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  WHAT THEY ARE SAYING ABOUT


  >Virtually Yours





  “…The conflicts in this story were very realistic – how do you choose between two equally attractive alternatives, when your head tells you one thing and your heart tells you another?




  While the male/female love scenes in this novel are more sensual than graphically erotic, they are very hot. I enjoyed this one and I know that you will too!”




  Reviewed by: Jean for Fallen Angel Reviews




  “…The scenarios that Sarah gets involved with in the virtual world are truly fantastic situations that are very enjoyable to read about. The contrast between the virtual world of the study and Sarah's actual real life world provides for lots of funny, sad, and plain old memorable situations. Virtually Yours is a sweet gem of a story that will satisfy any romance fan. Get your hands on this book!”




  Reviewed by Sarah W. for The Romance Studio




  “…Ms. Inman has written a wonderful story that is a must read from me and I will be certainly singing its’ praises to everyone I know.”




  Reviewed by Sheryl for eCataRomance Reviews




  To those who believed. This is only the beginning.




  Chapter 1




  Sarah Sharpe studied the five other people in her group. They each had placards in front of them with their names and ages printed neatly. Their ages ranged from eighteen to fifty-one. She inwardly groaned. Alice, the oldest, was insisting on being the sole test candidate. Jeffrey, the youngest, had tuned her out and proceeded to point out he was the best for the study. Bruce, a little older than Sarah, at thirty-five, was trying to calm them both down. Margie, forty, was applying lipstick, and David, twenty-eight, was about to fall asleep.




  Sarah grimaced as the impact of what she had gotten herself into hit her. None of them could leave this room without deciding who would participate in the special case study. Sarah had participated in case studies before and had enjoyed every minute. She usually just filled out a questionnaire and turned it in. It was an easy fifty bucks, and the holidays were creeping up on her.




  Sarah wanted to help her older sister, Jessica, this year. Jessie’s children had wish lists that were as long as their arms. Jessica held down a full-time job and was a single parent. Sarah loved and admired her. And this year, she was going to do what she could to help. Christmas was roughly three months away, and Sarah hoped it would be enough time. Sarah worked as a school secretary during the day and loved every minute of it. But she had been thinking about the holidays for awhile.




  Riley and Heather had burst into the office on the first day of school. “Aunt Sarah!” Heather wrapped her six-year-old arms around her aunt and kissed her soundly on the cheek. Riley looked everywhere but at the display. He waited until Heather moved before he stuck out his hand.




  Sarah’s lips twitched. “No hug for your Aunt Sarah?” Riley glanced left, then right, and hurriedly bent down to hug her. At ten, he was already looking like the man he would become.




  “What can I do for you two? In trouble already?”




  Heather rolled her eyes. “No, Aunt Sarah. We wanted to ask you something.”




  Sarah nodded and smiled. “You go right ahead, hon.” Heather glanced at Riley for help.




  He sighed. “It’s about Mom.” He lowered his voice.




  Sarah leaned forward. “Yes?”




  Heather plopped down in Sarah’s lap. “Good grief, Riley!” Heather turned back towards Sarah and explained. “We found what we want to get Mom for Christmas.”




  Sarah looked expectantly from one to the other. “And…” she prompted.




  “A ring.” Riley’s voice broke the silence.




  “How do you know she wants that?” Sarah asked.




  “Easy,” Heather replied. “We were going school shopping, and we passed by this pretty case with lots of rings in it. The woman asked Mama when our birthdays were. Then she said she could make a ring and put us in it.”




  Riley frowned. “Our birthstones, Heather.”




  “Whatever.” Heather waved her hands. “Anyway, Mama got all quiet and looked really hard at the rings. Then she said ‘Thank you’, and we left.”




  “Did she say anything about it again?”




  Heather nodded. “I asked her in the car. She tried to smile, but she couldn’t. She said ‘not right now’. Which is what she always says when we can’t afford it.” Heather turned towards her aunt. “Can you help us, please? Mama would be so happy.”




  Sarah looked at Riley and then at Heather. “I’ll see what I can do.” Riley’s relief was evident and Heather let out a cheer.




