"Excuse me?" Jason asked.

"Like I asked, is this Jason Meow?"

"This is... how did you get my number?"

"A phonebook, how else?" