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About This Book


Welcome to Hathaway House. Rehab Center. Safe Haven. Second chance at life and love.

Uncle Sam’s Navy wasn’t kind to Owen Powell. After he walked too close to a landmine, he was left with leg and back injuries and a rough road to regaining his health. His career is down the drain; his future is uncertain, and every day is a struggle toward better mental and physical health.

The last thing he expects to find is love in the midst of therapy at Hathaway House.

Penny Abigail has spent all her adult life trying to prove to her family that she’s strong enough after a lifetime of illnesses to live her life on her own terms. Although frail, she’s worked hard to get to where she’s at today. She has created several charities and hands out large sums of money to deserving organizations, including Hathaway House.

Meeting Owen wasn’t part of her plan, but she’s willing to run with it. The problem is convincing her overprotective family that the broken SEAL is good enough for her and is not just after her money …

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Prologue
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Owen Powell checked his email on his phone, wondering what that last ding was. Then he realized it wasn’t an email; it was a text message. He stopped and stared.

Hey, Owen, this is for real.

He clicked on the image. The only reason he would have was because he recognized the sender’s phone number. Owen saw the picture of Nash, standing tall and straight, in shorts, with a bare chest, showing his scars, but obviously in a lot better shape than Owen had seen him the last time, and Nash had his arms around a beautiful woman. Owen stared at the couple in shock. When the phone rang in his hand, he wasn’t much surprised to see it was Nash himself.

“Did you see the picture I sent?”

“Dude, okay, so first off, whose body are you in, and, second off, does it come with a girl?”

Nash laughed and laughed. “No, the girl came with my broken body,” he said. “But thankfully I am now sporting that body.”

“Is that really you?” he asked. He couldn’t look back at the phone and keep talking, so he pulled the phone from his ear and stared down at the image on his phone and shook his head. He hit Speaker. “I can’t believe it,” he said. “You look unbelievably good.”

“Well, I still have a couple more weeks of fine-tuning,” he said, “but I also got accepted into the local college to become an arborist. And you need to congratulate me because I’m getting married.”

The shocks just kept going through him. Owen said, “I remember, not all that long ago, having you in the bed beside me, absolutely devastated because your trip to Hathaway House had been pushed back.”

“Now you know why I was so devastated,” he said. “I knew, I just knew I had to come to Hathaway House. I was hopeful that I would have some great results, but I didn’t expect to have these kind of results. And I never expected to have Alicia back in my arms again.”

“Again?”

“Yeah, she is the ex-girlfriend I talked to you about. We went out a long time ago, and she’s been through quite some things in her life, and, of course, I have too. So now we’ve come together in a way that I hadn’t even thought was possible.”

“I still wouldn’t think it was possible, if I wasn’t seeing it for myself,” Owen said.

“An empty bed is coming up here.”

“Sure, but also a huge waiting list too.”

“Well, I’ll put in a good word for you, but you have to get your application in now.”

“I don’t want to take anybody else off that waiting list. I know what it’s like when somebody else preempts you.”

“Well, I put you on the waiting list a long time ago,” he said. “So that’s something you need to consider.”

“You did what?”

“Hey, Owen,” Nash said, “I know that you were there with me, sharing a VA room, but I know you can be a whole different man. You can be the man you want to be, if you only get here. I can lead you to water, but it’s up to you to drink it.”

“Meaning?”

“I’ve already sent your name in. It’s up to you to fill out the rest of the paperwork and to ask for that bed,” he said. “I know you’ll be happy you did.”

“Well, if I go by your results,” Owen said, “I don’t see how I couldn’t be.”

“Remember that,” he said. “Maybe, if you get here in time, you’ll come to my wedding.” And, with that, Nash gave another bark of laughter and said, “Hurry up.” Then he hung up.

Owen stared at the picture for a long moment and then reached for his laptop. As soon as he filled out the form, he wrote out a personal email, saying that he looked forward to every opportunity they could give him. And he hit Send. Thank heavens for Nash. Owen was grateful that he had the opportunity to apply now. What were the chances that Hathaway House could bring him the same miracle it had brought Nash?