  Sarah called the store and asked for the total price of the ring. The 14K gold ring with three genuine stones was around two hundred and fifty dollars. She immediately began thinking of ways to make it happen. She called Jefferson College to see if they were doing any more studies. And now, here she was. Sarah’s eyes scanned the table again, and she shook her head. The first level of hell, she thought grimly.




  The researchers stood behind the thick glass and studied the participants. Alice and Jeffrey argued loudly. David, apparently able to tune everything out, slept soundly. Margie had moved to mascara. The head researcher pointed to Sarah.




  “She’s the one. Tell the others to leave.” His assistant scurried to do his bidding. “And Paul…” the assistant turned around, “bring her to my office.”




  Sarah looked up as the door opened, and a short, bald man in a lab coat came inside. His voice rang out. “Thank you for your time everybody. You are free to leave.”




  “Who’s the guinea pig?” Alice frowned.




  Paul made a mental note to cross her name off future studies. “You will be compensated for your time spent here.”




  Margie nudged David, and they both left.




  Sarah stood up slowly, already thinking about where else she could find the money, and pushed her chair in to the table. She smiled at Paul and turned towards the doorway.




  “A moment please.”




  Jeffrey pushed through them and left the room. Paul shook his head. “Need to do a study about manners,” he mumbled.




  Sarah grinned. “Or lack thereof.”




  “You’re right, Ms. Sharpe,” Paul said and chuckled. “But for now, I’d like to offer you the opportunity to be in this special case-study.”




  Sarah was stunned. “That’s wonderful,” she managed. “When do we start?”




  “Right now.” Paul led her down the hall and towards his boss’ office.




  * * * *




  Sarah’s feet sank into the lush taupe carpet. Paul led her farther into the Research Center. It began to look less and less like a college and more and more like someone’s home. She looked closely at a portrait on the wall. A wealthy someone’s home.




  Paul stopped in front of a dark, oak door that read, “Dr. Francis Darby III”. He knocked twice lightly and then opened it.




  Sarah opened her mouth and snapped it shut again. The office resembled what Corporate America must look like. A CEO’s office perhaps. A large cherry maple desk was the centerpiece of the room. To Sarah’s right were massive bookshelves lined neatly back to back. Degrees were scattered along the wall. She counted six before Paul gently guided her inside.




  Francis Darby III stood up and walked towards her. He extended his hand and enveloped Sarah’s. “It is a pleasure to meet you, Ms. Sharpe. Have a seat.” He gestured to a leather chair, and Sarah sank into it. She studied him as he walked back around the desk.




  He was an attractive older man. His silver hair was swept back from his temples and stylishly cut. His tailored navy suit fit him perfectly, and Sarah admired the clean lines of it. The dark blue accented his vibrant blue eyes.




  Those eyes cut to her as soon as he was seated. He seemed to be taking her measure.




  Dr. Darby studied each of Sarah’s features. She had lively brown eyes, a pert nose, and a full mouth. She wore the barest hint of make-up.




  He watched her walk across the room and noticed her slight smile as her eyes scanned his office. She was perhaps five and a half foot. She had pulled her light, brown hair back into a bun and loose tendrils curled around her oval face. She was understated, but direct and honest. She seemed to be self-assured and pleasant. Dr. Darby liked what he saw.




  He waited for Paul to close the door. “Wondering why we picked you, Ms. Sharpe?”




  Sarah grinned. “The thought crossed my mind. I thought we had all been dismissed.”




  Dr. Darby steepled his fingers. “This is a very special study, Ms. Sharpe. There has never been another one like it.” He smiled as she leaned forward in her chair. “The technology you will be exposed to is cutting edge.”




  “What kind of technology?” Sarah watched him closely. “I’m not donating my body to science, am I?”




  Dr. Darby threw back his head and laughed. “I knew I picked the right one. Follow me, Ms. Sharpe.” He stood and extended his hand. She stood, then followed him down the hall. They stopped in another office. The woman behind the desk handed Dr. Darby a piece of paper. He handed it to Sarah, and she read it.




  It was a standard consent form and a privacy policy. She would not be allowed to discuss any portion of the study with persons outside of the study. It was very straightforward. Sarah finished reading and signed it. Dr. Darby looked pleased as he handed the form back to the woman.




