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"Down Parker Street," Deone instructed. "That's Madison. We're going to be late."

"Well who the heck decides to meet at a pizza place that no one has heard of?" Julie asked, making a face. "I feel more like we're on a scavenger hunt than we are meeting up with a friend."

"I don't know why she chose this place, but I'm sure there was a reason," Deone replied, brushing a stray hair out of her face. "Maybe she doesn't want to be seen by anyone that she knows."

"How many people can you know?" Julie asked. "This is a big city. It's easy to blend in."

"You know how Gia can be," Deone said. "She is always paranoid that someone is listening in on her conversations and paying attention to what she is doing. Maybe, the pizza place makes her feel more comfortable."

"Maybe," Julie replied. She wasn't sure if Deone was right or not, and at this point, she wasn't sure if cared. She just wanted to get this meeting with Gia done and over with, because she had better things to do than hunting for random places she had never heard of.

They backtracked Madison and hit Parker Street, looking for Peppy's Pizza. Gia had said that it was urgent. She had been insistent that they all meet up so they could talk, despite Julie's request to do it over the phone. A large red sign with glowing lights caught her eye and she tugged Deone's Hoodia. "There it is," Julie said. "Let's go in and get this done."

Deone shot her a look. "You need to stop being so crass. What if Gia needs help? What if something bad happened?"

"I doubt it," Julie said, rolling her eyes. "She probably needs an opinion on a new outfit that she bought or a make-up tutorial. I can’t see her needing us for anything serious."

"We'll see," Deone replied, opening the door of the pizza place for Julie. "Sometimes, people can surprise you."

"And sometimes they are the same old people with the same problems," Julie said. "Sometimes the scenery is just different."

Deone shook her head and ushered Julie towards a table where Gia was sitting. Julie looked at the other woman. She didn't look like her normally peppy self. In fact, her make-up was smeared and it looked like she had been crying.

"Is everything okay?" Deone asked, sitting next to Gia.

"No," Gia replied, falling into Deone's arms. "Everything sucks right now, and I don't know what to do."

"What happened?" Julie asked. She was slightly worried due to Gia's present condition. Very rarely did Gia cry, if at all, and she felt bad for not believing Deone when she said there might be an issue.

"I have a problem," Gia said quietly.

"Is it drugs?" Julie asked. "Alcohol? Are you in legal trouble?"

"No," Gia answered. "It's worse than that."

Julie couldn't think of too many things that could be worse, and she was tired of the guessing games. She wanted to get down to business, figure out the problem, and find a solution. "Well, what is wrong?" She asked.

"I have a stalker," Gia replied in an almost inaudible whisper.

"What?" Julie asked. She hadn't expected to hear that.

"You heard her," Deone said, giving Julie a stern look. "Don't make her repeat herself. I'm sure this isn't easy for her to talk about."

"It's not easy at all," Gia said. "I've never been so scared in my life. I have no idea what to do or how to get this guy off my back, and I worry that he is following me everywhere that I go."
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"So, you are sure this is a guy that is following you, right?" Julie replied. "Because there are women who are stalkers too."

"Yes, I'm sure it is a guy," Gia said, looking at Julie. "I've seen him. How do you think I found out that someone was stalking me?"

"Have you been keeping notes?" Julie asked. "Have you reported this to the police?"

"No," Gia said. "I didn't think about the notes, and I was afraid that the police would just laugh at me. I don't have pictures or anything showing that the guy was following me. I just have the observations that I made, and no officer would accept that as evidence. They might just think that I was paranoid and send me on my way."

“I don’t think they would think that,” Deone replied. “They probably get tons of calls like that everyday. I’m sure that they would file a report and...”

“...and leave it on their desk for the next couple of years until I had enough proof to prove that the guy was really stalking me,” Gia interrupted. “You have seen those cases on television. Some of those women don’t even get justice until years later. I don’t want to be one of those. I don’t know why this guy is stalking me, but I can’t go about like it isn’t happening. So, like they say if you can’t get someone to help you, then help yourself.”

“Who says that?” Julie asked, raising an eyebrow. 

“I’m sure someone does,” Gia replied. “Are you going to help or not?”

Julie looked over at her friend, whose make-up was now running down her face due to her tears. Gia looked miserable, and though sometimes she slightly annoyed Julie, she still needed help. “Yes, I’ll help,” Julie said. “But you need to write down any information that you have on this guy even if you think that it is insignificant. If you are right and this guy is really pursuing you like you said he is, then he isn’t going to stop and things are going to get worse before they get better.” 

“I can do that,” Gia replied. “In fact, if you want, I can give you all of the details right now, and you can type it into your phone. That way, you don’t have to risk losing a piece of paper that I write on.”

“Fine,” Julie said. “Start from the beginning.”

“Okay,” Gia said. “Well, I first noticed the guy when I was shopping at Sak’s. I thought he was cute so I went up to talk to him.”

“You went up to him without knowing who he was?” Deone exclaimed. “So, basically you were like ‘he doesn’t look like a serial killer’. Let me get to know him.”

“You can’t blame a girl for trying to get what she wants,” Gia replied. “He had dark, black hair and a tan complexion. I think he might be Spanish or something, and I remember his accent when I spoke to him. It was thick. He was fluent in English, but his accent made his words sound like beautiful music.”

“Are you romancing this guy or are we trying to stop a stalker?” Julie asked, giving Gia a look. 

Gia nodded and sighed. “Anyhow, I gave him my number, and he gave me his, but I lost it on the way to Trader Joe’s. There was a big bus that passed by and the wind blew it out of my hand.”

“So far this sounds like a romance story, not a stalking incident,” Julie replied. “When does the stalking start?”
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“The stalking starts when the guy starts showing up everywhere that I am going. I didn’t even get the chance to call him since I lost his phone number, so after my trip at Trader Joe’s, I didn’t think that I would see him again unless he decided he had enough balls to call me,” Gia said. “Well, he did call, and he asked me out to lunch. I told him that I could go with him. We went to a small cafe downtown. We grabbed a bite, and then we both went on our way due to our pressing work schedules. I didn’t even get the chance to call him again. Instead, while I was walking into my building that night, I noticed a car parked across the street. I looked to see who was inside, and it was him. Then, I tried calling his number to ask why he was outside of my building, and there was no answer. I just got a message saying that the phone had been disconnected.”

“Weird,” Deone replied. “I mean, I don’t know why he would be at your building or why he would disconnect his phone. Neither of those things make sense.”

“My point exactly,” Gia said. “Then, it got weirder. I was taking out the trash, and when I was walking to the elevators, I saw him inside. I turned around and went back to my apartment, only to receive a phone call from what
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