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			Advance Praise for When You See It

			“Millions have seen the story on television about the man who became famous in death as Dirty John. The end of that story is as well documented as it is dramatic. This story, Tonia Bales’s story, fascinating and instructive, is about its beginnings. It is raw and real as Tonia takes the reader into what became a truly harrowing world, and then through it to a new understanding. Characters like Dirty John show up here and there and everywhere. Not often, perhaps, but often enough to make Tonia Bales required reading.”

			—Keith Morrison, Dateline NBC
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			Foreword

			by Laura Richards

			In America, four women are murdered by a former or current male partner a day (Rachel Louise Snyder, 2019).

			Globally, a woman is murdered every ten minutes by their intimate partner or family member (UN Report, 2024).

			The most dangerous place for a woman is in the home (UN Report, 2018).

			I first met Tonia in 2018. It was after the hit podcast Dirty John had dropped. The Bravo show of the same name—which became a Netflix sensation—was soon to premiere. We met for lunch in a restaurant overlooking the Hollywood Hills. Tonia shared with me that she had been to therapy and that she was glad she had done the work to deal with everything she had gone through with John. I was impressed. Tonia was eloquent and articulate, with a quiet strength, determination, and presence about her.

			I forewarned her, however, that she only knew what she knew, and that John Meehan was far more prolific and diabolical than even she suspected. I stated matter-of-factly that a deep-dive reinvestigation was needed—a psychological autopsy—to gain a true understanding of who John Meehan really was and how many people he had harmed. Debra Newell met John toward the end of his life, and by then he was an accomplished manipulator. But questions remained about his childhood: When did he start acting out and harming people? What was really going on in his family relationships, or with Tonia, his first wife of ten years? And what was he up to when he lived away from her? 

			Tonia bravely agreed to ask the tough questions in our investigative podcast, The First Wife: John Meehan’s Reign of Terror. Many people spoke out for the first time, including ex-girlfriends, family members, friends, and detectives. Tonia and our team made sense of all this new information in real time. You will learn much more in this book.

			It’s not been an easy journey for Tonia and her lovely daughters, Emily and Abby. Rather than protect the children from John, the family courts placed them further at risk and enabled his behavior. Currently, serial domestic abusers’ and stalkers’ histories are not routinely cross-referenced, and just like John, these men have free rein to terrorize multiple victims.

			What happened to Tonia could happen to anyone. Psychopaths don’t have two heads. They are the men that we date. They are charming, fun, and present as everything you want and need them to be—so much so that many, including those closest to us, also fall for their pathological lies and diabolical ruses. They are extremely manipulative and devious, and they are vengeful when crossed. Many do not survive them.

			Tonia did. She is one of the lucky ones. Tonia was determined to protect her children at all costs, and that intense fire, resilience, and power from deep within is the reason she is alive to tell you her story today.

			I truly admire Tonia’s strength, honesty, and mental fortitude. Sharing her story will help many understand coercive and controlling behavior and how psychopaths operate. Pay attention to the red flags.

		

	
		
			Man dies after being stabbed by woman he assaulted with knife, police say

			August 25, 2016, Daily Pilot

			 

			A man stabbed multiple times Saturday evening by a woman who police say he attacked with a knife on the roof of an apartment complex parking structure in Newport Beach has died, authorities said Thursday.

			Authorities identified the man as John Michael Meehan, 57, of Cathedral City.

			Police said the altercation began at about 5:30 p.m. Saturday when Meehan approached a woman atop the parking structure of the Coronado at Newport apartment complex in the 1900 block of Sherington Place and assaulted her with the knife. Police did not identify the woman but said she is a Newport Beach resident in her 20s.

			The woman suffered several lacerations before she grabbed the knife and stabbed Meehan several times, said Newport Beach police spokeswoman Jennifer Manzella.

			“There was no verbal altercation that preceded the activity,” Manzella said.

