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This is for my sisters, Kathy, Susan, Theresa, and Denise. All of us suffer
from wounds in our past, some of them inflicted by others and some of them
inflicted by ourselves. Thanks for always being there no matter what. You are
the best!

CHAPTER 1

M

isty, grey clouds drizzled rain onto the blue-grey
stucco of the small clinic and dotted the dirty, pock‐
marked sidewalk in front of Rachel Cullen’s car. Even the doors on
the nine small offices were grey. The lack of color matched her mood
—no contrast, no feeling, just grey. It was her last time meeting with
Dr. Patterson. She should be happy. She’d been fighting the coun‐
seling every step of the way during the last six months. Now she’d be
free of these weekly visits.
Rachel was stronger now. She no longer jumped at shadows and
her nightmares had stopped—well, maybe not stopped. Lessened. The
dreams that used to haunt her every night now only appeared once
every three or four weeks.
She took a deep breath and held it while she applied a gloss and
rubbed her lips together. She let out her breath. Stuffing the tube back
into her purse, she swore at the snap that wouldn’t close. You can do
this! You’re not going to let that bastard control your life any longer! The
snap finally caught. Now she just needed to get out of the car.
Her hands shook as she unlocked the door. She swung her legs
from beneath the steering wheel and placed both feet on the ground
with a splash, her shoes immediately drenched by the puddle she
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hadn’t seen. “Cach,” she swore again. It must be a sign—a sign that this
session was not going to go well.
Rachel stood tall, pressed down the lock, and slammed the car
door shut. She stepped up to the building and followed the short path
to suite 109, her shoes squishing with each step. Taking a deep breath
she flipped her handbag over her right shoulder to bounce on her hip.
She was ready to finally put the past behind her.
As she reached for the handle, the door opened and a little girl
rushed out, maybe six or seven years old, with beautiful long blond
hair caught up in a blue denim bow. She ran to a light blue sedan next
to Rachel’s and giggled as she skipped through puddles circling the
car. Rachel couldn’t help but smile at the child’s carefree innocence.
After three circles, the girl stopped at the back end of the car,
cocked her head and waved two fingers at her. “Hi.”
“Um, hi.” Rachel raised her hand and waved back. “Did you forget
somebody? Your mommy maybe?”
“Claire, I told you to stay close.”
At the sound of the tenor voice beside her, Rachel started. A man
three to four inches taller than her had stepped out. In one hand he
held several colorful ribbons attached to a bright pink, heart-shaped
helium balloon that read Happy Birthday. He looked toward the car
where the child was still giggling.
The little girl raced back. Skidding to a stop in front of Rachel,
they bumped and Rachel teetered slightly toward the wall.
“Careful there.” A weathered hand reached toward her and
wrapped around her elbow. His touch was softer than she expected,
but her knees still locked, ready to spring if she needed to move fast.
He held her up with one hand. Deep brown eyes, emphasized by his
full head of short, wavy blonde hair, looked at her then turned toward
the girl.”
“Apologize, Claire. You almost knocked her over.”
“I’m sorry.” A small hand lifted to touch her other arm.
“That’s okay. Really. I should have been paying more attention.”
Rachel smiled and pointed to the balloon. “Latha breith.”
“Excuse me?”
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“Oh, I…” She had lapsed into Gaelic. Something she hadn’t done in
public since Kavan left her almost three years ago. “I said ‘Happy
Birthday.’”
The man looked at his daughter and his smile reached his eyes,
sending a tingle along Rachel’s spine. What she would give for a man
to smile like that when he thought of her.
She bent to the little girl dancing in circles near the door. “How
old are you?”
“Six. I get to go to first grade this year.” The little girl looked up as
Rachel straightened again. “You’re pretty, like my mommy. But you
talk funny.”
Rachel laughed. You could always count on children to be straight.
“Scottish or Irish?” the man asked.
“Scottish. Dunoon. It’s a little town on the Firth of Clyde.” Rachel
concentrated on not moving, avoiding the continued squish of
her shoes.
“I thought I detected a slight accent, but it’s not a full brogue.”
“I’ve worked hard to lose it. To make myself understood.”
The little girl pulled on her father’s hand. “Can we go now? I’m
ready for my cake.” She jumped off the curb, making a big splash and
then stood next to the passenger door of the car, her eyes wide. The
man laughed and waggled a finger in his daughter’s direction.