  He glanced at his watch and smiled. “It’s early yet. We will show you what we expect of you, discuss compensation, and explain every aspect of the study.” He continued talking as they approached the elevator. “You are aware that this study will last approximately three months?”




  Sarah shook her head. “Honestly, Dr. Darby, I had no idea. This is a supplement to my regular job. I plan on helping my sister and her children for the holidays.”




  Dr. Darby smiled. “Very commendable, Ms. Sharpe. I promise you that this study will not cut into your day job. You may use it in the evening.” The doors opened to the basement, and they stepped out.




  Sarah’s eyes widened. It seemed to be something similar to N.A.S.A. There were rows and rows of seats. Each seat had a headset and glasses attached. Dr. Darby led her around the seats and to the glass office. Sarah smiled as the dark-skinned man stood up. “Sarah, meet Dr. Michael Monroe.” He shook her hand, and she sat down.




  “We have chosen Sarah as our test candidate, Mike. Please explain to her our expectations.”




  Dr. Monroe grinned. “My pleasure. Sarah, do you know what virtual reality is?”




  She tilted her head to the side. “It’s a reality that appears to be real, but isn’t?”




  “Close enough,” he said and nodded. “We, here at the Research Center, have decided to explore this phenomenon in even greater detail.”




  He gestured to the rows of seats. “We have students gear up and participate in virtual reality programs, but we have never taken an individual, and let them explore the virtual reality world.”




  Sarah’s eyes lit up. “I’m that individual?”




  Dr. Monroe smiled. “Yes, Sarah. You are.” He picked up a pair of sunglasses off of his desk. “These are what you will use to visit your virtual reality. A laptop will be issued to you that will initiate these glasses.




  “Now, you must be very careful with these.” He held the glasses lightly in his hand. “They will monitor your heart rate, brain waves, and blood pressure. You need to use the glasses for at least one hour each night of the study.” Sarah couldn’t even speak.




  Dr. Darby patted her hand. “It’s a little overwhelming, isn’t it?”




  She held her thumb and index finger an inch apart. “Just a tad bit.”




  “You’ll do fine, Sarah,” Dr. Monroe assured her. “Tomorrow we will do a dry run. If that goes well, then your glasses will be issued, and you may begin.” He withdrew an envelope from his desk. “There is a list of rules I would like you to read and sign off on. The compensation contract is also enclosed.”




  He looked at her closely. “This is a very big opportunity, Sarah. And we think that you would do our study justice. Come back tomorrow at five o’clock, and we will begin. The guard at the front door will have a security pass for you. Write down any questions you may have.” He looked at Dr. Darby. “Did I forget anything?”




  “Not that I can think of, Mike. Let me just escort the stunned Ms. Sharpe to the front hallway.” He stood and so did Sarah. She shook Dr. Monroe’s hand again and left.




  Dr. Darby studied her as they walked towards the front door.




  “Any thoughts, Sarah?”




  She shook her head, dazedly. “I think I’m in shock. Does it show?”




  “Just a little bit,” he chuckled. “Don’t let it overwhelm you. Read the papers Dr. Monroe gave you. Write any questions down.” He stopped at the front door. “This is a huge opportunity, Sarah.”




  She smiled. “I know. Thank you, Dr. Darby.” She turned and walked outside.




  Her heart did cartwheels. Virtual Reality! The possibilities were endless. If she slept tonight, she would be amazed. She drove her little Geo home and parked it. The envelope was still clutched in her right hand. Sarah unlocked her door and stepped inside. She dropped everything and sat on the couch.




  The first paper had the rules on it. They were simple. No artificial stimulants. Okay, if that means no diet soda, there was going to be a slight problem. Her eyes scanned down further. No drugs or alcohol. No discussion of the study. Take proper care of the glasses. If she became ill in any way, notify the team. All right. She picked up the compensation paper and promptly dropped it.




  Sarah took a calming breath and picked it back up. She hadn’t read it wrong. They were going to pay her three thousand dollars for the three months of research. Her adrenaline kicked in, and she did a little impromptu jitterbug across her rug. It was the answer to a prayer. She skimmed down the lines. She would be paid every month. So Sarah would have the money to get her sister’s ring and the kids’ presents for Christmas.