			Manzella said Meehan and the woman were not related by blood or romantically involved but had “an ongoing troubled relationship.”

			The woman was treated by paramedics and then taken to a hospital.

			Meehan was taken to Orange County Global Medical Center in Santa Ana, where he died of his injuries just after 10 p.m. Wednesday, authorities said.

		

	
		
			A Note for the Reader

			The time I spent with John Meehan—the man the world would come to know as “Dirty John”—spans decades. Our story involved multiple police agencies and detectives in several states. It even requires some understanding of laws and how they’ve changed over time, some knowledge of drug diversion, and the various names of commonly abused medications. Even though there are descriptions of important terms throughout the book, I wanted to provide a resource at the start of the book so that the reader would be able to quickly check a description or definition as needed to best understand the severity of what’s happening throughout the book.

			I hope you’ll refer back to this page as needed and even do your own research on how the important topics of coercive control and drug diversion develop over time.
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			People

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Abby

						
							
							Tonia and John’s youngest daughter

						
					

					
							
							Commander John Burke

						
							
							Worked with Detective Dennis Luken on the Warren County Drug Task Force (WCDT)

						
					

					
							
							Dan

						
							
							John’s brother, who died of an overdose

						
					

					
							
							Detective Dennis Luken

						
							
							Detective who investigated John (primarily drug offenses) from 2002 until John’s death

						
					

					
							
							Detective Julia Bowman

						
							
							Detective in Laguna Beach, California, who conducted the investigation into John (primarily stalking offenses) that resulted in his incarceration

						
					

					
							
							Detective Tim Parker

						
							
							Detective with the Springboro Police Department who worked with Tonia in Ohio from 2000 to 2002

						
					

					
							
							Donna

						
							
							John’s sister, who had the most contact with John over the years

						
					

					
							
							Dr. Bob

						
							
							Anesthesiologist in Michigan who was a friend of both John and Tonia but later became Tonia’s informant

						
					

					
							
							Elaine Jones

						
							
							Pharmacy board director who worked with the police to investigate John’s drug diversion

						
					

					
							
							Ellen

						
							
							Tonia’s attorney

						
					

					
							
							Emily 

						
							
							Tonia and John’s oldest daughter

						
					

					
							
							John and Lois Schikner

						
							
							Tonia’s neighbors in Ohio (John Schikner, often called Mr. Schikner, attended most of Tonia’s court appearances to offer support)

						
					

					
							
							Jordan

						
							
							John’s biological son

						
					

					
							
							Karen

						
							
							John’s sister

						
					

					
							
							Mark

						
							
							John’s anesthesia school classmate and confidant

						
					

					
							
							Meg

						
							
							John’s girlfriend, who worked with Detective Luken as an informant

						
					

					
							
							Michael

						
							
							John’s younger half-brother

						
					

					
							
							Warren County Drug Task Force (WCDT)

						
							
							Law enforcement unit focused on combating drug-related crimes and trafficking within Warren County, Ohio

						
					

				
			

			 

			Key Terms

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							coercive control

						
							
							A strategic pattern of behavior designed to exploit, control, create dependency, and dominate. The victim’s everyday existence is micromanaged and controlled by the abuser.

						
					

					
							
							CPO

						
							
							A civil protection order (CPO) is a court order that requires an individual to stay away from and have no contact with the party seeking the order.

						
					

					
							
							CRNAs

						
							
							Certified registered nurse anesthesiologists (CRNAs) are advanced-practice registered nurses who administer anesthesia both autonomously and in collaboration with a variety of health providers. The CRNA cares for patients of all acuity levels in every setting, including but not limited to surgical, obstetrical, diagnostic, therapeutic, and pain management.

						
					

					
							
							data mining

						
							
							The process of extracting personal information or insights from individuals’ answers to questions, with the intent to use that information against them later.

						
					

					
							
							gaslighting

						
							
							A manipulative technique where a person seeks to make someone doubt their own perception, memory, or reality.