“She’s darling.” Rachel said to the back of his head. She didn’t want
them to leave. She’d much rather go celebrate a birthday with this
happy family than walk into that office one more time.
“Daddy, hurry. I’m starving.” The little girl’s tiny hand rubbed at
her stomach dramatically.
With another laugh, the man turned to Rachel. “I can’t keep a
starving child waiting now, can I?” He took a step away then turned
back. “Dr. Patterson is really good. Don’t be afraid.”
“I, uh…” Rachel flushed that a stranger would know the purpose of
her visit. Of course, they must have just left Dr. Patterson’s office. Was
it the child or the man who needed help? Or both?
She watched the man all the way to his car. She liked the way he
walked, his stride confident, purposeful. He thumbed the lock on a
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keychain and opened the car door. The little girl jumped into the seat
and said something that made him laugh. He pointed inside and the
girl immediately grabbed the seat belt to secure it. He turned his head
toward Rachel as he closed the passenger door. “Have a nice day.” He
threw the words over his shoulder as he rounded the car to the
driver’s side, the balloon gaily swaying above his head, adding the
only bright spot of color to the grey day.
She watched them drive away until their bright happiness had
disappeared from view. Her eyes misted. She angrily rubbed the back
of her hand across them. For a moment she’d imagined herself as part
of that happy family—a woman out to enjoy a birthday celebration
with her daughter and the man who loved her. Evidently, even this
happy family had problems.
Resolute, she turned back to the door in front of her and entered.
After Kavan had divorced her, she had rid herself of loyalty to any
man. Now she needed to rid herself of one last nightmare.

R ACHEL CROSSED her arms in front of her and looked down. Why was
this still so damn hard?
Dr. Patterson waited patiently for an answer.
"I try not to think about it much. I’m tired of this hanging over my
head. I’m ready for it to just go away and forget about it."
"Is that why you've seen me every week for six months? Because
forgetting is so easy?”
Rachel clenched her teeth and stared, unblinking, at the therapist.
"It might have been easy if you hadn’t forced me to talk about it every
week, relive every moment, talk about how I felt. I wanted to just
forget it and get on with my life, but you made me think about it all
the time. I’m glad this is the last session.”
“You’re using anger as a shield.”
Her fist hit the arms of her chair. "Well, it’s a hell of a lot better
than crying all the time.”
Dr. Patterson leaned forward. “Every emotion is viable as part of
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your healing. If you want to be angry on our last day, that’s fine
with me.”
Rachel shifted uncomfortably in her seat. Dr. Patterson always saw
through her attempts not to deal with her feelings. But she was scared.
Really scared.
Not scared to talk about the rape. She’d done that a million times
too many already. No. She was scared that this was the last time she
could count on her once a week visits. Though she’d fought the
revealed intimacies every week, she had also come to rely on them.
Sometimes the only thing that got her through a week of walking on
eggshells with her friends, or avoiding every man who looked at her,
was knowing that Tuesday would come and Dr. Patterson would be
there to debrief. Now she was supposed to have the skills to handle it
on her own.
Rachel sighed. Fear never got her anywhere. “I’m fine. It’ll be hard,
but I’ll be fine. When things get bad, I always have my music.”
"Speaking of your music, it's interesting that you’ve let your rela‐
tionship with Michele lapse, and have withdrawn from the other two
adults in your band. Kat is the only one you’ve let inside your heart.”
Rachel shrugged. "I’m just not comfortable with the looks all
the time."
"Looks?"
“Yeah, like I have an incurable disease and they have to be careful
around me because they might catch it.”
“Do you think being a rape victim is a disease?”
“No. Yes. I don’t know. I just get tired of being the one everyone
feels sorry for. It’s like I burst the bubble of a world filled with love,
and they still want to hang onto it and I don’t. So…”
“And Kat doesn’t make you feel this way?”
“She’s just a teenager. She truly believes that love will heal every‐
thing, and she never looks at me like it won’t happen for me."
“Do you believe it will happen for you?”
Rachel remained silent. Dr. Patterson had maneuvered her back to
the painful subject—the one she would probably never resolve. Maybe
it was that Kat still believed in true love for everyone that made her
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hang on. She wasn’t sure, but she didn’t want her last session to dwell
on this.
