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Author’s Note
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REDEMPTION: Doctor Harrison’s Second Chance features Doctor Harrison Oakdale, a major character in the three books of the Sedona West Mystery series. REDEMPTION is a stand-alone novel, however for your full enjoyment of Doctor Harrison’s situation, be sure to read: the Sedona West Mysteries, available in its entirety in one collection or read the three books of the series separately: SLEEPING WITH THE FISHES, BREAKS AN EGG, and PUSHES UP DAISIES.
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Prologue
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December

Harrison James Oakdale, PhD, in-demand clinical psychologist; internationally renowned motivational speaker; author of ten New York Times best-selling books and five others, with one title, “Grow Into Your Life” on the New York Times bestseller list for thirty-nine consecutive weeks; popular host of the “Ask Doctor Harrison” radio talk show... phew, that was a helluva long list of job descriptions... 

In any event, Harrison wiped his sweaty forehead with the workout towel draped around his neck. He usually enjoyed his daily exercise session at the exclusive Hollywood Jungle Gym; he usually pushed himself to the limit. 

Usually, but not today. Today he’d gone over the limit. Pushing through pain, he’d overdosed on his exercise routines. He’d used the elite rowing workout machine so intensely, that if he had performed the same movements in a one-person kayak on the ocean, he probably would’ve traveled however far it was out to the Hawaiian Islands. 

At least it felt that way.

And after that, he’d hopped on a state-of-the-art recumbent bike to do a virtual Tour de France, covering over two thousand miles in two hours.

Or maybe not. He’d had so much sweat dripping down into his eyes, he couldn’t see the numbers correctly on the digital counter.

Strength and endurance, yeah. He had those two attributes in spades. 

Glancing at the exhausted man reflected in the wall-to-ceiling mirror decorating the gym, Harrison took pity on himself. Enough. He’d tortured himself enough. He got off the recumbent bike and then wiped down the moistened equipment so it was ready for the next victim. 

A quick glance at the wall clock revealed the time: half past five. It was too late to go back to work and too early to prepare for sleep. Nor did he feel like female companionship. The only thing left was to grab a bite to eat, but even though he hadn’t had lunch, he wasn’t hungry. Only a liquid dinner held any attraction.

Drown his sorrows in booze. Now wasn’t that a sorry state of affairs?

With his head hung low, he headed for the locker room to clean up. For him, his day had ended at eleven o’clock this morning. At that time—or twelve noon Mountain Time—his world had changed. The only woman for him, Sedona West... well, Sedona West Marino, had called him to give him her good news. 

One person’s good news could be another person’s catastrophe. Sedona, the woman he had just met this past May... the woman he wished to share his life with... the woman who married Cozy Haven’s sheriff, told Harrison that she was pregnant, in her first trimester. That the baby was due in July. That she and Doug Marino were over the moon.

Of course Harrison had congratulated her. Of course he teased her about her soon-to-be growing baby bump... all the while wishing...

He wished he could’ve been the man she had chosen. That he would’ve been the father of her child. But hell, that was not to be. And now with a baby on the way, it was obvious that Doug Marino had won the race. Harrison had been left at the gate. He was just a has-been.

“Hey!” A voice called out to the left of the gym equipment. “Hey, aren’t you Doctor Oakwood with that popular radio talk show?”

Harrison stopped and glanced at the well-toned, average-sized male. Mid-thirties, form-fitting exercise wear, wild blond curls, the man was probably thought to be attractive to the female population. Maybe that was so, but to Harrison the man was an irritating annoyance. One of the house rules at the Hollywood Jungle Gym was to mind your own business and leave the celebrities alone. 

Which was also why most celebrities didn’t visit gymnasiums, but instead indulged in the status symbol of having personal trainers who paid house calls.

Harrison took the traditional route for fitness. But as a public figure, it wouldn’t do to be rude to his so-called fans, so he made a brief nod and said flatly, “Thanks for your support.” Then he continued on his way.