  Sarah threw herself back on the couch, grinning like a kid. “Merry Christmas to me.” She reached for the phone and ordered a sandwich and salad to be delivered. After it arrived, she sat at the kitchen table and made notes. She was taking this seriously. When she finished her list, she double-checked it and put it beside the envelope. Tomorrow after school, she told herself. She was still smiling when she fell asleep.




  * * * *




  The school day took forever. Sarah constantly looked at her watch. She was tapping it for the second time when her best friend, Leslie, started laughing.




  “Got plans, Sarah?”




  Sarah looked up and smiled. “As a matter of fact, I do. Don’t you hate it when time simply crawls?”




  Leslie patted her ever growing stomach and grinned. “Believe me, I know. Four more months of this, and I’m sure it’ll feel like eight.” She leaned against the divider. “What’s so important? Have a date?”




  Sarah rolled her eyes. “You’re so droll, Leslie. Me? A date? I think your pregnancy hormones are affecting your mental health.”




  Leslie chuckled. “Hey! I doubt they can all be like Mr. School Board. Refresh my memory. How many ex-wives did he have? How bitter was he?”




  Sarah winced. “Four ex-wives. They were apparently a flawed and hapless group. He was the only thing right in their world. Or so I was informed. But wait, it gets better.” She paused. “He said that if I had a little work done, he would consider me for wife number five.”




  Leslie’s jaw had dropped. “You didn’t share that part with me.”




  Sarah shrugged. “The less said about him, the better. That was a very sad, wasted evening. I had to pretend I was ill, so that I could escape. Tragic.” She tapped her chin. “Actually, he was making me nauseous. So technically speaking, I didn’t lie.”




  Leslie laughed and finished filing her papers. “Care to let me see if I can do any better?”




  Sarah winced before she could help herself. “Leslie, hon, not everybody is going to have what you and Damon have. And I appreciate it, but no. I would rather stay out of the dating pool for now.”




  “Okay, Sarah. But if you change your mind, let me know. Damon has this friend…” she trailed off, and Sarah put up her hand.




  “All ominous sentences start with something just like that. ‘There’s this friend…’ I’ll pass. But thanks. Now go sit down and rest your feet. Junior isn’t getting any lighter.”




  Sarah smiled as Leslie wandered back over to her desk. She was a good friend.




  She finished up her day and left the office around three-thirty. All the kids had gone home, and she locked the office. Sarah rushed home and changed clothes. She wanted to be in something comfortable, but nice when she went back to the Research Center.




  Sarah sat down and hurriedly made a sandwich, and washed it down with her beloved diet soda. She changed into a blue cotton pantsuit. She twisted her hair up again and grabbed the envelope with all her papers inside.




  * * * *




  Sarah’s mind was wandering as she pulled into the Research Center parking lot.




  What would it be like? What could she do? She slammed the little car into park and jumped out. She was almost running by the time she hit the front door. Sarah took a deep breath and opened the door.




  The guard looked up and smiled broadly. “Ms. Sharpe. Good to see you. I have your badge right here.”




  Sarah smiled gratefully as she pinned it to her shirt. “I became a little turned around yesterday. Could you please give me some directions to the research lab?”




  The guard smiled and pointed. “Take elevator number three to the basement. Make a right and you can’t miss it.” She thanked him and walked to the elevator.




  Her heart raced, and she could barely stand still. Sarah arrived in the basement at a quarter to five. She smoothed down her shirt and smiled. As soon as she approached the room, the doors opened automatically.




  Dr. Monroe looked up and gestured her inside. “Sarah. Good to see you. Did you read and sign all the papers?” She nodded. “Any questions?”




  “Just one. Is an artificial stimulant something like diet soda?”




  Dr. Monroe chuckled. “No. We mean something similar to a strong artificial caffeine stimulant. Your diet soda wouldn’t apply. We don’t want your body imbalanced like that.” She sighed in relief. He held out his hand, and she placed the envelope in it. “Let’s begin, Sarah. Sit here while we take your base heart rate and blood pressure.” She sat down while he hooked her up to the machine.




  His eyebrows shot up. “The way your numbers are, I’m surprised you’re not doing cartwheels.”




  “I only did one,” Sarah promised. “In the parking lot. I’m pretty sure nobody saw me.”




