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​The Inspiration
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The 1970s was a golden era that resonates deeply with us baby boomers and remains a cherished chapter in our lives. It was a time of unparalleled rock music, vibrant clubs pulsing with energy, and the exhilaration of open-air concerts beneath starlit skies. For me, those years witnessed the emergence of an intense passion as I embraced the role of a groupie—albeit one on the milder side—and unapologetically immersed myself in the world of music.

In those moments, standing at the stage, I felt an emotional connection, a fusion of rhythm in my soul that moved not just my body but my entire being. With my dear girlfriends at my side, we danced with an uncontainable fervor, swept away by tunes and lyrics that would define a generation. I was a dedicated disciple of the music scene and didn’t miss a single concert in my vicinity.

I must confess here: the enigmatic guitarists had a penchant for strumming their way into my heart. Their fingers played the soul-stirring notes, holding an irresistible allure and powerful magnetism that was an unexpected turn-on. My journey led to fleeting encounters with several band members from the local area and beyond, yet these romances fizzled as quickly as they’d ignited. What remained unwavering was my profound adoration for the era that provided a treasure trove of memories enough to last a lifetime.

It is from this fountain of passion that my tale took root. The desire to recapture that era’s essence, vivacity, and fervor propelled me to craft Jennifer Kovich and Dylan Anderson’s story.

These two characters encapsulate the very spirit of the seventies, and their souls are interwoven with the same love for that remarkable time. As I pen their journey, I embark upon a mission to channel the magic of the past and share a narrative that radiates the timeless splendor of an era that will forever occupy a special place in my heart. I wish I could go back, even for just a short time, to bask in the glorious seventies.
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Dylan Anderson 2023

My heartbeat quickens as I descend the stairs to my music studio. I know I probably should update this old place, but it makes me feel peaceful every time I come here. It’s like I can almost see the guys in here with me rehearsing for an upcoming gig.

I sit in my ripped leather office chair and roll back to the shelf where I store my old eight-track tapes, ready to relive some memories, but the dust and dampness in the air permeate my nostrils, bringing on a sneezing fit. I guess that’s all part of having a studio in your basement.

I shake my head and glance over at the old Fender Vintera and Polymoog synthesizer patiently waiting. It’s been some forty-six years since I was the lead guitarist for Ablaze. Even though we were a local band from the Youngstown area, most living in Ohio had heard of us. We had planned on going big time, but it never happened, we remained a respected and popular local band. 

I open the top drawer of my desk and pull out a box containing CDs of the band's most popular songs. I’m glad I had those old eight-tracks converted. I make a mental note to send one to Jennifer Kovich. She’s one of the main reasons I’ve been learning how to time travel. We were young and in love back in the 70s. I’ve spent the last two years reminiscing about the times we shared before she broke my heart. But things were about to change.  I hope she has a CD player. If not, I’ll have to go to plan B, which is more of an upfront and personal approach that could be dangerous for both of us. Either way, I’m feeling positive about the spell that will propel her back to 1976. And I’ll be back there as well, waiting.

It’s been a long time since I’ve felt so alive. 

I think about what Troy Duncan, Grand Master had taught me these past few years at the Orion’s Path meetings I was attending. I met Troy at a party one night back in the early seventies, and he said he was starting some New Age club. I even told Jennifer about it, but I believe she never had much interest. I guess she wasn’t into astrology at the time, but that was only a cover for whatwent on in that group. 

When I first heard about it, I thought I was attending some sort of astrology club, but I was wrong. I learned so much there. If not for Gregg, our former drummer, I’d have no idea that time travel could be achieved simply by playing certain notes on a musical instrument to generate a high vibrational frequency. All along, I thought something like that could only be attained by playing a heavy metal song backward on the old vinyl while listening for the embedded codes. I presume he did some deep diving after retiring from teaching science at the local high school, here in Canfield, Ohio. It was here, in this modest log-style cabin out in the Ohio countryside, that I became a devout member and learned what I’d do with my newfound knowledge of time travel.

