
Where They May 

Chip Peterson had stared at Lacey Parker all night. He knew she’d caught 
him more than once, but he didn’t care.  She hadn’t seemed to mind much, either. 
So, he kept staring. Nine years of private school and Chip had never seen anything 
like her. Taller than he was, her hair was perfectly blonde, her skin perfectly tan, 
her legs perfectly shaped and muscled like a weightlifter. She wasn’t like a real girl 
at all. She was something out of some old magazine from the 50’s, or a comic 
book superhero. But, she was here, in Liberty, smiling at him, being nice to him.   

He smiled, he couldn't remember the last time a girl this gorgeous was kind 
to him. He actually tried. He couldn't remember at all. In a flash, the darkness and 
anxiety came back.  He could feel the cold sweat start to bead on his 
forehead.  He shook himself, chuckling nervously. 

“Do you need anything else hun?” asked Lacey.   

“No I’m good,” replied Chip, still trying to shake off the nerves, “what do 
you recommend for desert?” 

“I’ve only been working here a week, and the key lime pie is really popular.” 

As Chip began some small talk, he could feel the cold liquid of nerves slowly 
spreading through his mind.  Although the small talk was pleasant, the creeping 
paranoia was unnerving. 

“I actually just got a place not far from here I haven't explored too much 
yet,” She replied.  Chip looked up he hadn't been listening. Once again he had 
been lost in his own thoughts, his mouth on auto-pilot. He knew how to get out of 
this. 

“Well, how about you show me your place? Maybe we can get a drink 
nearby.” 

She chuckled gazing at him, “sure, I get off of work in about fifteen minutes 
if you don't mind waiting.” She looked down at him for a second and then flushed 
red. “Let me know if you need anything else,” she said abruptly and hurried off. 

Astounded, Chip looked at her perfectly shaped legs whisking her away.  As 
he put the money on the counter, their eyes met. She looked away quickly but 
not before giving him a nervous smile. He decided to wait. 



He knew his parents wouldn't care if he was out late, Mom always so tired 
from her shift and dad, well dad was just never around, always on business trips 
and long nights at the office. His anxiety crept and festered. 

“Hey!” Lacey caught up to him.  “Umm sorry I was so straight forward but 
I’ve only been in the city a few weeks, and I haven't made any friends yet, most of 
the guys that hit on me are complete meathead jerks. But you’re different,” her 
smile melted the darkness from his mind. 

“Umm okay, well if you think that, then maybe you’ve got a few screws 
loose up here” he pointed to his head and grinned.   

“Don’t we all?” she giggled. She held on to his arm like they were dear old 
friends. As they walked, the sweet small talk progressed, mercifully the paranoia 
did not. 

She lit up a cigarette and said, “let's skip the bar I have beer.” 

“Sure” he shrugged “Can I have one of those?” 

“Cancer sticks? Why yes of course.” 

As she lit another cigarette with her own, he fantasized about kissing those 
perfectly pursed lips. He inhaled, and instantly his body tingled. He held in the 
smoke for just a few seconds and exhaled triumphantly. His body quaked, the 
blood roared through his face. As they talked and went to her apartment, his 
anxiety and paranoia flared violently. He tried his best to keep his cool as she 
poured him a drink. 

“Are you okay? You don't look so well” she said. 

He slammed his glass down, “who the hell are you?” he exclaimed. A few 
seconds passed, they seemed like hours to him.   

“W, wh, what?” she stammered.   

“I said, who the hell are you? Who do you work for?” He leapt up and 
began pacing. 

“Is this some kind of joke? Hey sit down you're scaring me.” 

“Is that cause you work for them? How much are they paying you? They 
know I love blondes and you're just too perfect! How could I be so stupid? Who 



are you with? CIA? SVR? Mossad? Is this because of my dad's work? I know it is! 
Answer me!” 

She stared down at the floor for a moment and said: “look, this is going to 
be hard to believe, but I know what you're going through.” 

“You don't know anything!” 

“I know it's scary, and I know the feelings are so powerful that even if 
someone were to logically prove your mind is lying to you, you couldn’t believe it 
and nothing anyone can say will change your mind because…” 

“What?” he pleaded. 

“It’s real, it is entirely real and true for you, that’s how powerful the mind 
is. I know what it feels like, it hurts, it's terrible, and if you let it, those thoughts 
will rot out your brain.” 

He was trembling. 

“Lay down and just take it easy. We don't have to talk just let it pass 
through you.” 

They sat in silence for what felt like days to him.  He could finally see it. The 
thoughts of paranoia really were fiction. He had been suffering for so long, and it 
was only the feelings of despair and paranoia that were real, the rest figments of 
his tormented mind. Chip Peterson wept like he had never wept before. All he 
could say was, “thank you,” over and over again. 

He fell asleep in her arms and was not plagued by nightmares.  Just a 
complete blanket of solace that enveloped him. 

Lacey, stroking Chips hair, held him until he was fast asleep.  When she was 
sure he was asleep, she grabbed her laptop, and carefully she began coding a 
message, “I have successfully established a relationship with the target, I’ll get 
myself invited over, and I should have a bug planted within weeks. Over and out.” 
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