						
					

					
							
							grey rocking

						
							
							The strategy of disengaging from manipulative or toxic individuals by becoming emotionally distant, unresponsive, and uninteresting, making it difficult for them to provoke a reaction or gain control.

						
					

					
							
							locum tenens

						
							
							A temporary professional, often in the medical field, who fills in for another employee during their absence or while a position is open.

						
					

					
							
							love bombing

						
							
							A manipulative tactic where someone overwhelms another with excessive attention, affection, and compliments to gain control or influence over them.

						
					

					
							
							narcissist

						
							
							An individual with a personality disorder characterized by an excessive sense of self-importance, a need for admiration, and a lack of empathy for others.

						
					

					
							
							psychopath

						
							
							Individuals with a personality disorder characterized as charming, deeply manipulative, motivated by power and control, who use coercive control, have no moral code, empathy, and are chameleon-esque pathological liars with prefrontal cortex and amygdala brain anomalies.

						
					

					
							
							sociopath

						
							
							An individual with a personality disorder marked by manipulative and self-focused actions, and while they do not believe the rules apply to them, they do have a moral code and can feel shame; their behaviors are typically a consequence of abuse or childhood trauma.

						
					

					
							
							stalking

						
							
							Repeated and unwanted attention, harassment, or surveillance of an individual that causes them fear or distress.

						
					

					
							
							TPO

						
							
							A temporary protective order (TPO) is a court order that provides immediate short-term protection to a person who is experiencing or is at risk of stalking, harassment, or other harm from another person. TPOs are sometimes called temporary restraining orders (TROs).

						
					

				
			

			 

			Drug Names & Medical Terminology

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Versed

						
							
							A fast-acting benzodiazepine medication commonly used to induce sedation, relieve anxiety, or as an anesthetic during medical procedures; generic name midazolam

						
					

					
							
							ampoules

						
							
							Small, sealed glass containers used to store and preserve single doses of injectable medications or chemicals

						
					

					
							
							fentanyl

						
							
							A synthetic opioid analgesic that is used to treat severe pain, during or after surgery, and carries a high risk of overdose when used improperly; trade name Sublimaze

						
					

					
							
							Foley bag

						
							
							A bag used to drain urine from the body when a person is unable to urinate on their own

						
					

					
							
							ketamine

						
							
							A dissociative anesthetic used medically for anesthesia, pain management, and treatment of severe depression and PTSD; it is also abused recreationally for its hallucinogenic and sedative effects; trade name Ketalar

						
					

					
							
							Narcan

						
							
							A drug used to reverse the effects of narcotics like fentanyl; generic name flumazenil

						
					

					
							
							Norcuron

						
							
							A non-depolarizing muscle relaxant used in anesthesia to induce muscle paralysis during surgery or mechanical ventilation; generic name vecuronium

						
					

					
							
							nordiazepam

						
							
							A metabolite of diazepam (Valium) that has sedative, anxiolytic, and muscle relaxant properties; often used to treat anxiety, insomnia, and muscle spasms

						
					

					
							
							succinylcholine

						
							
							A fast-acting depolarizing muscle relaxant used in anesthesia to induce temporary paralysis, typically for intubation during surgery; trade name Anectine

						
					

				
			

			 

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			When You Know Before You Know

			When it happens, Tonia, and you see it in your eye, you remember it was me.

			—John Meehan to Tonia Meehan, 2000

			I jumped at the shrill ring of our kitchen phone. Having made it through another long day as a nurse anesthetist, I was home and looking forward to seeing my husband in just a few hours. Both in the medical field—he was studying to be a nurse—it was nice to have a partner who understood my commitment to patients and the toll that work sometimes took on our lives.

			In addition to having put in a hard day of work, I was also managing an intense feeling of worry that afternoon. My grandmother hadn’t been well, and I was preoccupied thinking about her. But the ringing phone brought me back to reality—in fact, though I didn’t realize it at the time, it was an introduction to a new reality I hadn’t been expecting.