Chapter 1
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Owen Powell slowly worked his way up the ramp, his pride choosing his crutches, keeping him mostly vertical and mobile. He just felt so much better about that, rather than being in a wheelchair. But, as he stepped into the front lobby, he noted all the other people staring at him—probably readying to catch him if he dropped. So, whatever he thought he was trying to achieve, they didn’t necessarily approve of it, having seen it before.

The woman behind the front desk smiled at him. “Hi, welcome to Hathaway House. May I get your name?”

“Owen Powell.” He tried hard to control his breathing, but he was gasping for breath and struggling to not show it.

She nodded quickly. “Do you want to take a seat, while we do our intake?”

He walked slowly over to a series of chairs sitting nearby, and, with less finesse than he’d hoped, he collapsed downward.

One of the guys beside him turned toward Owen, smiled. “It’s a tough trip, isn’t it?”

“It so is,” Owen gasped out. “But I’m here now.” He studied the stranger, who looked vibrant and buff, full of health. “Are you visiting someone?”

“No.” He shook his head. “I’m leaving. I’ve been here for the last four and a half months.”

Owen stared at him in shock. “I’ve got to tell you that it doesn’t look like you belong here at all.”

“I looked like it when I got here.” He reached out of hand. “My name’s Jake.”

“Nice to meet you. You’re a walking poster child for this place,” Owen joked.

“A lot of us poster kids are here.” He shrugged. “They’ll take care of you, but you’ve got to listen, and you’ve got to do what they tell you.”

“And that’s far from easy to do all the time,” Owen admitted. “Sometimes you get your hopes up, and it doesn’t happen the way you think it should, and you end up losing some of that confidence, and then you start dealing with all kinds of related problems.”

“Or you’re afraid to succeed, like I was,” Jake confessed. “And then you’re pretty sure that nothing they say will make a difference. But I was wrong, and I’m not afraid to admit it.”

“I’m really glad to hear that.” Owen nodded. “I came because a friend of mine was here, and his recommendation got me in.”

“What friend was that?”

“Nash. We were in the same VA unit together. Both of us had to have corrective surgery and shared the same room in the hospital, while we were recuperating.”

“I know Nash. Good man, and he hasn’t steered you wrong. You’ll do just fine here.” With that, a honk was heard outside, and Jake grinned, bounced to his feet.

And then Owen noted that Jake was missing his lower leg and wore a prosthetic. Wow. And I’m having a hard time handling some back and leg injuries? I should be more grateful. Granted, his doctors kept telling Owen that he had endured severe enough trauma that they wondered if they could save his leg. Thankfully they did.

Jake headed out and added, “Remember to trust.” Then he was gone.

Owen sat here, thinking about that, as a woman stopped in front of him to catch his attention. He looked up. “Sorry, I was drifting off again.”

“You’re tired. It’s been a long trip,” the woman acknowledged, with a gentle smile. “Come on with me. I’m Dani, the manager of this place. Let’s get you to your room.”

“No forms?” he asked hopefully.

“Sure there are, by the triplicate, dozens of them, I’m sure,” she added, with a laugh. “But let’s get you to your room. Let’s get you to unwind and to destress a bit. Then we’ll go over some things, and you’ll have time to sort your way through it all, on your own time frame.”

He liked the sound of that. It took effort to get back on his feet.

Dani stopped, considered him. “So have you had enough pain-inducing pride yet?”

“Is there such a thing?” he asked gamely.

She pointed to a wheelchair nearby. “Look at where you are. You’ve made it to Hathaway House. If you want to take it easy for these last few steps, it wouldn’t hurt you in the least.”

He looked at the wheelchair, shook his head. “I’m fine.”

“Of course you are,” she replied cheerfully. “Come on then.” She walked down a side hallway at a much slower pace than it appeared she had originally intended.

He struggled to walk behind her on his crutches, and, when he finally saw her turn into a room, Owen let out a heavy sigh of relief. She smiled, knowing exactly what he was thinking, he was sure.

She motioned to the bed. “Sit up here.” She brought out a set of steps from underneath the bed, so he had easier access. Taking the crutches from him, she laid them at the bottom of the bed, as he turned and slowly sank atop the bed.

