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“The thing that scares you most is really what’s 
next for your souls evolution.” 

 
:Steven Pressfield: 

 
This book is dedicated to all of those who are 

ready to shed their secrets and shame and move 
into their true light.  
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Chapter One 
Media Station Arrival 

 
 
 
 

I remember the street being lined with 
protestors and supporters alike. One side 
was overcrowded with people who were 
against the idea of our relationship. Raising 
their fists in the air, screaming words of hate, 
and behaving erratically for reasons I still 
cannot fully understand. I scanned the 
crowd and came across the face of someone 
I thought I knew very well. The face 
belonged to a so-called man of God. This 
man of God would show his face every 
Sunday at church when I was a little girl. He 
use to sit right in the front row, raising his 
arms to the sermon of PEACE, yet was 
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standing there with the protestors begging 
that the law officials throw my ass back in 
jail.  
  

I couldn’t understand exactly what I 
had done wrong or why people were so 
enraged. To me, my choice to be with David 
really didn’t have anything to do with 
anyone else. Some people apparently 
thought differently. I wondered to myself, 
what in the world would cause so many 
people to gather outside of the media station 
that day? I mean what would cause so many 
people to stand outside to protest or support 
the lives of two people they barely even 
knew? 
 
 I felt like a celebrity, but I must admit 
that I did not like it one bit. Some people 
love to be in the limelight. They love having 
cameras shoved in their faces to record their 
every move. I on the other hand, did not. I 
was a rather private person who liked life to 
be nice and simple. I must have been a fool 
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to think that I could keep my relationship 
with David a secret forever. Certainly some 
prying personality would have gotten the 
secret out of us sooner or later. Looking 
back at all the events that took place I would 
have much rather had that prying 
personality get the info out of us than the 
actual way that it came out. Having your 
personal life exposed through peoples’ 
television and radio sets is no fun. Trust me. 
 
 After we went to trial there was nothing 
I could do to stop the information from 
spreading like wildfire. It seemed as if the 
entire town had seen at least one part of the 
trial. It was rather embarrassing to say the 
least. After David and I were released from 
prison some of our neighbors were still in 
disbelief. They would walk up to us on the 
street asking us if the rumors were true. It 
got really bad when some of our “not so 
nice” neighbors started leaving hate mail on 
our parents’ porches. I couldn’t understand 

13



why they thought they had the right to do 
such a thing.  
 
 When the media station called us to do 
the interview I didn’t hesitate. I was tired of 
people’s speculation. I just wanted to be able 
to tell my side of the story and leave it at 
that. So there I was, on my way to the media 
station to tell my side of the story and my 
feelings about the whole ordeal.  
 
 As we pulled up to the building, I 
noticed the police were doing a pretty good 
job with holding back the passionate 
protestors. I diverted my attention to the 
other side of the street where our supporters 
had gathered. Their yelling was more in 
unison than the individually, opinionated, 
protestors that gathered on the other side of 
the street.  
  

I caught a glimpse of some of our 
supporters’ faces. Some had tears in their 
eyes, some had smiles on their faces, and 
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some had the look of desperation. I could 
see that some of those people were fighting 
in their own lives to be heard and 
considered. They too wanted to be 
considered as a respectable part of society 
regardless of their lifestyles, sexual 
orientations, or ethnicities. A tattooed, 
pierced up, rocker type guy emerged from 
the swarm of people in just enough time to 
give us the thumbs up and then disappeared 
back into the crowd.  
  
 The entire journey down the street only 
lasted a couple of minutes but my mind had 
slowed it down enough for me to put it all 
into the proper perspective. It suddenly hit 
me that regardless of all the emotions that 
went into David and I making our very 
personal decision to stay together, people 
just wanted something to stand for or 
against. And that day, David and I were it.  
 
 The garage doors to the parking deck 
opened slowly. A couple of protestors 
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managed to hop the metal barricades to 
bang on the SUV’s windows. I was so 
startled that I jumped as the SUV sped up. I 
watched the doors to the parking deck close 
slowly behind us and I felt relieved. The 
driver pulled up to the guest entrance and 
dropped us off. A young girl in her early 
twenties (like David and I) greeted us and 
walked us through the building. What I 
would have done to switch lives with her 
that day. 
 
 We entered this narrow hallway and I 
could see partially into the room where the 
interview would be held. I could see the 
hustle and bustle of the staff preparing for 
the nation wide broadcast. Everyone seemed 
so frantic, yet amidst all of the confusion a 
smiling face moved into view. It was Mrs. 
May.  She was a no-bullshit, 
straightforward, attorney with a passion for 
underdogs. One of the most genuine and 
grounded people I had ever met.  
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The three of us had formed a strong 
bond during our heart-wrenching debacle 
they called a trial. She held our hands 
through the whole thing and there she was 
again offering her support. My heart filled 
with joy as she walked down the narrow 
hallway with her arms spread from wall to 
wall. I ran towards her and threw myself 
into her wings. She, like always, remained 
calm while I turned into a sobbing mess in 
her arms.  
 
 David came up behind me and rubbed 
my back, which offered some comfort. I 
slowly released Mrs. May from my grip and 
she turned towards David to clasp his face in 
her hands. She gave him a beautiful look. 
Like a mother would give to her son after 
telling him he could do no wrong.  
 
 I wondered what made her stick 
around. After they slammed down the gavel 
delivering the GUILTY verdict she could 
have just counted it as a loss and moved on, 
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but she didn’t. She remained active in 
reaching for an appeal. And when that 
didn’t work, she persistently encouraged us 
to write several letters to the White House 
asking for a presidential pardon.  
 
 Mrs. (Sweetheart) May I called her. She 
could have given up on us a long time ago 
but she vowed to see us free and she never 
gave up on her promise. She was the reason 
we were out of prison, in that hallway, in 
that media station, ready to pour our hearts 
out to the world. I had a very different 
opinion about lawyers before I met her. She 
helped me see that it wasn’t about the 
person’s job title at all. It was about their 
character and individuality.  
 
 She, of all people, taught me to believe 
in a saving grace. During our trial I actually 
started to believe that I was scum and that I 
didn’t belong on the earths surface. She 
lovingly reminded us that our hearts were 
pure and that she knew we weren’t meaning 
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any harm to any one. She reminded us that 
when people’s hearts are pure the grace of 
God always steps in. Go figure... she was 
right. One day after serving half of our five-
year sentences the president signed off on us 
being released from prison. It was one of the 
best moments in my entire life and I will 
never forget it.  
 
 The interview was another part of our 
journey that we had to get through. David’s 
reasons for agreeing to do the interview were 
a little different than mine. For David, the 
freedom-seeking human being that he is, it 
was about people being treated fairly, about 
them having a say-so in their own lives, and 
not having cold handcuffs slapped on them 
every time they colored outside of society’s 
lines.  
 

David believed strongly in people 
having the right to choose for themselves 
and not have society dictate by religious 
intimidate, judicial bullying, or social scare 
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tactics what path to happiness was right for 
them. He believed strongly in free will and if 
he made a mess of his life along the way, SO 
WHAT! It was his life to figure out.  
  

I chose to do the interview for a totally 
different reason. I did it to free myself from 
the shame of it all. I wanted to be able to 
look people in the eyes again and say, “Yes 
this is my lifestyle and I am not ashamed of 
it.” I needed to be able to lift the veil of 
secrecy. That is the intention I set forth 
before stepping foot into the media station to 
speak a word.  
 
 They broke up the heartfelt moment 
between David, Mrs. May, and I by 
hurriedly pointing us to different dressing 
rooms. I stood there confused for a moment, 
but then it became clear to me. This was top 
news, an exclusive, which would seal the fate 
of this struggling media station. Their 
ratings were low, their host’s ass was on the 
line, and they needed a good story. They 
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wanted the exclusive to be raw and 
uncanny. They could not have us sitting 
behind the same dressing room door 
rehearsing how we were going to tell our 
story. They needed real emotions, real 
responses, real pain, and they needed it to 
read particularly well on camera. As the 
doors were closing to each of our dressing 
rooms I felt a calm come over me. I knew at 
that moment everything was going to be 
alright.  
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Chapter Two 
You’re On 

 
 
 
 

After about twenty minutes of prep they 
knocked on the door for us to go onto the 
stage. We were shown to the area that we 
would be sitting. I knew that in order for us 
to get through the interview we would have 
to feed off of one another. My nervousness 
was evident as they hooked the microphone 
to the back of my pants and tested the 
sound. I could barely get the word hello out 
in two syllables. David on the other hand, 
passed his microphone check with flying 
colors. I looked him up and down and 
quickly adapted to his calming nature. I 
wondered to myself how in the world he 
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could be so cool and collected with what we 
were about to reveal to the nation.  
 
 As if our town, friends, and family 
knowing about it wasn’t enough... we decide 
to go on national TV to inform the rest of 
the nation. I wanted to say never mind and 
quietly slip out the door, but then I 
remembered the reason I agreed to be there, 
to set myself free. I had to do it for my own 
growth not for anyone else and there had to 
be some justice done for the way the news 
station tore us apart while reporting the 
details of our trial. 
 
 Our local news station would play bits 
and pieces of our trial, mixed with dramatic 
music, and very harsh comments about the 
mental instability of David and I. The way 
they chose to report the news infuriated 
some people and gave others a sense of pride 
in the judicial system. The bits and pieces 
that they chose to show were a scanty 
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rendition of the actual events that took 
place. I was not against the judicial system 
itself. It was originally set with good 
intentions.  
 

What I was against was the fickleness of 
the judge and jurors that sat there in front of 
David and I. That swore to have an 
unbiased opinion about our relationship. 
That swore to give us the right to a fair trial, 
but that had formed their verdicts before we 
even had a chance to speak. No matter if 
they swore or not, their own experiences and 
conditioning would and did play a role in 
them delivering the GUILTY verdict.  
 
 I remember the host of the show, Peter 
Smith, very well. He was medium build, had 
dark brown hair, and an amazing smile. He 
had to be in his late 30’s early 40’s and he 
was strikingly good looking. His looks alone 
should have sent the ratings through the roof 
but I guess it wasn’t enough to keep the 
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public interested. I remember him leaning 
into us to let us know the interview was 
going to be uncomfortable. Although he had 
sympathy for our privacy and our situation 
he had to give the people the interview they 
wanted to see. Which meant he had to dig 
through our past, ask uncomfortable 
questions, and get a bit out of line. I nodded 
my head to let him know I understood.  
 
 The room was not that large but the 
ceilings were high. They had cameramen 
ready to, on queue, zoom up in our face to 
catch our emotions. They had clips from our 
trial ready to, on queue, show up on the big 
television screen that was positioned directly 
behind us. I sat back in the huge dark green 
leather chair and folded my hands into my 
lap. I looked over to David who had cracked 
a smile as he looked down at the ground. I 
wanted to get in on the subtle yet intriguing 
action that was going on inside of his head.  
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When I inquired about the thought that 
caused such a lovely grin, he shrugged it off 
as if it were nothing. I needed something to 
ease my mind. And when David wouldn’t 
share his thoughts with me, I disappointedly 
shrunk back into my own thoughts. I noticed 
the pace in the room change as they handed 
Peter his interview cards and turned on the 
camera’s. I took a deep breath as I heard 
them say in a loud and commanding voice, 
“Get ready!” 

 
I didn’t really know the first thing to 

expect. I had imagined that it would be 
something like our trial, but with less people 
involved. Even though there were far less 
people in the studio than the courtroom, I 
figured Peter in a way would be channeling 
the energy of the people. I am sure he would 
ask how we could do such a thing? How we 
could even get together in the first place and 
after all of the punishment and disapproval 
we would have the audacity to stay together?  

27



The next thing I know, there was a huge 
light shining in my face and the producer 
yelled, “3...2...1... You’re on!” Peter put on 
this robotic posture and turned into a 
completely different person. He spoke very 
matter-of-factly as he introduced himself, the 
show title, and a bit of our background 
history. They showed a small clip from our 
trial and then Peter turned his attention to 
us.  
 

Segment One Of The Interview 
 

Peter:  So Megan and David, how are 
   you two today? 
 
Megan:  Nervous, I must admit. 
 
David:  I’m okay. I guess. 
 
Peter:  Thank you for being here today. 
 
Peter:  David you’re a handsome young man,  
   graduated with honors from high school, 
   charismatic and you Megan a beautiful 
   young woman, popular in high school, 
   who seems to have her head on straight. 
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   The two of you end up in the center of a 
   major controversial relationship. If you  
   had one word to describe the past 6 years 
   what would it be and why? 
 

David stepped up to take hold of the first 
question. 
 
 
David:  Humorous. He answered boldly.  
 
 

I heard the entire crew gasp. If you 
could have pictured how the mood shifted in 
that studio. The answer was startling to 
some yet intriguing to me. I would never 
have guessed that during a broadcast of an 
estimated 2.5 million viewers that my 
partner in crime would utter the word 
“humorous” from his mouth. Some of the 
people were already furious with the two of 
us and I knew that word would cause an 
even bigger uproar.  
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He was a liberal to say the least and he 
didn’t give a shit who was watching. He 
made it very clear just by speaking that one 
word. I guess he wanted to show how rude 
and inconsiderate it was to yell out an 
insincere comment when so many feelings 
were involved. He was giving the people a 
dose of their own medicine because they had 
yelled inconsiderate things to us for years. 
The entire studio crew held their breaths’ as 
he completed the answer to his question.  
 
David:  I say that because this whole thing is a  
   joke. I cannot understand for the likes of 
   me why so many of you would feel the  
   need to pry this deep into our personal 
   relationship? The trial, the conviction, the 
   angry protestors it’s quite humorous to 
   see.   
 
Peter:  Wow. Okay and you Megan, what’s your 
   word and why? 
 
Megan:  I would have to say disheartening. 
 
Peter:  Why so?  
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Megan:  Because I try to keep out of people’s   
   personal lives. I try to see everyone for the 
   beautiful human beings that they are and 
   I respect their choices. It just hurts me to 
   know that people cannot seem to see us in 
   that same respect. People are so cruel. 
 
Peter:  Megan, take us back to the first day that 

you met David. Do you recollect that 
day? 
 

Megan:  Yes, I remember it well. It felt like fate. I 
wouldn’t have even looked in his direction 
if a fire engine hadn’t went down the 
street. I noticed him out of the corner of 
my eye. His walk actually caught my 
attention. He was a ways ahead of me and 
on the opposite side of the street. He was 
wearing a hooded sweatshirt and he 
seemed to be bobbing his head to one of 
my favorite rock songs. I don’t know why, 
but he stood out amongst the crowd. A 
gentle breeze came by and blew my hair 
in my face and when I looked back in his 
direction he turned around and looked 
directly at me. It was like we were meant 
to see each other at that very moment.  

 
Peter:  And you David? How do you recall your 
   first encounter with Megan? 
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David:  I was... in fact, bobbing to one of her  
   favorite rock songs. I remember some- 
   thing kept telling me to turn around and 
   I listened. When I turned around I looked 
   right at her. She was beautiful. I know it  
   sounds cliché to say that she reminded me 
   of an angel but she did. As fate would  
   have it the don’t walk sign lit up on my  
   side of the street. She had enough time to 
   cross the street and meet up with me. I  
   smiled to her with quiet confidence. I  
   knew she was there for a reason, but I did 
   not know exactly what that reason was. 
   She must have gotten nervous because she 
   decided to walk across the crosswalk. I  
   noticed the idiot that sped through the  
   intersection’s yellow light . The nutcase 
   was headed right for her. I rushed across  
   the crosswalk and grabbed her. I threw us 
   both to the ground pretty hard. You  
   would think that we would have jumped  
   up and cursed the guy out for almost 

running her over, but we didn’t. I just 
helped her up and we stared into each  
others eyes. She smiled at me and I 
walked her to school. That’s how we met.  

 
 
Peter:  For those of you who are just tuning in 
   we have Megan and David. A young  
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   couple caught in the center of a contro- 
   versial relationship. We are going to get to 
   the details of the matter, but in order for  
   you to understand the story we have to  
   start from the beginning. Some of you  
   have just heard how these two met and 
   when we return we will discuss their  
   childhoods. We’ll be right back.  
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Chapter Three 
Childhood Memories 

 
 
 
 

As soon as the cameras went off Mrs. 
May rushed up to the set to let us know we 
were doing a good job. She told me that I 
needed to loosen up a bit because she could 
see the tension in my body language. I 
listened and took heed to every piece of 
advice that she gave me. The makeup artist 
and stage crew swarmed around us and kind 
of pushed Mrs. May back into the 
background.  

 
They were prepping us for the next 

segment of the show. The studio lights got 
dim and the big camera came back on. Mr. 
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Smith leaned in again to let us know that the 
segment was going to be more 
uncomfortable than the first because he was 
going to question our childhoods.  
 
 I wondered what made Mr. Smith reach 
out to make us feel comfortable? Was it for 
his own benefit or did he really genuinely 
care about us? It didn’t matter either way 
because for a moment or two it was 
soothing. If I had the choice to be 
improperly mishandled by some jerk host or 
seemingly properly handled and cared for by 
Mr. Smith I would certainly choose the 
latter. So I smiled and gave him credit for at 
least pretending to give a shit about us no 
matter what his underlying motives were.  
 
 The producer signaled to us that we 
were back on and Mr. Smith reintroduced 
himself and the show topic. After that he 
turned his attention back to David and I to 
continue the interview.  
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Segment Two Of The Interview 
 
Peter:  David how would you describe your 
   childhood? More directly how would 
   you describe your relationship with your 
   mother and father? 
 