Hell. All he wanted to do was to soak himself under the massaging waters of the gym’s showers. 

The man caught up with him and walked by his side. “I’m Aldwin Raider. I work in sales at the Villa Del Mar Marina, Santa Monica Bay, don’t y’know? Hey, I could give you a good deal on a boat. A yacht.” 

The man, Aldwin Raider, lifted up his tee shirt to wipe at the sweat on his forehead. “But listen, this is, what’s the word? A serendipitous moment. I need some advice. I need it bad. I’m dying here. You do this kinda stuff on your radio show, right? You, y’know, give advice. I need your help, Doc. I’m supposed to get married in two weeks.” 

Well, that would send most men into a panic, wouldn’t it? But not Harrison. For the last few months, he had been fixated on the idea, but only with Sedona.

Almost at the locker room, he turned to the man. “Look, Mr. Raider—”

“Aldwin, please.”

“Aldwin, tell you what. I’m... I’m off duty now and I need a shower desperately. Call my show and I assure you my producer, Dottie, will put you first in line—”

“I can’t wait that long! I tell you, it’s two weeks until Lulu gets her hands on me for good. Lumpy Lulu. Doesn’t that say it all?”

The man placed his hands on Harrison’s bare biceps muscles. Frankly, the sensation was unpleasant. If the fiancée, Lulu, had had her hands on Raider, then right now Raider had his own hands on Harrison.

Harrison moved away. There was one thing doctors—all doctors—suffered: people, strangers and friends alike, had no compunction about waylaying a medical person and then wanting an instant diagnosis by saying the words, “Doctor, I have this pain.”

“Let’s go for drinks, Doc.” The man didn’t give up. “We can have an impromptu counseling session at the Loose Lips Saloon on the corner.”

About to decline the “honor,” Harrison changed his mind. His intuition was at work here. As he often told his radio audience: pay attention to your intuition. Naturally he listened to his own advice. Maybe it would be helpful for him to wallow in someone else’s misery. After all, he certainly had enough of his own. Four months ago, back in August, when Sedona finally made her choice, he’d been in such a blue funk. Doug Marino had actually joked that he was about to order a box of tissues for Harrison.

Oh yeah, Harrison had been sopping wet, indeed. Embarrassing, to say the least.

“Okay. Sure, Aldwin. I’ll meet you at the saloon in fifteen minutes.” 

“It’s a deal, Doc.”

Harrison left the man to then hurry to his locker and grab his things. He stepped inside a shower stall enclosure. Sure, he felt as exhausted as if he’d gone fifty rounds with a Sumo wrestler, but maybe this unplanned drink-and-gab therapy session would be exactly what he needed. After all, he was a psychologist; he needed to help others. Maybe, in some way, this meeting would help him as well. Maybe it would even change his life.

Quit being fanciful, Oakdale. No doubt this will be a two-drink session, and then the unenthusiastic bridegroom will go on his merry way.

Harrison hoped, anyway. He had no need to babysit a whiny thirty-something year old.

* * * *
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THE LOOSE LIPS SALOON was exactly like every other tavern Harrison had ever frequented except that it was more so. More bottled booze on the display shelves behind the bar, more hazy darkness, more noise, and even more cigarette smoke although smoking was supposedly prohibited.

Narrowing his gaze, he focused on the rows of red cushioned booths, and eventually found the man who had issued the invitation. Aldwin Raider had redressed into his salesman clothes: cheap linen suit, limp collared cotton shirt, and relaxed knit tie. His wildly disarrayed blond hair remained tangled in confusion. The man waved his hand to attract Harrison’s attention.

Well hell, the sooner I hear what Raider has to say, the sooner I can leave.

Harrison walked over to the booth, removed his leather jacket, and then slid across from Raider. He couldn’t help wondering what Raider was intending to sell him. 