“Let’s get you adjusted properly.” She gave him the remote to the bed, and they quickly shifted the bed height, so that he was in a better position. “Is that more comfortable?”

Owen relaxed into the bed and shook his head ever-so-slightly. “God, yes.”

“See what stubborness gets you?”

“Gee, you act like you see this all the time.”

“I do.” She nodded. “It’s amazing how much you guys want to arrive on your own two feet, as if it’ll make a difference. I guarantee you, Owen, that you’ll leave on your own two feet, but there’s no convincing you until you’re ready.”

“I hear you,” he said, but doubt filled his tone. “It’s because of Nash that I’m here.”

“Yep, we’ve talked to Nash about it, and, on his recommendation, we brought you in. You got lucky with your timing because of the way the bed situation worked out,” she explained. “We had opened a new wing with more rooms in Hathaway House.”

“Business is that good?”

“Life’s that bad,” she corrected. “I would absolutely love nothing better than to shut down because not enough of you guys are out there, needing our services.”

He believed her. Something was so sincere and heartwarming about her words. He let his head relax on the pillow, felt the body pains start to build inside, and he knew he would be in for a long night.

She turned to him. “Here’s your tablet and let’s go over some of the ways our system works. Maybe Nash gave you some of the information, but I want to make sure you have what you need.”

“He only told me that it was a miracle or something along that line.”

“Good enough. Let’s take a look and see what we can do.” With that she opened up the tablet, explained how it worked, where to find his schedule, what he could expect for the first couple days, then Dani would leave him alone, giving Owen a chance to relax, unwind, and recover from the trip.

“Does it ever take anybody longer to recover?” he asked.

“Yep.” She nodded. “We’ve even had to send a few people back to the hospital because they overdid it.” He winced at that. She smiled. “Let’s hope that’s not your case.”

“I hope not. I feel like I have been to Hell and back to just get here.”

“I understand. And I hear that from everyone upon arrival.” She handed him some paperwork. “Read these, sign them, and I’ll collect them later. Now, do you need a cup of coffee? Do you need food? Do you need anything at this point to help you relax and unwind?”

He stared at her in surprise. “It depends if it means getting back up again. I don’t think I can.”

“I’m happy to grab you something.” She smiled knowingly. “This is why we don’t like people to push it just to get here because it’ll make your recovery a little bit longer than we like to see.”

“I’ll be fine,” he stated.

“Now you’re just being stubborn,” she noted cheerfully. “I’m going to get coffee. Would you like one?”

“Yes, please,” he replied, with a smile. “Also, if perhaps I can get a snack to eat with it, or when is there food again?”

“Right, I forgot to mention the meals.” She quickly explained the hours for scheduled meals. “Also there’s always food available, if you’re hungry. We only ask that, if you take it, you eat it. That’s the way we keep costs down here, by not being wasteful.”

“That makes sense anyway,” he noted. “The world is in a mess. Why add to it?”

“Glad to hear that. So, coffee, tea, juice, milk? I’ll see what options we have for a quick snack. You okay with muffins or do you prefer a sandwich?” She looked at her watch. “Dinner starts in about three hours.”

“Something small—a muffin or half a sandwich. Then maybe I can just rest for a little while, until dinnertime.”

“As soon as I get you some coffee and a snack, I’ll tell Nash you’re here,” she added, “although he may let you be, to recover and to get acclimated over the first few days. Also, if you’re not capable of making it to the dining room for dinner, give us a shout by pressing this button on your tablet, and somebody will come help you get there.”

He frowned at that.

“Remember. You were already toughing it out on the crutches when you first made it here, and now you’re in pain and in bed,” she pointed out. “But, if you insist on continuing to be tough, it will work against you, especially if your body isn’t ready for this level of exertion.”

He nodded, slowly realizing just how much damage he might have done to himself by overdoing it. “Maybe Nash has got a few moments?” he said hopefully.

“I’ll find out for you. Also, lots of food is here, and somebody will always help you get through everything, so keep that in mind.”