  Dr. Monroe shook his head. “Let’s get you calmed down a little first. Tell me about your job.”




  Sarah tilted her head. “I love it. I get to see my niece and nephew almost every day. I’ve made some really good friends. The principal is great. The teachers are wonderful.” She shrugged. “I’m doing what I want to do.”




  “Any secret ambitions or dreams?”




  She looked around the deserted room. “Between you and me?”




  “Of course,” his eyes twinkled.




  Her brown eyes took on a dreamy look. “There are a lot of things I’d like to try. Singing, drawing, dancing. I’ve never ridden a horse. I wouldn’t mind trying that.”




  The doctor nodded thoughtfully. “We’ll give that a try first.” He laughed when her heart rate spiked.




  “I’m so glad I already have your base rate. Let me unhook you.” Sarah sat still while he disconnected her. “Now, there are a few basics.” He handed her the shaded glasses. “Your left side has a small, red button on it. That is the engage button. When it is pushed, a menu will appear before you. You are to scan down until you find what you are looking for. Understand?” She nodded quickly.




  “The same button will also disengage your trip. It will ask you if you are sure. Then you will exit the program. As soon as the glasses are engaged, it will begin to record your vitals. Nothing you do or say will be recorded. Do you understand?”




  Sarah laughed and blushed. “Yes,” she managed.




  “Everybody’s curious, Sarah,” Dr. Monroe smiled. “There’s no harm in it. Several of our students asked to be put in separate rooms for their experience.”




  She smiled. “I have a question, doc. Will I be doing the same thing here with my body that I am doing in your Virtual Reality?”




  “Good question, Sarah. Let me assure you. It is very rare that your body will be doing both simultaneously. We have tried to limit this study to intellectual stimulation only. Your body should understand in essence that it is only ‘pretending’ to be engaged in the virtual world.




  “If you’ll have a seat over here…” He touched one of the chairs lightly. Sarah stood up and walked over. She sat down and tried to calm her frantically beating heart, but she was so excited. Dr. Monroe gently placed the glasses over her eyes and smiled. “Engage when ready, Sarah.” She took a deep breath and pushed the red button




  Chapter 2




  A menu appeared before Sarah’s eyes. She saw the choices were categorized alphabetically and scrolled down with her hands. “Horseback riding” was easy to find. She touched the line and felt the chair behind her back disappear. Sarah was now standing in a small corral. A palomino was grazing contentedly at the post. He had been outfitted for a ride. She walked toward him and held out her hand.




  His nose brushed softly against her and he nickered. Sarah laughed delightedly and stroked his silky nose. His tail twitched as she slowly put her foot in the stirrup and lifted her weight on top of him. She lifted her head and inhaled deeply. It was a beautiful spring day. Sarah grabbed the reins and swung the palomino around towards the open gate.




  She could feel the leather pommel in her hand and glanced down. She was wearing jeans, a button-up shirt, and black cowboy boots. Sarah felt the horse’s hair and grinned. She was here, but she wasn’t. It was the oddest sensation. She let the horse take the lead. He led her over acres of green grass. Sarah’s body began to adjust to the rhythm of the horse. It was a beautiful day.




  She looked up as she heard another horse galloping towards her. She shielded her eyes and tried to see further. Sarah felt a grin spring to her lips when Dr. Monroe cantered up. “Do I know you?” she joked.




  He laughed and patted his paint. “I came to see how you were doing Sarah. You’ve been here almost two hours.”




  “Two hours?” Her jaw dropped. “Really?”




  “Yes,” he grinned. “Addictive, isn’t it?”




  Sarah looked at him closely. “How did you get here?”




  He brought his hands up to his face. “Same as you. Thought I’d come and check on my study. How goes it?”




  “Wonderful!” She threw up her arms. “It is the most amazing feeling. But I’ve got to go, don’t I?”




  Dr. Monroe nodded. “For now. You can come back here anytime you want as soon as you take your glasses home. We can actually take the horses back, or cheat and discontinue now. What do you think?” His eyes sparkled.




  Sarah laughed. “Let’s take the horses back. I wouldn’t feel right leaving cyber horse here out in the field.” She turned around, and they dropped the horses off. A groom came out and collected them.