I’ve been planning this for two years now. My dreams are about to come true as long as I follow the instructions to the letter. Hell, no one will even miss me. It’s been five years since my divorce, and I have no children, which leaves me with no reason to reconsider my decision. Mom and Dad both passed away years ago, and I’ve never had much contact with my sister, who now lives in Pittsburg. Plus, it’s a different world now, one I feel as if I don’t belong in. Who could’ve predicted forty years ago that everything could change so much?

If all goes according to plan, I’ll be transported back to 1976 with the band and my buddies playing at local clubs, including the famous Regal Room Club in Struthers, Ohio. I’ll be twenty-three again and able to relive the best years of my life, including the time when I met Jennifer. I’ve been thinking of her even more so since the divorce. She and I weren’t just a passing thing. I hoped we’d end up together, but fate chose a different path for the both of us. Now, I have the tools to change our destiny, and I’m more than ready to make the journey back.

The instructions I learned to open the time portal will have consequences for Jennifer and me. Once I return to the seventies, I’ll have no means of getting back, although I highly doubt, I’d want to return. I mean, I’ve spent two years learning and plotting how to create this time travel spell, and my mind is set. Besides, I’ve always felt as if I don’t belong in this modern world. 

According to Troy, the Grand Master, I will be transported back to the exact time, to the very night I met Jennifer in a club where the band was due to perform.

As for Jennifer, who knows if she’ll be able to journey back. Will she even want to? I hope that once we are reunited, she’ll see it was all meant to be.

That’s the deal, the one I made with Troy...or should I say the one I made with the devil? Is it fair that she might not have the means to return to her current life?  I don’t care. I guess it’s selfish of me, but I long to get those years back, and I’m more than happy to pay the price. 

It's not that I’ve been stalking Jennifer for years on social media—I’m just keeping abreast of what’s been going on in her life. 

Okay, I guess I have to admit I’m obsessed with her. I learned she’d separated from her husband and was now writing romance books for a living. She retired from teaching a few years back, and I have now retired from operating a local landscaping company. She is sixty-nine but still a looker, based on the pictures she posts on social media. 

She moved to St. Petersburg, Florida, while I remained here in Canfield, Ohio. As I check her daughter Brandy’s photos, I see the resemblance. She has the same strawberry blonde hair and intoxicating green eyes as her mother.

My mind wanders back to the first night we met. I was on stage, playing with Ablaze, our band, at the Regal Room. It was fall, and everyone’s mood was lighter after having suffered through a humid summer. Being their lead guitarist, I was playing right up front, and I noticed an attractive, petite blonde dancing with another girl as we played Grand Funk Railroad’s hit, “Heartbreaker.” I watched her as she swayed back and forth in her hip-hugger jeans and revealing yellow halter top. She looked at me, and I winked at her. She smiled at me and moved closer to the edge of the stage. Our break was coming up next, and I thought, I’ll make damn sure I get to know that chick.

It was as though a hot poker shot through me when I looked into her eyes and asked if I could buy her a drink. There was chemistry there, for sure. We sat at the bar and chatted. I got lost in her emerald eyes as she spoke of her college classes and her hopes of becoming a teacher. She had just finished her last year of college and wanted to do some substitute teaching in the area. She was a local girl but seemed so different from the other girls I’d dated in the area. She had goals, while most of the others just wanted to snag a husband and have babies.

Our drummer and my best friend, Gregg motioned that it was time for the second show. I told Jennifer to leave me her number as I planned on asking her out—mind you, this was back in the Stone Age when we didn’t have cell phones. She wrote her number on a small cocktail napkin from the bar, and I tucked it away in my jeans pocket. That was the beginning of our short-lived love affair.

The more I thought about her, the more I knew I had to practice the routine to open the portal. To do so, I had to play the E4 chord on my old Fender Vintera thirteen times as I recited the chant Troy had taught me. I had to sing it in a high-pitched, E-5 falsetto, the highest note achievable for men, according to him. I decided to put it at the end of the recording I planned to put on the CD and I’d mail it to Jennifer. 