David:  It was normal. My parents got married, 
   went through their ups and downs, but 
   we remained a family for the most part. 
   What do you want me to say? That I have 
   some deep seeded pain that caused my  
   relationship with Megan? I experienced  
   the same kind of childhood as a lot of  
   people. My dad was a bit of a drinker and 
   my mom was a devoted housewife slash 
   people pleaser. My dad didn’t appreciate 
   it all that much because from time to time 
   he would step out on her. My mom would  
   lock herself in the room and cry all night.  
   She thought I didn’t understand what was 
   going on but I did. She was determined  
   never to let me see her vulnerable. So we  
   went on living life the best way we knew  
   how. Smiling and sweeping stuff under  
   the rug. Other than that my parents tried  
   to be the best example of parents they  
   knew how to be.  
 
Peter:  Your father winded up committing  
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   suicide. Tell us a little bit about the facts 
   surrounding that. 
 
David:  Well my mom had always suspected that 
   he was cheating on her and she always let 
   it slide. Her doubts were confirmed when 
   she received a letter from his mistress with
   the details of their affair. Including the 
   fact that he had fathered another child. I 
   never seen my mom so upset in my life. I 
   mean she was furious and she confronted  
   him about it. She wasn’t even that upset 
   about the actual cheating. The thing that  
   really made her sick to her stomach was  
   the fact that he had a whole other life with 
   them. My father couldn’t take the shame  
   of what he had done and couldn’t even  
   think of my mother leaving him. My big 
   brute father was reduced to a weeping  
   mess that night and he couldn’t take it.  
   Liquored up and humiliated he wrote my 
   mom a note, kissed me on the forehead,  
   and stumbled out the door. That night he  
   drove his car off of a cliff.  
 
Peter:  I am so sorry to hear about that. Truly I  
   am. Megan I’m going to ask you the same 
   question. How about your relationship  
   with your mom and dad? 
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Megan:  My mom was somewhat of a drinker as  
   well. She was a bartender so it was easy 
   access for her. She would spend her days 
   serving the town liquor and spend her  
   nights partying it up with the same people 
   she served. I had to learn very quickly   
   how to take care of myself.  I remember 
   being home many nights holding her hair 
   back as she threw up. Or taking her heels  
   off and covering her up on the sofa after  
   her nights of partying. I was pretty much 
   a loner at home which is why I must have 
   grown pretty popular in school. Gotta 
   compensate somehow, right? I saw my  
   father once, and didn’t even know who he 
   was. He dropped my mom off and I  
   caught a glimpse of him out of my bed- 
   room window. That was the first and last 
   time I remember seeing him. He never 
   once again showed up after that. It was to 
   my understanding that, that was the night 
   he told my mom it was over and he was 
   going back to his wife. My mom came  
   home one night drunk as I don’t know 
   what. I could only make out four words 
   of her muffled drunken rant. She 
   said, “Your father is dead.” I didn’t shed 
   a tear. I didn’t even really ask about it. I 
   honestly didn’t know him that well to  
   even care. I just simply moved on.  

39



Peter:  So you didn’t feel any emotion from your 
   father's death? 
 
Megan:  No not really. There was a time when  
   people came to the house to console my   
   mother and me. She would break down 
   in tears and I would just sit there looking 
   at them. I am not heartless, I wanted to  
   feel something. I just didn’t know him 
   well enough to cry. I guess everyone 
   expected me to, but couldn’t blame me 
   if I didn’t. I was the secret child that no 
   one really wanted to talk about. So she 
   kept her relationship with him secret.  
   Only a couple of people knew about my 
   mom and him and I wasn’t one of them.  
 
 The entire studio was captivated by the 
story. There wasn’t a sound in the studio 
until Mr. Smith called the segment to a 
close. I felt so relieved to just get some of the 
stuff I was feeling off of my chest. I don’t 
know if Mr. Peter Smith knew what kind of 
angel he truly was.  
 

The crew frantically prepped for the 
next segment. I noticed the lighting crew 
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changing around the position of the lights. 
Instead of one bright light they added 
another. They moved mine and David’s 
chairs a few inches apart. You could actually 
see how they were trying to produce a 
different camera effect. It was interesting to 
me how them moving our chairs just a few 
inches apart caused me to feel extremely 
uncomfortable. I could tell that David must 
have felt some kind of way because he tried 
moving the chairs back together.  

 
When he tried to move them back 

together one of the crew members came 
over and abruptly told him to stop touching 
the set. David threw up his hands as if they 
were the police and got out of their way. Mr. 
Smith informed us that this would be the last 
segment. There would be no commercial 
breaks, no pauses, and it was going to be no 
holds barred. He wanted to prepare us 
because he was going to turn into devil’s 
advocate. That was fine. It couldn’t be any 

41



worse than our trial or any worse than the 
hundreds of hate letters we had received 
while in prison or any worse than the 
inconsiderate individuals that would pick 
through our trash cans trying to get any little 
piece of the story they could so that they 
could twist it out of shape. So I was ready.  

 
Every part of my life had been put into 

the spotlight in some way or another so this 
was somewhat of a relief for me. At least 
they asked us if we wanted to do this 
interview. All I could think about was setting 
myself free. And I knew that once this 
interview was over I did not have to speak 
about it publically ever again if I didn’t want 
to. It was really a defining moment in my 
life. I could say what I had to say during that 
45 minute time frame and never again care 
what anyone else’s opinion was about it.  
  

If anyone had any questions about my 
life or my choices after the interview I could 
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kindly refer them to the tape and walk on. 
So in a way Mr. Smith and the interview 
were a way for me to get out the hurt and 
pain that I was holding in for so long. It was 
completely liberating to know that after that 
day I would no longer have to walk around 
in shame or fear. I could step into the light 
and let the truth be shown.  
 

I could stand up tall knowing that no 
matter what other people said about me I 
had the courage to sit up there and do what 
a lot of people did not have the courage to 
do. I sat there and finally had my moment of 
amusement. I smiled to myself and let my 
shoulders slowly decline.  I felt an 
unspeakable sense of peace come over me 
and I knew the last segment would be 
perfect.  
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Chapter Four 
The Big Reveal 

 
 
 
 

Everything in the studio slowed down 
again. Much like the first day David and I 
met. I could see the final segment coming 
together. It was amazing to see the 
mechanics behind this working machine. I 
could see the big picture of it all and the 
basics of it at the same time. I could see Mr. 
Smith rub his head in anticipation for his 
fate. I could see the producer pointing her 
finger in anticipation of catching the right 
view. I wondered if anyone else could see the 
mechanics of this machine moving. 
Suddenly they weren’t just cameramen and 
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crewmembers. We were all part of a 
production.  
 
 If it weren’t David and I sitting up there 
it would have been someone else. If Mrs. 
May weren’t an advocate for us she would 
definitely be fighting for someone else’s 
cause. I could clearly see this picture was 
going to play out in one way or another. 
The only difference would maybe be the 
story line and the characters but the 
unfolding of it was evident to me. I could 
suddenly see how something so small had 
reached millions of viewers.  
 
 The slow motion of the picture that 
played in my head sped up as I came out of 
daydreaming and back to the set. I sat back 
with confidence knowing that it was my 
destiny to be right where I was during that 
period of my life. I had purposely placed 
myself in that seat, at that moment in time, 
to deliver a message to the masses that were 
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ready to hear it. It wasn’t about my 
relationship at all. It was about me showing 
people how to step out of their shame and 
into their light. And no matter how much 
adversity they faced, I was showing them 
that there was life after hurt and pain. So if I 
had to sit up there and sacrifice my privacy 
to start the movement of setting millions of 
others free then so be it.  
 
 As the cameras came back on I heard a 
clear voice say to me, “This is it.” It was my 
own voice, but sure and calm. Almost like I 
had been through this before in a past life or 
something. I don’t know where I got the 
strength to go on with the interview, but I 
felt a surge go through my spine that 
changed my posture completely. The 
producer yelled, “You’re on,” and Peter 
turned towards the camera.  
 

Segment Three Of The Interview 
 

Peter:  This will be our last segment here. We are  
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   going to talk about the sexually abused 
   past of Megan. We are going to speak  
   about the sexual intimacy between David 
   and Megan. We will speak some more  
   about their trial, the presidential pardon,  
   and the law that was changed in their  
   names. In this segment we will finally 
   reveal what all of the controversy is about. 
 
 Peter turned and directed the very first 
question at me.  
 
Peter:  Megan you were abused by your uncle 
   and a friend of the family when you were 
   younger, is that correct? 
 
Megan:  Yes, that is right. 
 
Peter:  Do you think that has anything to do  
   with your relationship with David? More 
   directly, do you think that the weird  
   relationship between you and your uncle 
   caused some confusion in your ability to 
   sense what kind of relationships were  
   appropriate? 
 
Megan:  No I do not believe that Mr. Smith. 
 
Peter:  So the two of you meet and become close 
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   friends? 
 
Megan:  Yes. 
 
Peter:  You fall in love with one another, start a  
   relationship, and don’t think anything of 
   it?  
 
Megan:  That’s correct. 
 
Peter:  You become sexually involved with one 

another. David actually broke your 
virginity, is that correct? 
 

Megan:  Yes, and I broke his as well.  
 
Peter:  David your mom comes home one day 
   very distraught. She was begging you to  
   forgive her for not telling you sooner. She 
   sits you down at the table and reveals to  
   you that Megan is your half sister. The  
   family that your father use to step out on 
   you for was her and her mother. What  
   was your reaction? 
 
David:  I was angry. I was shocked. I felt like I  
   had done something wrong. I felt really 
   bad. I knew I wanted to still be with her 
   but I had no idea how we could make  
   something like this work. I remember  
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   wondering why in the hell was this  
   happening to me? I had lost my father a 
   few years earlier, my mom turned into a 
   mess, and then to find out that the girl I  
   was madly in love with was my half sister, 
   it was devastating. On top of that my  
   mom revealed to me the true reason we 
   moved to the new town. She first told me 
   that we were moving to start a  new life.  
   It was all a lie. She uprooted us to un- 
   cover the secret that my father was trying 
   so desperately to hide. She wanted to see 
   the face of the other child he fathered. It  
   was too much to take in all at one time.  
 
Peter:  Megan, was it your mom who told you 
   about David and his mom as well? 
 
Megan:  Yes, but her delivery was not as nice. I  
   came home one night from being with  
   David. I walked in floating on cloud nine 
   because we had so much fun that night. I 
   remember my mom banging her cigarette 
   harder than ever before into the ashtray. 
   She had a bottle of vodka sitting next to  
   her on the table that was no surprise, but  
   I could not fathom what she was going to  
   say next. She looked directly at me with 
   disgust and told me that I had to stop  
   seeing David. I thought she was crazy 
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   for a moment and I chuckled a bit. When 
   I laughed she got pretty angry. 
 
Peter:   I’m sure she did. 
 
Megan:  Yup. She actually slammed the bottle of  
   vodka down on the dining room floor.  
   She screamed, “Got damn it! You have to 

stop seeing him. He’s your brother! David 
is your fathers son.” I had to sit down on 
the steps for a moment. I dug my hand 
into the bottom of my purse to grab the 
picture we had taken not too long ago. I 
should have seen it. Our eyes and hair 
were similar. Same color and texture. It 
never once crossed my mind to leave. I 

   just wondered how he would take the  
   news. I wanted to just hold him and I felt  
   closer to him in a way.  
 
Peter:  So they both break the news to you guys. 
   And even despite the information they  
   shared with you, the two of you make the 
   decision to stay together? 
 
Megan:  Yes.  
 
Peter:  The two of you even moved out into your  
   own apartment after high school. Did you 
   know at the time that what you were  
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   doing was illegal?  
David:  We knew it was morally unacceptable.  
   We did not know it was illegal. 
 
Peter:  Megan your mom actually is the one who 
   called the police on you to turn you in.  
   Take us back to the night you were  
   arrested. 
 