  Sarah pressed the little button, and her message popped up. She exited the system and took her glasses off. “Are my eyes as wide as they feel? It was kind of like ‘Alice in Wonderland’. Well, more like ‘Sarah in Cyberland’, but close.” Dr. Monroe smiled as he gently took her glasses and set them in a fitted case.




  “Any questions now that you’ve been there?”




  Sarah nodded. “A few. Can I get hurt there?”




  “An impossibility.” He shook his head. “There is no possible way that you will be harmed there.”




  She narrowed her eyes. “Even if a real live person is there, too?”




  “Even if I had taken out a simulated gun and shot you point blank in the chest, you would have been removed from the situation. Your vitals are monitored for that very reason. Your body will warn before anything happens.”




  “Okay. And what about all the other people there? The groom, for instance. He’s just an image in my head?”




  Dr. Monroe smiled. “Exactly, Sarah. These situations have been programmed and reprogrammed for every nuance. You’ll notice that your clothes changed to fit the situation.”




  “Yes, I caught that. It was interesting. How exactly are you going to use these things? What is my study all about?”




  “We hope to use these glasses in medical research,” he explained. “Patients with a terminal illness or those with Alzheimer’s or Autistism will benefit from your contribution.”




  “Pretty much a win-win situation, isn’t it?” Sarah smiled widely.




  He grinned back at her. “That’s how it looks to me. Here.” He handed her the glasses’ case. “Be careful with them.”




  She took the case gingerly. “I don’t want to know how much they cost, do I?”




  Dr. Monroe’s eyes were twinkling. “No, you don’t. If you have any questions, Sarah, my card is also in the case. Dr. Darby or I will be glad to answer any questions you have. Do not hesitate to call.”




  She shook his hand and left the room. Sarah left the Research Center smiling. She couldn’t wait to get home and pop the glasses back on. She wondered if she’d get the same horse if she went riding again. And she was doing important research. Sarah hugged the case tightly to her body and drove home.




  She walked into her house and shut the door behind her. The case was open in a heartbeat. She gently took out the laptop and followed all the instructions. Sarah grinned as she slipped the glasses on. She had set the timer mode and suddenly was wearing a watch. Handy, she thought giddily. She would give herself two more hours and then clean up and go to bed.




  Sarah started at the top and scrolled down. Three months would barely put a dent in this list. It was massive. She glanced up into the corner and gasped. Over ten thousand scenes were programmed. It was a good thing she was sitting down. Some things she bypassed simply because she had no interest in them. Being an acrobat. Heights scared her. Cyber or not. Flying a jet plane. Swimming with sharks. Climbing Mt. Everest.




  Sarah smiled when she saw ‘luau’. Perfect, she thought. She relaxed and opened the scene. Sarah glanced down at her bare feet and squished her toes even further into the pale sand. It was absolutely glorious. The sun was setting, and she was drawn into what she was seeing. There was a pig in the ground. A table had been set up with row after row of food. Fruits and flowers decorated the table.




  Couples were dancing to the music that came out of speakers strategically placed around the circle. Tiki torches were lit and glowed softly in the dying sun. Sarah felt in her hair and smiled. There were flowers woven into it. She felt a blush rise to her cheeks when she figured out what she was wearing. Or rather wasn’t wearing.




  A short floral sarong was wrapped tightly around her. The oranges and yellows melted into each other. It only fell to mid-thigh and had a small slit on her left leg that was about two inches. She put her hand on her hip and was relieved to know that she was at least wearing underwear. It’s the little things, she thought, and laughed aloud.




  Sarah walked into the circle and joined the party. At least twenty people crowded onto the little stretch of sand that had been sectioned off. She walked over to the makeshift bar and smiled. A very attractive blonde man poured drinks. “Can I help you, Miss?”




  “A margarita, please.” He grabbed a glass and went to work.




  Sarah watched him, amazed. The preciseness of his movements was fascinating. When he turned around and caught her watching him, he grinned. She blushed and grinned back. He brought the glass to her and placed it on a napkin. “Anything else I can do for you?”




  “No, thanks,” she said and laughed. “I was simply admiring your technique.”




  The bartender smiled and wrote something on a napkin. “My number. Call me if you get a chance.”