I was told I needed to have three items with me belonging to that period and needed to be somewhere near Jennifer and I frequented back in the day. That was a no-brainer: the Regal Room, a once thriving dance club, but now simply an abandoned building. It was sad to see this club falling into such disrepair. 

I scoped out the area a few nights ago, climbed over the rusty chain link fence, and found no sign of security cameras, so I knew it would be easy to pull this off. 

I pull out an old vinyl record—one of the few local hits from way back—set it on the vintage player and sink back into my chair as I listen to “Dark Wicked Woman,” one of our originals, and envision Jennifer in the club on the dance floor, illuminated by beams of colored lights.

It won’t be long now, my love, not long. Just a few more solo rehearsals and everything will be set into motion. We’ll be back where we belong, in the era meant for us. I think you’ll soon realize this as well.
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Jennifer 2023

I finish my power walk around the neighborhood as the sun is about to set. September is my favorite time of the year, when the Florida evenings are still warm, and a walk always lifts my spirits. I sit down and unplug my earbuds the minute I get in the door, and check my messages, hoping to hear from my best friend, Laney Morrison. We’d been so close after teaching together.

We are supposed to have lunch this Saturday. Lord knows I need to get out of the house and have some real human interaction. It’s been eight years since I retired as a fourth-grade teacher and started my career as an indie romance author—talk about a lonely hobby. Most of my friends these days are other authors I’ve met online. 

My daughter, Brandy, and I are close. She usually calls every other day to check on me. The last time we saw each other was before she moved to South Carolina in July. I know she worries about me, especially since her dad, Mark, and I got a legal separation a year ago. These days, she’s busy with her work as a physical therapist, and she spends the evenings with her live-in boyfriend, Brian.

My stomach rumbles, demanding food, but I want a hot shower first. The water is warm as it sprays down on my skin. I close my eyes, and for some reason, I think about Mark, wondering what he’s up to these days. Hell, he’s just a half-hour’s drive away in Tampa, but it feels as though he’s moved to the other end of the world. It’s been months since I’ve even had a call from him, but I do know he phones Brandy every week. When I ask her how he’s doing, she’s always vague. Either she doesn’t want to tell me the truth or admit to the fact that he doesn’t share anything with her. That’s part of the reason behind our separation—the lack of communication. He was still working and had quite a few out-of-town business trips, and I was stuck at home, working on my third book. When he returned from his trips, I’d question him on how the trip was, but he always took it the wrong way and said I was interrogating him. 

In the back of my mind, I always knew he was cheating on me. Call it intuition if you will. 

I wrap my towel around myself and head to the kitchen to heat a Lean Cuisine meal. I don’t feel like cooking tonight. I lost my desire to cook when Mark left. Why bother cooking for one person? 

I slip into my silk pajamas and eat my dinner. I pour a glass of wine while scanning Facebook. As I check out the Youngstown hometown page, I notice that someone has posted a video of Ablaze from back in 1976, when they first played at Midway Park. I was at that concert! 

I play the video, watching intently as the band plays one of their hits, my eyes fixed on Dylan Anderson, the lead guitarist. A hot rush runs through me as I watch him, playing and singing, his long, brown, shag-style hair whipping from side to side. Where has the time gone? Seems like yesterday when I was quite the social butterfly enjoying outings with my friends and going to these concerts. Some even called me the ‘It Girl’. I sigh thinking how much time I spend alone now, sitting in this house. I have my writing but there’s still a void here. I miss my students and the interaction with them when I worked. I was called last year to see if I wanted to substitute or volunteer, but I declined. Knowing about this new era of teaching and younger teachers has me feeling a bit intimidated, I feel I wouldn’t fit in. I figure my time has passed and I’ve lost my Mojo lately.

My mind wanders back to when I met Dylan shortly after one of his performances. I’ve always been turned on by musicians for some reason, so it’s no surprise that Dylan and I started dating soon after we met. Those were good times. 