Megan:  Yes, my mom called the cops on us and 
   turned us in. I remember laying in the  
   bed next to David and I caught a glimpse 
   of the red and blue lights on our bedroom 
   wall. I saw the shadows of the cops walk- 
   ing past the window. When our doorbell 
   rang I swear my heart stopped.  
 
Peter:  Did you have an idea of what they were 
   there for? 
 
Megan:   Not really. I knew it could not have been  
   anything good. It was 2 am. The first  
   thought that crossed my mind was that 
   something happened to my mother.  
 
Peter:  David you get up to answer the door.  
   What did you think when you saw two 
   police officers standing there with their 
   hands on their holsters? 
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David:  Oh, I thought for sure they must have had 
   the wrong house until they asked my  
   name. Once I confirmed who I was they 
   threw handcuffs on me and went into the 
   room to get Megan. She was more frantic 
   and panicked than I was. She kept asking 
   a lot of questions, but they just read us our 
   rights and threw us into the squad car.  
   After a few minutes of them speaking out- 
   side of the car they opened the door and 
   told us that we were being arrested for.  
   Incest. I just couldn’t believe it. 
 
Peter:  What happened next? 
 
David:  I just hung my head and gave up.  
 
Peter:   What do you mean you gave up? 
 
David:  I just didn’t feel like fighting the cops too. 
   We had tried so hard to justify why we  
   chose to stay together to our families, but 
   they just didn’t get it. That night I just  
   did not want to try and explain myself  
   again. So I gave up. I could have caused a 
   scene, but there was nothing I could say  
   that would have the cops take the hand- 
   cuffs off of us. They were just doing their 
   job. I just didn’t feel like fighting any- 
   more.  
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Chapter Five 
Digging In Deep 

 
 
 
 

Peter continued with the interview. 
 
Peter:  So they throw the two of you in jail.  
   Megan your mom comes down to the 
   precinct. You think she is there to bail you 
   out of jail, but she is actually there to  
   confess that she is the one who turned 
   the two of you in, in the first place. 
 
Megan:  Yes. She told me it was for our own good. 
   She said she was protecting me. I lost my 
   mother that day and I honestly consider 
   her somewhat dead to me. How could she 
   send her own daughter to jail? 
 
Peter:  You couldn’t see from your mom’s  
   perspective why she left you in jail? 
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Megan:  No. I still cannot understand it to this day. 
 
Peter:  David you called your mom and she  
   refused to post bail. She was in on the 
   plan. How did that make you feel? 
 
David:  It was unbelievable. My mom had always 
   been there for me. I felt like she turned  
   her back on me when I needed her the  
   most. I don’t hate my mother. I just do  
   not agree with the decision she made that 
   night. I do believe that it is the reason we 
   aren’t as close anymore.  
 
Peter:  Megan do you still speak to your mother? 
 
Megan:  Nope. 
 
Peter:  Will you ever speak to her again? 
 
Megan:  I am not sure. I do not know what the  
   future holds. 
 
Peter:  So back to this jail thing. They throw you 
   in jail and both of your mothers refuse to 
   post bail. They agree it is for your own  
   good and agree that jail time would help  
   you two get a hold of your feelings for one 
   another. When your mothers don’t come 
   to your rescue I am sure you two felt like 
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   the walls were closing in on you. But 
   someone else came to your rescue. Who  
   was that someone else? 
 
Megan:  Mrs. May. 
 
 I got choked up when I spoke her name. 
 
Megan:  She was an attorney that caught wind of  
   the story and stormed down there to bail 
   us both out of jail. She agreed that night 
   to represent both of us.  
 
 I couldn’t hold back the tears. David 
gripped my hand and leaned over my chair 
to wrap his arm around my neck. They 
allowed us a moment and brought us some 
tissues up to the stage.  
 
Megan:   Not even our moms did that for us. But 
   this woman who never ever met us before 
   came to bail us out of jail and stood up for 
   us. How do you ever repay anyone for  
   that?  
  

I sobbed into the tissue. David moved 
out of his seat and kneeled down in front of 
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me. He stroked my hair and let me know 
that if at any time I wanted to walk off the 
stage he would be right there with me. I 
nodded to him to let him know I was okay 
and he took his seat. I just wanted to get the 
interview over and done with.  
 
 I looked over at Mrs. May who couldn’t 
show her face on camera but was falling 
apart behind the scenes. It’s the first time I 
had ever seen that kind of emotion come 
from her. I guess that was the kind of raw 
emotion they were looking for and they were 
catching it from every angle. Up close and 
personal, from the side, from the top.  The 
cameras looked like they were coming 
directly at us from all angles. I was able to 
calm down and then Peter shifted his 
questions to David.  
 
Peter:  It is evident how Megan feels about Mrs. 
   May. What are your feelings about her? 
 
David:  I love her. She is like my second mom. It’s 
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   amazing how someone could even care  
   that much about us. Especially after we  
   were deemed as unworthy of anyone’s  
   love. She just keeps loving us uncondition- 
   ally. I mean she is a lawyer who really  

cares about us as people.  
 
Peter:  So you go through your trial and they 
   deliver the guilty verdict. What went 
   through your head David? 
 
David:  I wondered how they could look at us and 
   still throw us in jail. We hadn’t done any- 
   thing to purposely hurt anyone. So in my 
   mind we hadn’t done anything wrong. I 
   mean they actually locked us up like we  
   were criminals. 
 
Peter:  But you did do something wrong, morally 
   speaking.  
 
David:  Morally speaking... Are you kidding? So 
   are you telling me they locked us up to 
   save our souls or do you think that it was  
   just a motion made to try and control  
   behavior they don’t like to look at.  
 
 Peter paused for a moment and then 
stumbled over his next question. 
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Peter:  Megan you must have felt something was 
   wrong about your incest relationship. I  
   mean you were sexually abused by one of 
   your relatives. Certainly, you must have 
   felt some odd feelings surrounding the 
   idea of you and David being together? 
 