			In 1993, John and I had been married for a few years. I had a full-time job, and he was a full-time student. We had a house that kept us busy with home improvements we’d tackle together. And John loved seeing movies. It seemed like we had to see every movie that came out. Truly, I was glad to join him. What loving wife isn’t willing to tag along and enjoy the small things that make her partner happy? We’d have dinner and hang out, talking about our day and our future, just like any newly married couple.

			Despite our busy lives, we made time to be together. I assumed that night would be like so many others we had experienced as a married couple, but the phone call changed our plans dramatically.

			“Hi, is John there?” a chipper voice asked, after I’d nabbed the phone off the hook and said hello.

			“No. He’s not available. Can I take a message?”

			Disappointment in her voice, the woman asked me if I was John’s sister. “No. This is his wife.”

			Sometimes you know before you know that something is wrong, and this was one of those times. A heavy pause followed, before her stuttering response filled the line.

			Growing impatient, I interrupted: “What?”

			She eventually managed to tell me her name and that she and John had a mutual friend he was in nursing school with. They had met the night before. John had shared that he lived with his sister and his dying father.

			With growing concern, I waited for her to continue. I had a vague recollection that John had made plans to go out with friends the previous night. I thought they may have been studying. I hadn’t really been paying that much attention when John had told me, but it wasn’t anything out of the ordinary for nursing students. So far, I couldn’t see where she was going with this or why she seemed so upset.

			Eventually, she blurted out, “I slept with John last night. I didn’t know he was married. I think you’re married to a con man.”

			I’ve lost count of the number of times I’ve shared this story. I told a close friend that same day, a therapist years later, and eventually reporters, podcasters, and TV show hosts. I can remember answering the phone and our first few exchanges. After that, I can only remember bits and pieces.

			She said she and John had gone out. She told me they had sex. For reasons I will never know, he gave her our home phone number before he left. Before the conversation ended, I asked if he had worn a condom. 

			“No,” she replied flatly.

			She gave me her name and phone number, and I wrote it down—twice. I planned to give one copy to John, but I hid the other copy in an anesthesia book—page 226, because my birthday is February 26, and I knew I wouldn’t forget where I tucked it. Now I realize that this may have been one of the first steps I took to document and uncover John’s lies.

			I must have continued to respond to her, but the details of that conversation have always been hazy. This was so upsetting and unexpected that I must have gone into shock. I know I kept talking. And I do remember being gracious to her, because—over the decades that John’s lies have come to light—I’ve never felt anger toward any of the women caught up in his deceit. Other than that, I can barely remember the details of what happened.

			I have no memory of how our conversation ended, but when I hung up the phone, my first impulse was to call a divorce attorney. It was the ’90s, so this meant hauling out the Yellow Pages and flipping through pages and pages of “Do you need a lawyer?” and “Divorce Attorney/Reasonable Fees” advertisements. I dialed one after the other, but it was so late in the day every office was closed.

			Defeated, I called a friend and fellow nurse anesthetist who had been through a similar situation for advice. As we talked, I realized the enormity of what I had just learned. I told my friend I didn’t think I could go to work the next day. Thankfully, she took care of letting my employer know.

			I sat back down at the kitchen table and waited for John to come home.

			When he arrived, he glided through the kitchen without a care in the world. With a knot in my stomach, I passed the name and number of the woman who had called just a few hours before across the table.

			“Someone called for you,” I said, in as calm a voice as I could muster.

			I stared at John, looking for any kind of reaction that might indicate guilt—anything that would confirm that what this woman had said was true. But his expression didn’t change. He picked the piece of paper up as if it were nothing, said, “Okay, thanks,” and started to leave the room.

			“Who is she?” I called after him, still trying to steady my voice, not yet ready to tip my hand.

			“Just a classmate,” he called back. 

