha Weathers, a friend she had known since the nineteen sixties.

	“That’s your diagnosis?” Marsha asked wide-eyed. “Your medical opinion is that I’m certifiable?”

	“No, that’s just your normal,” Cyd continued. “This is just plain crazy, not senility or dementia. You’d have to be, to come in here asking me about sex when you’re almost seventy.”

	“I am not! I’m barely sixty!” Marsha huffed, “and the sunny side of that, I might add.”

	“Semantics, shemantics. Your math is off by a decade, but that’s neither here nor there. Why risk trouble? That’s all men are.”

	A bright glint shone in Marsha’s eyes. “They still come in handy. Have you seen John Weathers lately? You should try sex at seventy—uh, I mean sixty—you might still like it.”

	Cyd replied in a wry tone with a raised eyebrow. “A man would have to come to me—straight up to my front door and knock, and even then, I wouldn’t be interested. I’d probably be outside with my herb garden and miss the encounter altogether. Been there, done that.”

	Marsha shook her head and smirked. “Now, whose age is showing? That remark alone proves you need to get laid as soon as possible.”

	Cyd wasn’t shocked. “Didn’t you use protection?”

	“Nope. Never have. That’s how come I have three girls ten months apart. I was a virgin before John. I didn’t use anything back at Woodstock, why would I now?” Marsha was quick to add,” and from what I remember, you didn’t either.”

	“Ah, the Woodstock days... Now those were the days, weren’t they?” Cyd remembered meeting Marsha in that legendary farmer’s field back in 1969. Marsha’s springy long locks were perfect for weaving wildflowers throughout. Love filled the air and music was literally everywhere.

	Marsha laughed. “Free love didn’t come with condoms.”

	“Thank God, pregnancy is a thing of the past for us.”

	Cyd’s eyes twinkled with mirth. “Do you still go by the name Moonshine?”

	Marsha smirked. “It was Moonbeam, but yours was more fitting at the time. Nowadays, it’s Memaw as you well know. How come you don’t use Holly as your name anymore?”

	“Too flowery for med school. I got tired of it. A woman with a stereotypical name got no respect in a male dominated medical system. I switched to Cyd because it was my middle name. It’s spelled Sydney after my father but I wanted to still be true to the sisterhood, so I changed the spelling by adding a C instead of an S.”

	Cyd moved around the exam room and put the stethoscope up to Marsha’s heart when Marsha asked, “How are you enjoying Mr. McGregor’s Cabin at the Lodge?”

	“Love it. Thanks for talking to the girls. Skye said I could do some gardening for my research. Now, hush, I’ve got work to do.”

	“Cool. Skye, Storme, and Sunny decided to name the cabins after children’s fairytales and nursery rhymes. Mr. McGregor comes from Peter Rabbit. Did you just shush me?”

	Cyd laughed. “Apparently not.”

	“So, did John give me an STD or not?”

	 


Chapter One: I Can’t Get No Satisfaction

	 

	 

	Dr. Holly Cydney James worked out to Dolly Parton’s PMS Blues, earbuds in place, as she combined her morning routine with her stretching and yoga poses. In her head the M stood for menopausal but hey... She felt her buns moving up and down in synch with the beat. No celestial, mind-numbing, new age music accompanied her ritual. She did manage three long breaths before she began, but she did yoga like she did everything—her way.

	Sage scented incense calmed her as it cleansed the air. She supposed her eclectic taste in music made sense due to her line of work—homeopathic, holistic medicine. Music choices were hers to make and shouldn’t surprise anyone, not that there was anyone to surprise anyway.

	Drawing in a deep breath through her nose, she faced the overgrown holly bush outside with her back to the door. The green and red of the plant represented the lush surroundings of the Lodge in the Great Smoky Mountains. Why look at a closed door when healing nature was outside her window?

	A loud pounding at her door penetrated the high volume of her playlist. The insistent knocking was demanding.

	“Come in, door’s open,” she groaned as she flexed. She wasn’t about to interrupt her routine.

	She expected to find the effervescent Sunny Weathers or her mother, Marsha, as she moved into a Downward Dog, allowing her to see through her parted legs as she stretched. Instead, a pair of long, hairy
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