Megan:  I think that the situation between my 
   uncle and I and the situation between 
   David and I are two different things. I  
   know how it feels to have someone force 
   themselves on top of you and to pray  
   that its over soon. And I know how it felt 
   to make love to someone I felt a special 
   connection to and that respected my  
   body and space. I know and can feel the  
   difference. I wasn’t forced to stay with 
   David or to be intimate with him. I made 
   the choice to be with him. I am not some 
   naïve 11 or 12 year old that doesn’t know 
   what’s going on. 
 
Peter:  Are you sure that your not in a younger 
   mind frame? I mean this kind of thing just 
   is not normal.  
 
Megan:  Oh are you referring to consensual incest? 
   I am not sure you know just how many 
   people are in relationships like this. But  
   society makes it so hard for people to  
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   come clean and actually admit it. I mean 
   people want to slap a name to everything 
   to make it sound worse than what it is. It 
   was my choice to continue a relationship 
   with him. We found love in an unusual 
   place. A place where a lot of people  
   won’t dare go.  
 
Peter:  No part of you feels sick to your stomach? 
 
Megan:  Of course not. If I felt that way why  
   would I stay with him. I don’t want this 
   scrutiny and speculation, but I am not  
   going to run the other way just because 
   someone puffs up their chests at us and 
   threatens us to be apart. It actually brings 
   us closer together. Just because people 
   want us to believe that we are doing  
   something wrong doesn’t mean that we  
   are actually doing something wrong.  
 
David:  People actually kept trying to do that to us 
   in our trial. They kept trying to make us  
   believe that we were criminals. The  
   prosecution tried so hard to break us  
   down and get us to admit that we knew 
   and felt it was wrong. To us, we are just  
   two people that fell in love, were told not 
   to continue our relationship, and went by 
   what we felt instead. Then they wanted to 
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   slap handcuffs on us because we wouldn’t  
   comply with their rigid ways of thinking. 
 
Peter:  Do you really both feel like you aren’t  
   doing anything wrong? 
 
David:  I mean what are we really doing? We 
   aren't hurting anyone else. We are two 
   consenting, intelligent (by your standards), 
   conceivably normal human beings having 
   a very personal experience. We made a 
   choice and even after all of the facts were 
   presented it still felt better for us to be  
   together than apart.  
 
Peter:  I mean I understand what angle you are 

trying to approach this from, but what 
   about your unborn children? Many kids 
   that are born from this type of coupling 
   are born with deformities, heart problems,  
   and a list of other things. Is that okay to 
   you? 
 
Megan:  Honestly, I really don’t think it’s anyone’s 
   business who we sleep with and how we  
   choose to bring children into this world. I 
   believe that children also respond to their 
   environment while in the womb. So for a 
   baby to be so pure coming into a hostile 
   environment no wonder it would look like 
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   a deformity to you. The environment that 
   a baby is born into plays a huge factor in  
   its development. I just don’t believe that 
   people have the right to decide for us 
   what kind of consensual personal  
   relationship we can be in.  
 
 I could feel the blood rushing through 
my body. The topic was something I was 
extremely passionate about. And I wasn’t 
just sitting there offering my words from 
books I read or statistical data. I was actually 
living the experience and nothing bad 
happened to us other than a bunch of angry 
people trying to force us apart.  
 

We were happy and quite content with 
our relationship. And for those people to try 
and tell us that our unborn children would 
have a problem before we even conceived 
them really sent me through the roof. It 
showed the lack of faith in the process of 
birth and life itself. I believed that if we 
thought something would be wrong with our 
children before they were born then life 
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would certainly show us the evidence of that 
belief. So I tried to steer clear of what others 
told us our children would be born like 
because they didn’t know.  

 
Peter:  You mentioned artificial insemination 
   as an alternative method during one of 
   our phone interviews. I mean are you  
   seriously thinking of continuing this  
   relationship with your brother and  
   parenting a child together? I mean what 
   about all of the confusion that would be  
   involved?  
 
Megan:  I am not understanding what you are  

referring to by confusion. The only thing a 
child needs to know is that the two people 

   who are closest to you nurturing you are 
   mom and dad. A child does not need to  
   know who you slept with and why.  
 
Peter:   But you must admit it would be difficult  
   bringing up a child together correct?  
 
Megan:  I agree, but no child goes through  
   life without facing some adversity. Some 
   of the hardest childhoods have birthed 
   the most compassionate, bold, trailblazing 
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   human beings. I think every life has its  
   ups and downs. If anything it teaches you 
   to be yourself no matter what others think 
   of you. Every life should be counted as  
   precious. 
 
Peter:  Is that what you believe you are? A   
   trailblazer? 
 
 I chuckled a little bit and shook my head 
in disbelief at the question he asked me.  
 
Megan:  I am not even going to answer that  
   question. I think you missed the point 
   completely.   
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Chapter Six 
Wrapping It Up 

 
 
 
 

I could sense that the final segment was 
coming to a close. Peter loosened up a bit 
and his voice lessened in intensity. They 
started backing the cameras up just a little 
bit. Peter continued with his final questions. 
 
Peter:  Why did the two of you agree to do this 
   interview? I mean after you two were  
   released on presidential pardon from  
   prison you could have just went home 
   and lived your lives. Why agree to come 
   here today? 
 
Megan:  It wasn’t that easy to just go home. People 

still had a sour taste in their mouths about 
our relationship in general. We were 
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 practically forced out of our town. People 
would harass us to come clean about what 
we were. It was just  too much. So we 
chose to do this interview to get as many 
facts out as possible.  
 

David:  That’s right. So you could hear it straight  
   from the horses mouth. That way no one 
   would have to guess anymore.  
 
Peter:  They changed the law regarding incest in  
   your state. Are you proud of that? 
 
David:  Listen we just want to live our lives. I am 
   happy that several people were released 
   from jail. I know how it feels to have your 
   freedom back after having it ripped from 
   you.  
 
Peter:  So where do you two go from here? 
 
David:  Home safely, I hope! 
 
 You could feel the energy in the room 
lighten up a bit. The laughter in the room 
made the lights even brighter.  
 