			“That’s not what she said,” I said flatly.

			Now more wary, he returned to the kitchen and asked what I meant.

			“She said the two of you slept together last night.” There it was. I had finally said it. Now we couldn’t go back. Now, I couldn’t pretend this wasn’t happening.

			“Well, that’s not true,” he said, barely suppressing a laugh.

			Again, when I think back on this moment, the details are so faint. When I didn’t laugh with him, I remember him looking flustered and denying the affair. John muttered that he needed to take a walk and bolted out the door without giving me even a moment to process that he was leaving.

			I was surprised that he would leave in the middle of such an important conversation, but I was so shocked that I didn’t say anything. I just let him leave. And then, after about twenty minutes had passed, I realized what had happened.

			I grabbed my keys and took off after him.

			After driving around in a fog for half an hour, I gave up and returned home.

			Where could he have gone? We lived in a small, suburban neighborhood, and he had left on foot. I couldn’t understand why I hadn’t seen him. But I didn’t have much time to wonder, because John came back home, and this time, he had a story to tell.

			His demeanor had changed dramatically. He seemed incredibly sad when he took my hand and led me back to the table. He said I needed to sit down. He said there were some things he needed to tell me.

			We sat at the kitchen table, and a tearful John started by telling me that what this woman had told me wasn’t true. He then told me that, when he was a boy, his brother and a friend had abused him. Confused, I asked John what he was talking about—and what this had to do with the woman who had called earlier.

			John ignored my question and talked more about the abuse—something he had never even hinted at before. He implied that the abuse was sexual, but he never specifically told me what had happened. My head was spinning. I knew it was important to let him talk, and so even though I was overwhelmed by the events of the last few hours—and now this startling new information—I patiently listened to what he chose to share. It didn’t feel right to ask questions, but he wasn’t really making much sense.

			I did what I could, and after I consoled John, not thinking he would lie about something like this, I waited for him to connect the dots to the phone call earlier that day. He still hadn’t told me what had happened with the woman he had gone out with last night. With some prodding, he went on to say that he had made an unflattering comment about one of the women gaining weight and that it pissed his classmates off. He explained that they were just getting back at him and that they had made it all up.

			John knew exactly what to say to me and how to say it. He was so distraught that my empathetic nature kicked into overdrive. Assuming he wouldn’t make up such a terrible story about his brother, I was suddenly focused on what to do for John—poor John, a victim of childhood abuse. I had known John for five years at that point and couldn’t understand why he had never mentioned this. And I felt so much empathy for him because I imagined that he had held this terrible secret for such a long time.

			It was late and it had been an emotional day, so we went to bed early. Drifting off to sleep, I was still trying to process the events of the day. By morning, I had a plan, and I shared it with John.

			First, he had to see a counselor. I wanted John to get the help he needed, and I knew it had to be from a professional. I would go with him because this had impacted our marriage, and I saw it as an act of love and solidarity. I was going to be the support John needed at home, and I was going to make sure he got the professional help he needed.

			Second, he needed to get rid of his pager. This was before everyone was carrying cell phones, but I still couldn’t think of a good reason John would need to carry a pager as a nursing student. After learning more about who John really was, and considering how pagers were used at the time, I think part of the appeal for him was a feeling of importance. Important people who needed to be available at a moment’s notice had pagers. That’s how John wanted people to see him. Or maybe his pager was how he kept in touch with the multiple women I would eventually learn he was having affairs with. Maybe giving that one woman our home phone number was a simple mistake, and he usually gave out his pager number. I’m not sure what it was about his pager that bothered me at the time, but I knew he didn’t need it, and I had hoped not having it would help him stay focused on his schooling and our marriage.

			The third thing I told John was that he needed to wear his wedding ring. John had stopped wearing his ring because it would get scuffed up when he lifted weights. While that was obviously disappointing to me, I hadn’t ever pressed the issue—but that phone call was the perfect opportunity for me to be honest about how it made me feel.