“Hey, I can’t thank you enough for helping me out.” Raider lifted his hand to call over a server. “Whadda you drink? Whisky? They got Seagram’s 7, Jack Daniel’s, Crown Royal, Johnnie Walker, even Chivas Regal, eh?” 

“A bourbon old-fashioned,” Harrison told the server. “Easy on the bitters.” Then he sat back against the cushion while he waited for his drink. “So, tell me, Aldwin. What’s this all about?”

Raider stuck both hands in his hair, displacing his wealth of crazy curls. “So, you see, I’ve been seeing this broad. Lumpy Lulu, I call her, ‘cause, well, she’s lumpy.”

The man laughed at his own “joke.” 

“I’m kinda impulsive,” he continued. “I just jump into things I shouldn’t. That’s how it’s been with Lulu. Been stringing her along for two years now.”

After the old-fashioned was set on the wooden table, Harrison took a long drink, savoring its blended flavor as it burned down his throat. 

Now fortified, he asked, “What do you think I can help you with, Aldwin?”

“I need advice, Doc. I don’t know what to do. Lulu, she put the screws in. Said it was time to take the next step or she would walk.” Raider held out his effeminate hands, palms up. “So, I tell you, I said yes to the wedding, but now I want out. I don’t want to be seen as the bad guy here, with her family and mine, but, Doc, I feel like I’m suffocating.”  

He banged his fists on the mahogany table. “It comes to this, either I go through with the wedding and have my spirit die a little every day or I cut the cord two weeks from the ceremony and go on to live a happier life. I don’t know what to do. Whadda you think?”

I think you’re a drama queen.

But that was neither here nor there. Any way a person looked at this, he would have to say that this Lulu was better off without her reluctant fiancé.

Harrison set down his drink. “Perhaps this sounds harsh, but relationships do end. It’s a fact of life. Since you’re determined to end this, Aldwin, you need to discuss your change of heart with Lulu. Do it ASAP. The wedding plans can still be cancelled without too much hassle. It’s more considerate ending it ASAP than ending it on the wedding day. Take the pain now instead of regretting it forever, which would, of course, make you both miserable.” 

Picking up the drink again, Harrison let the remaining liquid slip down his throat. “You have to be considerate of her feelings, after all this is your choice, not hers.”

Okay, he filled his “counseling” square. Enough with the free advice. He was ready to move on.

He lifted his head in Raider’s direction. “What do you think about what I said?”

“Yeah! Yeah, I agree, Doc. I’m gonna do this. Lulu has to put on her big girl panties and lemme go. It’s for the best. Ha! Men weren’t meant to get tied to just one woman. How insane is that?”

Tied to just one woman. 

The man’s thoughtless phrase rang in Harrison’s head. How he’d wanted to be tied to just one woman. To Sedona and only Sedona.

Damn, the woman was still making him crazy even after four months. 

Raider signaled for another round. “You’re great, Doc. Thanks. It’s all gonna work out fine.”

For a moment Harrison heard music coming from one of the TV screens against the tavern’s walls. A lull in the conversations allowed the title words to drift over to the booth. The tune was, “Your Love Is Driving Me Crazy,” by rocker Sammy Hagar. 

Oh hell. No matter where, no matter what, he was always thinking about Sedona.

He shook his head. No. That was going to change in the New Year. That would be his New Year’s resolution. But for now, the important thing was that he had helped Aldwin Raider to realize he had to step up to the plate. To not marry his fiancée. To obtain his freedom. To allow both him and Lulu to get on with their lives.

And as for Harrison, he would concentrate on his job, on his career, and continue to be as successful as he had been in the past. Hell, right now, professionally, he had it made. He wasn’t going to allow so-called love or romance or anything in that department ruin his accomplishments. He would be taking his bestselling book’s advice to “Grow Into His Life”.
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Chapter One
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Thursday, December 26th, The Following Year

Luisa Perrine had come a long way in a year. Last December she’d learned—learned the hard way—that not only was her wedding, scheduled two weeks out, never going to happen, but that her slimeball fiancé had been having affairs during the entire time they’d been a couple.