Peter:  So Megan do you think you’ll go the  
   artificial insemination route? 
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Megan:  I am not sure yet. I would love to have  
   children and I couldn’t think of a better 
   father to my children than David. 
 
Peter:  David how would you feel about your  
   better half over there taking the sperm  
   of a donor to produce a child? 
 
David:   I would be fine with it. Like she said, we 
   aren't heartless. What ever way is the  

  safest way for our unborn children to  
  come into the world. I support it 100%. 
  Newborns are newborns. They are all  
  beautiful. I had a dream the other day  
  that I was holding my son. I looked into 
  his beautiful green eyes and he smiled  
  right at me. I don’t know if it was a pre- 
  monition or if it was a higher power  
  telling me everything would be okay.  
  Either way it just felt right.  

 
Peter:  It just felt right? 
 
David:  Yup it just felt right.  
 
 As Peter and David looked at each 
other, I could tell he was starting to see the 
same picture I saw. I could tell that he had 
suddenly had a revelation of his own. I knew 
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at that moment that he felt the same energy 
I felt in the room. To him it could have been 
the actual interview or the timing of things 
being just right but I knew Mr. Smith felt 
something by the look in his eyes.  
 
Peter:  If you two have children you know I want 
   the exclusive right? 
 

I burst out laughing almost to the point 
of tears.  
 
Megan:  Oh no! No more interviews. 
 
 We all laughed pretty hard and Peter 
finished up the interview. Each person 
involved in the production of the interview 
gave us both hugs. I heard the whispers in 
the room about the ratings going through 
the roof. So I knew Mr. Peter Smith would 
be okay after all.  
 

I can honestly say that I expected my life 
to be a bit chaotic after the interview but to 
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no longer be consumed with feelings of guilt 
or shame. I expected to be confronted by 
reporters wanting more of the story or other 
talk show hosts wanting to speak to us. But 
one thing I knew for sure. I could walk out 
with my head held high because I had done 
what I had set out to do. Stand in the center 
of my truth, speak it, let go of the shame, 
and walk into my light.  
 
 Not someone else’s illusionary view of 
what my light should have looked like. But 
my true light. The true compassion for 
myself and for being a human being. For 
making a choice, sticking to it, and for going 
for what felt right regardless of the 
opposition. I remember walking out of the 
building and getting into the same black 
SUV. When the garage doors opened all I 
could hear were cheers. A lot of people had 
their hands on their hearts.  
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 We rode by slowly and I remember 
looking each person in the front row directly 
into their eyes. If there was a protesting face, 
I didn’t even see it. I saw into their souls. I 
saw their individual desires, hopes, dreams, 
and perceived failures. I saw a whole nation 
in the eyes of just a few people. I smiled and 
hugged David tightly and cried in his arms.  
 
 I thought back to a dream I had the 
night before my first day of senior year. 
Before I met David. I was in a place almost 
like heaven. There were 9 light beings and 
one of them stepped forward to speak to me 
personally. They didn’t have physical forms 
or anything they looked like huge stars. 
Some bigger and brighter than others. The 
being walked up to me and said, “We will 
see you through. All of these things must 
happen. You will get through it all. Be 
strong and be who you are. Everything will 
be alright. I am the new one and you will see 
me clearly.” 
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I don’t know what made me think of 
that dream or what made me look back into 
the crowd, but I did. The tattooed, pierced 
up, rocker guy emerged again. As I looked 
into his beautiful green eyes I felt my body 
jolt. He looked right back at me and winked. 
He was wearing a black hooded sweatshirt 
and bobbing his head up and down. I 
blinked my eyes for a split second and he 
was gone. It was like he vanished into thin 
air.  
 

David rubbed my hand and said to me, 
“I told you everything would be alright.” I 
don’t know what possessed him to say those 
words at that moment but I felt them fully. I 
felt the presence of a young mighty spirit. I 
cannot explain exactly what happened or 
how the spirit of my unborn son managed to 
show up in David, in Peter, in Mrs. May in 
the interview room, or as the rocker guy, but 
it did.  
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 I remember sitting at my desk about a 
year and a half after the interview. I went to 
move some pieces of paper out of the desk 
drawer and Mr. Smith’s card fell onto the 
floor. I immediately grabbed an envelope 
out of my file cabinet, some pictures of my 
son from our photo box, and started to 
write.  
 
Dear Mr. Peter Smith, 
 
I want to thank you from the bottom of my heart for giving David 
and I a place to speak. I don’t think you understand just how special 
your work truly is. Here is our newborn son. I went through with the 
artificial insemination. I also heard things at the station were going 
good for you. No I am not offering any interviews (lol), but I will 
give you the answer to the question I refused to answer during my 
interview.  
 
You asked me did I think I was a trailblazer? I will honestly say I 
see myself more as a child of a generation that suffered through hurt 
and pain that was unimaginable. A child of a generation whose 
choices were taken from them and who were forced to oblige to 
societies rules and outlandish regulations.   I am just one of many.  
 
Some may call me a trailblazer. I call myself a person that heard the 
call of the spirit of the people that came before me. I am just one of 
many that had the courage to step out and answer that call. You see 
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we as humans cannot continue to bash, criticize, or hate each other 
for our differences.  It’s our differences that make us special. We 
have to come together. So I believe that I was just one note to a 
beautiful piece of music that was going to be played in one way or 
another.  
 
I sit back and look at my son now and I think... wow. If David and 
I could do what we did in the face of such adversity I wonder how 
much further our son can go. So Mr. Smith, if you think that the 
death of our father, the coming together of David and I in this way, 
the circumstances that led us to being arrested, the synchronicities 
that led Mrs. May to us, the events that led us to your stage, and the 
beautiful baby boy that was born afterwards were all by accident ... 
Then again I think you’ve missed the point completely (smiling as I 
put a period at the end of this sentence).  
 
From a place of connection that we cannot see with the human eye 
but that we can feel within our hearts.  
 
Love Always, 
 
Megan 
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