I sigh and close my eyes, remembering how I’d follow the band to each venue and how Dylan and I would get together after the shows. I danced to the music with Tracey Blaznick, my good friend since high school. I was convinced that every song Dylan sang, he sang it for me. The louder the music, the more my body responded. It was as if I had center stage, and it wasn’t uncommon to have a few guys watching me. 

I loved dancing. Dylan said I was good at it and should pursue it as a career, but I had just graduated from Youngstown State University with a teaching degree and was excited to start teaching. I’d like to think dancing was a hobby.

After the show, we usually had a few drinks and ended up back at the apartment he shared with Gregg, the band’s drummer. A few tokes on some decent pot later, and we’d have sex—good sex. I felt as if I was special, getting to be with a hot, local musician, but my mother wasn’t too fond of him, always warning me about the flashy lifestyle musicians led.

I’m compelled to play the video again, paying more attention to the crowd this time, hoping I’ll see myself there. I usually wore hip-hugger jeans, while my strawberry blonde hair falling way below my shoulders made it pretty easy to pick me out in a crowd. Those were the good times—we had no social media or cell phones to distract us, and we lived in real-time in the real world. How I wish things were still that simple. 

After a second glass of wine, I start to feel drowsy, so I close the laptop and head for bed...alone. 

I’ll message Laney tomorrow.
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[image: ]




Jennifer 2023

I woke up feeling the effects of the two glasses of wine I had last night. My mouth feels as if I’ve ingested a few cotton balls, and my head is throbbing. I need coffee. 

I slip out of my pajamas and stand in front of my full-length mirror, looking at my naked body and experiencing flashbacks of Dylan, along with a strong urge to pleasure myself. 

After throwing on my comfy robe, I head to the kitchen for some of my favorite mocha brew and sit at the modern-style glass kitchen table, staring at my laptop, knowing I have to work on my book. It’s been two weeks since I’d written a few sentences. This particular romance thriller has left me stumped. Maybe a call to Laney will get me motivated. What I really need is a ladies’ day out.

I glance at the large clock on the wall with its bold Roman numerals. It’s already 9 a.m. I know Laney will be up. She’s an early riser, just like me.

It’s good to hear her voice, but she’s quick to pick up the anxious tone in mine. “What’s with you? You sound excited.”

“I gotta tell ya, it’s weird...I mean, odd.” I hesitate for a moment wondering if I should divulge my secret.

“What? What’s weird?” 

“Okay—you’re not going to believe this, but as I was watching a video on Facebook, I relived the seventies again with an old boyfriend.”

“What’s so weird about that?”

“Well, for one, I haven’t thought of this guy in years, and I mean, I could envision almost every detail I spent with him back then, even down to what I was wearing.” There’s a moment of silence on the other end of the phone. “You still there?”

“Of course, I am. I’m just listening. Want to know what I think?”

“What?” 

“I think you need to get out more. I mean, I know we have our yoga class, and you have your writing, but you need more human contact,” Laney says.

“I have to agree with you. I know I spend too many hours in this house sitting at this table, writing, or staring out the window hoping to get a surge of inspiration.  At least you get out a few days a week helping out at the women’s shelter.”

“Yes, and it does me a world of good. Have you ever considered a ladies’ weekend getaway?”

“Not really. I had more like a ladies’ day or night in mind—what, exactly, are you thinking?” I ask.

Laney’s response comes quickly: “Nothing outrageous. Maybe a short trip to Virginia Beach or something.”

“It’ll be October soon. I think the water might be a bit cold,” I counter.

“It’s not the water we’re going for, girl. It’s to get you out of your rut. We could enjoy the shops and restaurants and even venture out to some of the clubs.”

“Oh, that sounds like me,” I joke. If she only knew that younger version of me from a world gone by.

I hear Laney’s deep sigh over the phone. “No, seriously—just think about it. You know, you and I have spent the past thirty years teaching together. We know each other pretty well, but damn, you never told me about this guy.”