			John agreed to all three new demands, and that made me feel a little better. Once we returned to our busy lives, he only honored one of the requests I made—wearing his ring. My grandmother passed away just a few days after our conversation, and then we were swept up in family and feelings. Our relationship still felt new, and I loved my husband. I had faith it would all work out.

			As I sat at that kitchen table with John, I didn’t know he was a psychopath. 

			Almost twenty years later, I would learn about what that really meant—that John was a psychopath. It’s not a term used lightly, or to casually describe a person who just makes choices that hurt other people. Psychopaths are chameleon-esque and morally bankrupt. They operate without empathy for others and hurt people without remorse. They seem perfectly normal—even charming—to most people and usually lead perfectly normal lives. To encounter a true psychopath is terrifying.

			I had no way of knowing that our marriage would end in a vicious custody battle. I didn’t know he was a drug addict working his way into the medical field so that he could more easily divert prescription medications. And I certainly had no way of knowing that, in 2016, I’d receive an alert on my phone telling me he had been killed by a woman he had attacked in broad daylight in Newport Beach, California.

			 

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Better Days

			He knew what he was looking for…he was pushing the boundaries right from the start with you. Compliance testing, as I like to call it. Little things, like not taking no for an answer.

			—Laura Richards, The First Wife podcast

			In December of 1988, I was working the second shift at St. Elizabeth’s Medical Center in Dayton, Ohio, with my amazing friends and coworkers Sara, Terry, and Chris. Because of the work we did, it was difficult to just clock out and go home. We spent our evenings responding to traumas, operating in high-stress situations, saving lives when we could, and finding ways to cope when we couldn’t.

			After one of these intense shifts, Terry suggested we check out a new spot we hadn’t been to—Shooter’s—where we could dance and blow off some steam. I really didn’t think that was the energy we were looking for that night, but my friends convinced me. Terry told me it was no big deal—if we didn’t like it, we could go somewhere else. A drink and some dancing weren’t a bad idea after the night we’d had.

			When I walked into that bar, I felt good. I wasn’t in a relationship—in fact, I had recently broken up with a long-time boyfriend. And I had just had a rhinoplasty a few months earlier. I had been teased about my nose for my entire life and was enjoying the boost of confidence that came with my new look. I was surrounded by friends and family who loved me, and I had so much happening in my professional life. I had been admitted to a highly competitive anesthesia program and was focused on where my career was heading.

			I was engrossed in conversation with my friends, swapping stories and feeling the slow unwinding of our chaotic day. The place wasn’t too shady, and the music was good, so we stayed. At one point, I left the group to find the restroom and was stopped by two guys on the way. Jeff, I would later learn, was quite smitten with my coworker Sara, though she wasn’t interested in him at all. John, his friend, had set his sights on me.

			Decades later I talked to Laura Richards, a criminal behavioral analyst, and asked her opinion on why John pursued me. Of all the women in the bar, what was it about me that stood out?

			“You did fit the profile of what John was looking for. He loved what you represented,” Laura explained. “You were a nurse. You were in the caring profession. You like looking after people. You’re empathetic. You’re loyal and responsible. You put others’ needs before your own. He knew that from the first conversation with you.”

			Thinking back to what happened the night I met John, Laura’s explanation did make sense. I had to walk past John to get to the bathroom—that part of our encounter was chance, though I’m sure John chose that location intentionally. In retrospect, it seems they were perfectly positioned to stop women all night. He’d want to maximize the chances he’d have to speak to as many women as possible when they would most likely be alone, distracted, and unsuspecting.

			When I passed John, he called out to me to grab my attention and we chatted briefly.

			The casual atmosphere and jovial tone in his voice made replying easy, but I honestly didn’t think much about our first interaction. I hadn’t noticed him in the bar earlier. I wasn’t thunderstruck when we made eye contact. He just seemed like a friendly guy making conversation.