“Thank you.” As she disappeared, he relaxed. He had a fancy tablet, one he hadn’t seen before. He would have to up his techno skills; he was really a good hand with a cell phone, but he wasn’t so great with these things. Never had been much of a computer nerd but had been forced to deal with all kinds of computer stuff in the navy, and that had been good; it kept his knowledge updated but not enough. He felt like the tablet was a bit beyond him. But he was determined to figure it out and to not appear to be quite such a dunce.

Nash poked his head in. “Hey, buddy.”

“Nash, you made it by.” Owen grinned, attempted to sit up.

“Don’t move,” he said rushing forward. “Everybody remembers the agony of the first day traveling here. And I got word that you powered in on crutches, so you’re really paying for it now.”

Owen shook his head, as a sigh slipped out. “Yeah, maybe.”

“It’s okay. We learn by our mistakes, right?” He stepped closer to the bed. “I won’t stay long. Today you need to rest up because the PT here is killer.” He laughed. “But it works. I can attest to that.”

“You look amazing,” Owen said.

“You will too. Just takes time and perseverance. So, before I leave, do you need anything?”

Owen shook his head. “Dani’s bringing me coffee and a snack.”

“Dani’s always got us covered.” Nash patted Owen on the shoulder. “Rest up. I’ll check on you later. Glad you’re here, man.”

“Me too. Good to see you.”

And then Nash was gone, but it was good to touch base with him. Owen needed a friend here.

As he relaxed, he felt some of the tension easing, but, at the same time, he also felt his muscles knotting up. He had been stubborn; he’d wanted to come in on his own two feet, to prove to Hathaway House that he was capable, that he would be somebody who would work with them, who would fully participate in his own healing. Instead he came off as stubborn and likely a knothead. What else was new? Just as he drifted off, he heard footsteps coming down the hallway and turning into his room.

“Here we go,” Dani said softly, noting his eyelids were closed. “Or, if you want to leave this until later, you can do that. Sleep’s the best thing for you anyway.”

He let his eyes drift open. “You saw me napping, huh?”

“It’s the best thing,” she noted, with that bright smile of hers. “And having your friend Nash drop by too. Get yourself some rest, and I’ll check in on you in a little bit. In the meantime, here’s coffee, a sandwich, and a couple cookies.”

He smiled at that. “Nobody can turn down a cookie,” he declared.

“Nope, none of us can.” With a cheeky grin, Dani held up her other hand, which had cookies for herself.

He just smiled, and she quickly disappeared from his room. Something was very special about that woman. He knew who she was in theory, but didn’t know any of her history. Upon his formal acceptance here, Owen had asked Nash a ton of questions, but he had had only so much time to answer those. However, he had promised that there would be time for them to catch up, once Owen arrived.

Owen hoped so, he really did, because having even one friend here would make this not quite so scary.

That was really what he’d been all about, coming in so gung ho, because he’d been terrified that somebody would think less of him, terrified that he was heading into a situation that he couldn’t handle, and, therefore, bluster was Owen’s prime defense. Somehow he didn’t think that would work too well here. These people were professionals who had seen it all, probably times one thousand. Transparency and honesty seemed to be key here. Owen let his eyelids drift closed, even as he heard other footsteps up and down the hallway. As long as nobody came in, Owen was good. And, if they did? He would be too far gone into the sleep mode to notice. And, with that, he fell into a deep sleep.
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Penelope Abigail—who preferred to be called Penny—backed up her truck in the parking area, as close to the vet clinic as she could. She understood that they didn’t want the vehicles right up tight against the building, but it was a pain in the butt when she had a lot to unload and then had to carry some of the bigger animals even a short distance. Plus she was here on a constant basis, so often that it almost was her second home. When she got out of the vehicle, one of the women from the vet clinic stepped out. Penny looked up, smiled, thankful for the extra help. With this busy clinic, sometimes they weren’t able to assist Penny. “You’re Robin, aren’t you?”

Robin smiled in return. “You’re getting good at sorting out who is who.”

“Are you kidding? I should have had that down pat by now.” She opened up the back of her pickup. “One dog, two cats.”

“What’s wrong with them?” Robin asked, pushing a trolley out to load the cages.

“The dog looks like he’s been hit by a car. His back leg isn’t as good as I’d like to see it.” She sighed. “The two cats were abandoned in a corner lot.”