I take a deep breath. “It was so long ago. He was the lead guitarist in a local band, and I had a thing for musicians.”

“A groupie, huh?”

“Maybe just a little, but I loved to dance to the live music of the band. We dated for several months before I met Mark.”

“Was he hot?”

“He was back then.”

“You mean you haven’t seen any recent pics?”

“Well, I did take a look at his Facebook page a few times, but that was it. He looks good for sixty-eight. The long brown shag is gone, but he looks to be in good shape.”

“Single? Divorced?” Laney asks, her interest peaking.

“I believe his page said divorced.”

“Ah-ha! So, you have done some snooping...or should I say stalking?”

I stifle a laugh. I can’t tell her the naughty thoughts I’ve had recently, or she’d think I opened the wine bottle too early.

“Okay, so when do you think we should do this ladies’ getaway?”

“Let’s plan on two weeks from now.”

“That quick?”

“Yup. That’s the only time I can get off from the shelter. Fall is a busy time of year for us.”

“Okay, then you make all the arrangements and call me when everything’s set.”

I end the call with Laney, make myself a piece of toast to go with yet another cup of coffee, and sit down to write, but my fingers wander over to Dylan’s Facebook page as if on autopilot. Here we go again, I scold myself and shake my head, but continue scanning a few more pics and reading some of his older posts again. I notice that he sold his favorite motorcycle and has a pickup now. I guess he’s given into the slower-paced lifestyle of senior life; he had a hot muscle car when I knew him.

I glance at a few of the older pictures, the ones showing him with some of the guys from the band, but I don’t see any pics of Dale Perkins, who was the lead singer. 

I scroll further down and a memorial post jumps into my vision.  Dale passed a few years back. I sigh, remembering my friend, Tracey, who had accompanied him on a few of our double dates. I thought they would hit it off, but it didn’t work out for them. Dale had led a pretty rough life. 

There’s a photo from an event the band did back in the spring of ’76 up at Lake Geneva. Dylan looks so hot in those tight jeans and purple silk shirt.

And once again I find myself reminiscing and getting turned on. Though that’s not necessarily a bad thing, I can’t help but wonder why all of a sudden. 

I shut down the laptop, finish my toast, and stare out the large bay window at the tall palm trees lining the backyard fence. They stand tall and straight, like centurion soldiers, keeping me here as a prisoner in my own house. Laney had said that a getaway to the beach was just what I needed, or at least, that’s what she thought I needed.
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Dylan 2023

I’m pleased with how smoothly everything’s going after my last practice session. I’ve struck that E4 chord several times on the guitar after playing “Smoke on the Water” and “Dark Wicked Woman.” three times, each time with the volume up high while chanting the words to open the time portal over and over in Latin first then in English. 

“Open my heart high on the energy of the gods. Let this portal now open with a divine right.”

My heart races as I’m now ready to recite this chant I devised myself:

Jennifer, with this song

I play for you,

Know this era tried and true.

Only one time

Only one chance,

Take us back to the time of our romance.

I know I got through to Jenn the other night, and it won’t be long until it’s all done. I mean, I could feel her, and I knew she was aroused. This spell is already working. There’ll be a lot more of that once we’re together again in real-time, and I’ll be gone from this realm forever. Nothing will be lost here, but I want to regain what I had with her back then. It’s not just my youth I’ve missed, but the lifestyle. Those days of traveling in the van with my buddies from venue to venue, the parties, not to mention the groupies...they all made me feel alive. 

And my thoughts turn to Troy Duncan, the mastermind who was instrumental in making it all happen.

I have one more meeting with Orion’s Path this weekend. I’m sure Troy will grill me on how my practice rituals are going. If only Gregg knew of my plans, I know he’d try to stop me, but I want it this way, and Troy promised never to reveal what’s about to take place. I don’t need anyone to go looking for me or find any sort of connection to Orion’s Path. 