She’d never known; she’d never suspected. Darn it all, she hated that she’d been so naïve.

His betrayal had thrown her into a downward spiral. She lost her job as producer for the Blogging For Books Radio Talk Show; she had to move out of her too-expensive Los Angeles apartment, and her lack of appetite caused her weight to plummet, down at least twenty-five pounds. 

Yep, she’d hit rock bottom. But now for the good news: she got to live rent-free with her sister Erin and hubby Will Ramos, and on occasion babysit her two young nephews. The twenty-five pound weight loss helped Luisa to be femininely curvy, not lumpy... to use her ex-fiancé’s repulsive word. And she now had a fantastic temporary opportunity to work as an assistant cruise director on a mega-large cruise ship, the Aurora Favonius. The ship’s upcoming weeklong cruise was to the Mexican Riviera, with ports of call in Puerto Vallarta and Cabo San Lucas. 

How exciting was that? Super exciting!

But what was even more exciting was that this particular voyage was to be a specialty cruise. A famous celebrity, Doctor Harrison, host of a popular call-in psychology show, would be featuring his talents using cruise guests as his audience. “Ask Doctor Harrison” segments would be taped, and then broadcast to the general public once the Aurora Favonius returned to Los Angeles. 

Luisa didn’t know much about the “Ask Doctor Harrison” show, although lots of her friends listened to it. Erin said she’d called in once with a question when she had an issue with her hubby working so late. Evidently, Doctor Harrison had saved the day. Plus, Erin’s best friend, Dottie, actually worked for Doctor Harrison as his radio producer. 

What a dream job! And, unexpectedly, there was a bonus post-Christmas present for Luisa: now she was getting to be his radio producer for this specialty cruise. 

Tucking a swimsuit along with a cover-up into her large suitcase, Luisa couldn’t help doing a little jig. Working as an assistant cruise director and taking on Dottie’s “Ask Doctor Harrison” responsibilities? Fabulous!

The reason for the open radio producer position was actually a happy one. A bombshell shocker for Dottie: a surprise marriage and now she was off on her honeymoon. Two weeks in New Zealand, so obviously there was no way she could board the ship and do her duties.

Dottie, bless her, had recommended Luisa to take the radio producer position.

A knock sounded on the bedroom door. “It’s me, Lu. Mind if I come in?”

Erin was the best sister ever. “Sure, I’m just finishing packing. Can you believe it? Who could have imagined that I’d be spending New Year’s in toasty climes? On a magnificent cruise ship? Hobnobbing with the rich and famous?” 

Her sister had four more years to Luisa’s twenty-six. Erin’s wavy hair was a gorgeous amber sunrise color as contrasted with Luisa’s light ash brown. Honestly, Erin had always been more attractive, and that had never bothered Luisa... until her fickle fiancé. But she had learned her lesson. 

Now she knew she had to occasionally gild the lily, so to speak. Her locks were now liberally streaked with a golden champagne glow, thanks to Franco, her hairdresser. Instead of pulling her hair back into a messy bun or ponytail, she arranged her thick hair loosely about her shoulders. She also resorted to makeup: her mossy green eyes were lined with Cleopatra kohl. Her lips puckered with coppery apricot. 

An obvious lipstick-on-the-pig situation. Not that she wanted to attract a man, but for her job, well, appearance was everything.

Sitting cross-legged on the bed, Erin extended her lower lip in a pout. “The boys and I are gonna miss you, Lu. Are you sure you’re gonna be okay with Hunky Harrison?” 

“Perfectly. And after all, Dottie highly recommends her boss, doesn’t she? If I happen to have a setback in love or lust, he’ll set me right.”

“Don’t laugh, Lu. Doctor Harrison is very knowledgeable. One of the best
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