			That quick interaction told John enough of what he needed to know. My willingness to engage with him and my quick smile likely inspired him to try to get my attention again when, as he could easily anticipate, I had to walk past him to return to my group of friends.

			Engaging me, he asked where I worked. When I told him, he said he and his friend had been talking to another nurse earlier. This was, of course, my friend Sara. It was a tiny thread, but it was enough to keep our conversation going, so I stopped to chat with him. And in hindsight this was the moment that changed the course of my life forever.

			We talked for a while at the bar and danced—still nothing unusual about the evening or our conversation. I do remember a conversation with him at one point that, at the time, seemed meaningless but would later be one of many clues about the deceptive lifestyle he was leading.

			Eventually, he needed another drink. Carded by the server, he had removed his license from his wallet, and I playfully grabbed it from him. I immediately noticed that his birth date indicated he was older than twenty-four—the age he had just told me he was. Puzzled, I asked him about the discrepancy.

			“Oh, I altered my birth date for my license so that I could get into bars before I was twenty-one. I’ve really got to get it changed.” He wasn’t even phased by my question. His confidence, in combination with the fact that I was certainly aware of people using fake IDs, caused me to breeze right past this weird little inconsistency. Plus, why would he lie about his age?

			The night wore on, and Jeff, John’s ride that evening, was ready to leave. I thought John would take off, too, but he surprised me. He said he wanted to stay. He wanted to keep talking to me.

			He asked me to drive him home, and I quickly said no. Having fun with someone you’ve just met at a bar is one thing—driving them home is another. But John was skilled at pushing boundaries right from the start. He pleaded with me to give him a ride in a playful and flattering way. Rejection was hard for me in normal circumstances, but in this case, I also felt awkward. I think it was because I was young and had limited experience standing firm in my decisions that he was eventually successful in convincing me. I distinctly remember not wanting to give him a ride home, but it felt too uncomfortable to say no.

			As we talked, I learned that John and I had more in common than I realized. I told him I was working as a surgical nurse. He shared that he was working in a cath lab as a technician. We were able to talk a bit about working in the medical field. He was so impressed with my career path, and it felt good hearing this stranger share how much he respected the work I was doing. He also told me that he was studying law at the University of Dayton. This was impressive, of course, and not surprising. John was well-spoken and seemed intelligent. We had already talked about our shared interest in learning and how we valued education, so his pursuit of a law degree made perfect sense.

			In the parking lot, we said goodnight to my friends. I would later learn that Terry had an uneasy feeling about me leaving with John, but my other friends downplayed his concerns. They convinced him he had nothing to worry about, so he didn’t say anything, and I drove John back to the small house he was renting in a student-housing area known as the UD ghetto. John invited me in and, again, after some resistance, I agreed. I really wanted to go home. I had no intention of anything other than dropping John off, but there was something energizing about our meeting. 

			His obvious interest in me felt good, even if I wasn’t entirely sure how I felt about him. He walked me through his cramped house, still chatting animatedly. He was charming, and we were having fun. He picked up a Nerf basketball and challenged me to a game, referencing the small hoop hanging over the door. While we played and laughed, our physical contact increased, both in frequency and intensity. Before long, the basketball game was forgotten, and we were kissing.

			I spent the night with John—a man I had just met. I had never done anything like that before, and the next morning I was overwhelmed with feelings of confusion, regret, and embarrassment. John had given me his number, but when I went to work the next day, I thought the best approach would be to just forget it ever happened. It was one night. I regretted it. Maybe I could learn from it. But I certainly wasn’t going to let it derail me from my career goals. I was moving to Cincinnati in a month, and my sights were set on advancing my education. I hadn’t given John my phone number, so I had no expectation that we would ever cross paths again. It was 1988, so people weren’t as easy to find as they are today. But John knew where I worked and, to my surprise, I received an overhead page for a phone call at the hospital the next day.
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