Dr. Patterson continued, "Michele was married at the end of your
tour last year, right? Only a couple of months after you were out of
the hospital.”
"Don't." Rachel curled her fingers into her palms until her nails bit
into the flesh. Even a small physical pain helped keep the tears at bay.
Dr. Patterson’s gaze remained steady and she leaned forward.
“Don’t shut down, Rachel. Accepting Michele’s marriage is the only
way to re-establish the relationship you want with your friends. You
can do this.”
"No. I don’t want to talk about this. I do accept her marriage. I’m
happy for her. Really, I am.”
“You accept her marriage in your head, Rachel, but not in your
heart. Your heart is still hurting.”
Rachel flinched and backed into her chair as her breathing acceler‐
ated. She raised her chin. How dare Dr. Patterson assume she knew
what was in her heart. Did she think just because she’d been talking
for six months she could presume…
“My heart is just fine. It’s my head that’s screwed up. That’s what
you were supposed to fix.” Rachel stood. “And now our time is up and
it’s still not fixed. What does that say about your counseling abilities,
Dr. Patterson?”
Dr. Patterson sat back in her chair and sighed. “Back to anger? Or
can you admit to fear?”
Rachel willed her heart to slow as she paced behind her chair. Yes,
it was fear. Fear that Kat’s belief was based in the naiveté of youth,
fear that she’d never regain her strong friendship with her other band
mates, fear that she would always be jealous of Michele and her happy
married life, and fear of not having Dr. Patterson to force her to talk
about all this stuff.
In the face of all that fear, anger was her only defense. Maybe that
wasn’t so bad. At least she could function. At least she would be able
to walk out of here with her head high. She grasped the back of the
chair and leaned on it.
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“Look, I’m thirty-four, divorced, probably can’t ever have kids. Is it
any wonder I don’t believe in true love? So what? Not everyone finds
somebody to spend the rest of her life with. I’m okay with it. Really.
It’s time to move on.”
Dr. Patterson was noticeably silent. Rachel itched to fill the void.
She gestured with her palms out to the side and facing upward.
“Look, I’m fine.” She walked to the front of the chair. “You’ve really
helped me. I can see that. I’m good. Really.” She held out her hand to
Dr. Patterson, ready to shake and say good-bye.
Dr. Patterson leaned back in her chair and crossed one leg over the
other, relaxed. “We still have ten minutes, Rachel. No need to
rush out.”
Undecided, Rachel held her breath. She fiddled with the strap of
her purse and glanced toward the closed door. She looked back to Dr.
Patterson, still undisturbed in her chair, acting as if it didn’t matter
what Rachel chose at this moment. Was it really up to her to end this?
Rachel held out her hand again, “No. I’m good. Thanks for all
your help.”
Dr. Patterson smiled and rose. She took her hand and then pulled
her in for a hug. “You’ll make it, Rachel. There will be some bad times
and some good times, but you’ll make it. You’re strong. Just don’t give
up on your dreams.”
Rachel’s eyes misted. That was the problem. She’d already
given up.
Dr. Patterson stepped back. "If you find yourself giving up, or
something new comes up…like a man in your life…and the fear is
overwhelming, you can always come back to see me.”
Rachel snorted, but a soft laugh filled with trust followed. “Yeah,
like I’d let you into my sex life too.”
Dr. Patterson smiled. “Yes, your sex life and your love life.”
Rachel frowned. Some people just never believed her. Love was
not in the cards for her. She’d accepted it even before the rape. That’s
one thing that hadn’t changed.
"Strong women face their fears,” Dr. Patterson said. “They accept
the choices they’ve made and use them to gather more strength.”
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Rachel flinched. “Well, yeah. I’ll work on that. Thanks.”
She left the office as quickly as possible. It took all her concentra‐
tion not to run to her car.
Outside, the rain had cleared and it was a gloriously bright and
crisp February day. Typical Oregon as spring approached—mostly
rain, but then when you least expected it the sun shined clear and
bright, bathing the landscape with sparkles of light and shadow. She
shielded her eyes as she looked up at the sky and saw a rainbow in the
distance. Rachel laughed as she skirted the puddle next to her car and
climbed in. So much for believing in the weather signs. It was as if the
whole world was trying to change her mind.
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