I plan to tell Gregg I’ve decided to take a few weeks off to attend a rock venue in Pittsburg and then go to visit my sister. We’ll be together again anyway. Once I’ve slipped into the other time, it’ll be exactly where we left off, and he’ll be none the wiser. He’ll still be himself in this current earthly realm, so he won’t be missed, but my shell of a body and Jenn’s will be gone from 2023. At least, that’s my understanding of what happens after the jump. Is it fair for me to decide for Jenn to go back? I don’t care. It’s all I’ve wanted for the past two years now. 

After a quick shower, I call Gregg to see if he wants to go out for a few drinks. A divorcee for a while now, he always looks forward to our weekend outings. Our routine is simple: over to Lud’s Bar for a few, then off to my studio to play a few tunes together, though this will likely be the last time that’s going to happen. I have to act normally—well, as normal as possible—and keep my emotions in check. I’ll just have to refrain from playing our oldies as they’re now a part of the spell. They’ve become so much more than music and instruments—they’re tools—dangerous tools, at that—and I can’t risk pulling Gregg into my time warp.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 5

[image: ]




Jennifer 2023

Brandy calls just as I sit down at the computer, ready to start a new chapter in the final book of my romance trilogy. It’s another unplanned diversion, but a good one, at least. She worries about me. I don’t know why—I hardly ever leave the house. She has a lot to tell me about Brian’s new job with his financial firm but not much to tell about her job as a physical therapist. Patient confidentiality is honored, even among family members. 

I go on to tell her about Laney’s suggestion for a ladies’ getaway. No sooner have I finished than I think she’s going to burst through the phone. “That’s just what you need, Mom! I mean, when’s the last time you got out?”

I have to think long and hard about that one. The last time I remember may have been a few years before retirement when I attended a teacher conference in West Virginia.

“Well, that’s hardly getting away, if ya know what I mean,” Brandy teases.

“No, it wasn’t exactly something that would shake you up.”

“No need to think twice about it, Mom. Time to shake things up a bit.”

I take a deep breath, and my mind wanders back to the last time I was truly shaken up. I surely couldn’t tell her about the thoughts I’ve been having about Dylan lately. After all, she’d never even heard me mention his name before. I also suppose she’d be hard-pressed to envision her mother as a groupie. 

I manage to stifle a chuckle. 

She’s booked solid with clients, so I promise to call her later in the week to fill her in on the getaway weekend. 

It’s a real struggle to get back to writing. Who am I kidding? It’s been months since I started the last book in the trilogy. I don’t know why it’s been so hard. It’s not like I have any other commitments. 

I decide to pack up my things and head over to Bountiful Beans, a small coffee shop close to the house. Maybe the change of scenery will do me good. I pull my hair into a high ponytail, throw on my yoga pants, and grab a light sweater. There’s a brisk chill in the morning air, and it feels good. I think back to my days in Ohio when I’d get up at six and go for a run. The scent of the pines and oaks always energized me. 

Those days are well behind me now. 

The coffee shop isn’t too crowded, it being a Sunday, and I score a table in the back, set my things down, and walk over to the counter to order a latte and a cranberry scone. 

When I return to my table, I open my laptop, and Chapter Two stares me straight in the face. I go back to retrieve my order when it’s ready and put in my earbuds, ready to be motivated by my 70s playlist. I take a few sips of my latte and a bite of my warm scone, ready to knock out at least a few chapters this morning. Anyway, that’s the plan. 

I forget I’ve added Grand Funk Railroad’s “Heartbreaker” to my list. When it comes up in the queue, I shut down the laptop, close my eyes, and let myself get swept away in the song. It’s not long before I am there, dancing at full speed to the hit as if I were back in the Regal Room when Dylan’s band played the song at that very gig. I allow my body to ignore all inhibitions as I move, letting my body follow the rhythm of the song, my arms swinging, and my hips shifting from side to side. Each word has me going deeper and deeper into that night and the time I spent there with the hunky musician.
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