  Sarah looked down, startled, at the number he had printed. “Thanks,” she said, softly. She grabbed her drink and walked towards one of the tables set up. People were still moving their bodies to the music. She looked at the napkin again and smiled. Score one for Sarah. She sipped at the margarita and people watched.




  She had almost worked up the nerve to join them, when a man approached her table. He was stunning. He had short, jet black hair and striking dark eyes. He walked as if he owned the beach. His body was glorious. Sarah’s heart leapt into her throat. Whoever programmed this one has my undying thanks. He looked at the table and back at her.




  “May I?” he asked.




  Sarah licked her lips and smiled. “Be my guest.” He pulled out the chair and sat next to her. He was wearing a dark blue, floral shirt and black shorts. Sarah could smell his cologne, and the little detail delighted her. What the hell, she thought. This is all virtual. Go for it.




  She leaned in closer and smiled. “You smell delicious.”




  “So do you.” His handsome mouth curved into a smile.




  She was beginning to see why some students wanted to be in a room by themselves. She grinned widely. “Do you luau often?”




  He threw back his head and laughed. “My first time, actually. And you?”




  “Mine too.” Sarah smiled.




  She stuck out her hand. “Sarah Sharpe.”




  He brought it up to his mouth, turned it over, and kissed the palm. “Blake Canfield.”




  She studied him closely. “Someone did an absolutely fantastic job on you.”




  “I’ll let my parents know.”




  “Sorry,” Sarah laughed. “I’m just trying to assimilate everything. I didn’t expect someone like you here.”




  “I know,” he looked into her eyes, “but I can be a part of each program you enter.”




  The words caught Sarah off-guard. “What? You know about the programs? But you’re just a cyber guy. How in the hell?” She looked at him, astonished.




  Blake put her hand in his. “I am programmed into this pair of glasses.”




  “This just gets more and more amazing. And it doesn’t bother you?”




  “Why should it?” he shrugged his shoulders. “I am able to enjoy myself.”




  She sat back and pondered the possibilities. “You can enter into any program I can?”




  “All you have to do is think my name.” Blake smiled. “Unlike Mr. Bartender here,” he jerked his thumb towards the bar, “I can go anywhere you can.”




  “Dr. Monroe didn’t mention you.”




  “He didn’t want to corrupt your study. You were supposed to find me on your own.”




  She looked at him closely. “But I didn’t. You found me.”




  He ran his fingers through his hair. “It’s okay, Sarah. Really.”




  “So you’re a perk?” She let her eyes take him in again.




  Blake laughed again. “So it would seem. Care to dance?”




  She placed her hand back in his. He led Sarah to the center of the music, and she let herself go. Blake held her close and rocked their bodies together. And not once did he mention any ex-wives, if he supposedly had any. It couldn’t have been much better.




  Sarah’s watch beeped, and she cursed softly. Blake frowned. “What’s wrong?”




  She glared at the watch. “My two hours are up. Sorry. I’ve got to go.” She raised her hand up, and Blake caught it in his.




  “When will you be back?”




  She tilted her head and studied him. “Probably tomorrow after work. I’ll see you later, Blake.” She pushed the red button and disengaged the program.




  Sarah’s hormones were in an uproar. She took off the glasses and fanned herself. She let her mind wander over her cyber evening. Sarah glanced down at herself and laughed. She was wearing her tank top and boxers. Not exactly luau wear. Reality, she thought, and grinned. Nothing like it.




  * * * *




  Sarah hummed to herself as she dressed for work. Memories of her luau were still fresh in her mind. She plucked a woven green dress out of her closet and held it up. The weather was starting to cool off a bit, so she wore her boots with it. She made herself a bagel and slathered cream cheese on it. Today was Thursday. Two more days until the weekend. Then she could play with the new expensive toy for a while.




  Sarah gathered her purse and coat and closed her front door. There was a gentle breeze whispering through her one oak tree in the front yard. She held her head up and let the wind tug at her hair. She felt wonderful. Maybe it was the little dream scene last night. Maybe her body was just relaxed. Whatever it was, she loved it.




  She was smiling when she arrived at work. Sarah opened the office and turned on the lights. Turning on her computer, she waited while it booted. Leslie walked in ten minutes later.
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