“Of course they were. Any idea if they’re fixed?”

“I don’t think so. In fact, I’m guessing we’ve got one pregnant female here.”

“Right.” Robin groaned. “What would we do without you?”

With that, Penny just laughed. “We both offer a valuable service, so it is what it is.” She looked up at the floor above. “I wonder if Dani’s in?”

“You know she will be, if you need her,” Robin said.

“Yeah, nothing urgent, just checking in with her,” she replied, “Dani and I are friends more than anything.”

“That’s always good,” Robin replied. “And we definitely appreciate your patronage too.” With that, she pushed the trolley back toward the door, and Penny raced forward to let her safely inside. Then Penny gave Robin a wave, walked back out to her truck, closed the tailgate, and headed toward the main reception area for Hathaway House.

As soon as she entered, the receptionist, who she thought was Melissa—who also helped out in Stan’s vet clinic—looked up, smiled. “Good morning, Penny. You delivering more animals?”

“Yep.” She nodded. “These three need medical attention, and then I can probably take them to one of the shelters in town.”

“Wouldn’t it be nice if we had no need for shelters at all?” Melissa noted.

“Absolutely. We hope for a better world, where all the animals receive the care that they need.” Penny looked toward Dani’s office and caught sight of her friend on the phone. “What’s Dani’s schedule look like?”

“Busy as always,” Melissa replied. “You know how that is.”

“Right, I keep hoping that there will be a day when it’s calmer.”

“We all do,” she agreed. “But, when you run a big business like this, it’s always busy.”

“I know,” Penny said. “I’m the same way, only my business has me running out of my office all the time. Tell Dani that I’ll take a walk down to the dining area and grab a coffee. If she’s got a few minutes for me when I get back, I’ll stop by.”

Melissa nodded.

Knowing the place well, and having made several friends here, Penny walked toward the cafeteria. As soon as she stepped inside, Dennis looked up and hailed her.

“There you are. I hadn’t seen you in a few days. I was just talking to Ilse about it.”

“I’m here.” She smiled. “It’s been a busy few days—a busy few months.”

“It has, at that. How’s life in your corner now?”

“It’s doing pretty well.” She shrugged. “Just always seems I deal with one of those things.”

“Yep, one of those things,” he agreed. “Still, it’s all good. So, what can I get you?”

She shook her head. “Just coffee.”

“Oh, I don’t know about just coffee,” he argued. “Did you eat? You’ve gotten so skinny on us.”

“I’m just coming back out of a really bad flu,” she admitted.

“You’re not one of those people who drops ten pounds a minute when you get sick, are you?”

“Yeah, I am.” She smiled. “Me and my grandmother have been like that for our whole lives.”

“I wouldn’t tell too many people about that.”

“I’m sure they’ll hate me for it.” She chuckled. “Yeah, it’s not made me any brownie points anywhere.”

“For you, I’ve got parfaits, ice cream, fresh apple pie.” He came from behind the counter and motioned to the dessert table, full of treats.

She stared at him. “How the heck can you guys even begin to stay skinny here?”

“That’s not your problem,” he said, chuckling. “If anything, we need to get some weight back on you.”

She rolled her eyes at that. “The apple pie is very tempting though.”

“How big a slice?” he asked, his pie server hovering over several of different sizes.

“The small one.” She pointed, and then her stomach growled.

He stopped, looked at her, and frowned.

“I ate,” she replied defensively. “I promise.” But then she looked at her watch and frowned and added, “But it was a few hours ago.”

Immediately he put down the dessert plate. “How about a big green salad and some fried chicken?”

She looked at him with added interest and asked, “Southern fried chicken?”

He leaned forward and whispered, “Is there any other kind?”

She chuckled. “Okay, two pieces. That would be lovely, thank you. I’m hoping to meet with Dani in a few minutes.”

“I’ll send her a message that you’re down here,” he offered. “Go outside and sit.”

“It’s almost dinnertime,” she noted. “I don’t want to be in the way.”

“You’re not in the way,” he replied, with a shushing motion. “Go, sit.”
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The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives, however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled, redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.

DISCLAIMER
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