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This is kinda cool.


The writer looked around her.  There was nothing but soft white light surrounding her.  She wasn’t even sure she was walking on anything solid because it was bright white where she was standing too.  She took a tentative step forward.  Oh yeah, solid ground.


“So this is what immersive virtual reality feels like,” she said conversationally.  She cocked her head.  “Okay, now we’re here, now what?”


There was a weird buzz near the base of her neck.  Ticklish.  She ignored it.  Jed had told her that it would take a few minutes for her brain to adjust to the changed perception.  At the moment, her consciousness was still aware of her physical body; when it adjusted to the immersive virtual reality program, she would forget that she was actually out “there.”


She took a deep breath.  “Okay, I gave you control like you needed, Jed.  Come on out and talk to me.”


Jed McNeil was her character and as written characters went, he was obstinate, ruthless, secretive, and did she mention, obstinate?  The man wasn’t much into talking about anything, especially himself.  However, he was her character, so she knew some things.  She looked around her again.  She knew, for instance, that he liked playing control games and this was their little private negotiation—she ceded control to him a little and he’d do the same.


She crossed her arms.  “Jed McNeil,” she called out impatiently.  “Come on now.  You aren’t backing out of your side of the bargain.”


“Walk forward,” a voice said from nowhere.  Everywhere.  “You can’t get into deep immersion if you’re busy analyzing what’s happening outside.”

She frowned and took a few more tentative steps forward.  It felt fine, even though she couldn’t really see where she was going.  She waited.  Silence.  She sighed.  Okay, she got it.  She was a writer, creator of this particular little world, so she understood what she had to do.  Keep on walking till it felt like she was doing it for real.

She marched on, her heels clicking, and she concentrated on the sound.  Not dirt.  Wood?  Concrete?  Tiled floor?  Suddenly the whiteness around her brightened even more, so much so she had to squeeze her eyes shut for a moment.  When she opened them again, she was in her study.


And sitting on her favorite papasan chair, his long legs stretched out over the cushioned stool she used as a leg rest—except his were dangling way over, crossed at the ankles—was Jed Conor McNeil.  His eyes were close.


“Shit, if you were going to recreate the study, we could have just gone to my study,” the writer said.


Jed opened his eyes.  No matter how many times she’d seen him, his light eyes got to her every time.  He was the kind of man that made a girl’s heart beat faster.  “That isn’t immersive virtual reality,” he pointed out to her softly.  “I’m just playing by the rules you made.  Have a seat, Gennita.  Your study’s a mess, by the way.”


“You’re in my seat,” she said, then walked to the chair by the desk, plopping down on it.  God, she hadn’t sat on this chair in ages.  The papasan chair was her little nook, damn it.  She sat there every evening to watch her Pomeranians play in the backyard.  And now god-in-jeans had invaded her spot.  On purpose, of course.  “And my study’s fine the way it is.  Are you ready for the interview?  And what’s that ticking sound, anyway?”


It was loud, overly so.


Jed cocked his head and gazed at something behind her.  She turned.  Her study clock—a giant Batman watch—that she’d hung on the wall years and years ago was working!  She hadn’t replaced the battery since it died.


“I thought I’d change that so you’ll remember to do it when you get back to your real study,” he said, a hint of mockery entering his voice.  “After all, you really need to know how late you are.”


Gennita turned back to face her commando.  She wanted to say something rude but thought better of it.  After all, she knew what he was doing, riling her about her time management.  He wanted her flustered and unable to be the cool interviewer she’d promised to be.  She was here to gather info and not argue with him like she usually did when she was writing a scene that included his presence.  He’d promised her some answers and she had better wise up to his little manipulation games.

So she leaned back in her chair and stuck her tongue out at him.  His gray eyes glittered back in amusement.  Oh yeah, he had definitely wanted to get her to waste some time yelling at him so he didn’t have to talk.  This was going to be a nice little duel here.


She casually picked up the note pad that was on the desk and after testing the pen to see whether the ink was still good, she put on her most dutiful expression.  “I’m ready,” she said soulfully.


“I’m ready whenever you are,” Jed said lazily.  “After all, I don’t have a manuscript to finish.”


She jabbed her pen onto the notepad.  Not going to fall for that.  Nope, nope, nope.  “Let’s start with some easy getting-to-know-you questions.  They want to know how old you are, Jed.”


“Why can’t you tell them yourself?”


“Because they want to hear it from your lips, dammit.  Happy now?  Besides, you have different IDs—one says you’re 38, another 40, so which one is the correct age?”


“39.”


Gennita glanced at him suspiciously.  “Are you being facetious?”


Those eyes were definitely laughing at her now.  “When we set the rules up, you said no sarcasm.  I didn’t hear you say no facetiousness.  39 sounds like a good answer.”


She sighed.  She wrote down the number.  “Fine.  You’re 39.  How tall are you?”


“About 180 centimeters.” 


Okay.  Whatever that was.  She’d figure it out in real math later.  Or someone would.  She cleared her throat.  Again.  “There’s another measurement the readers want to know.”


He cocked one eyebrow at her and waited.  A corner of his lips lifted.


Bastard.  “You know…the size of your manhood.”


“My penis,” he said, his silver eyes holding mine.


“Well, not the penis, the manhood,” I persisted, gesturing.


“My penis in an erect state.  You’ve seen me naked before.”


It was her turn to raise her eyebrows at him.  “What?  You want me to give you praise about your size?”


“That and the technique, of course.  After all, you wrote quite extensively about that in The Protector.”


She went into a fit of coughing.


“Would you like something to drink?” he asked politely.  “If you like, I can change the settings and have me sitting naked in front of you so you can examine more closely.”


She stared at this…impossible man she’d created.  How on earth was she going to get any woman to fall in love with him?


“You took my woman away from me, so why should I make it easy for you now?”


Gennita spluttered.  “This is all about your revenge because I gave Nikki away?”


Jed’s silver eyes glittered.  “Exactly,” he replied, in that soft voice.

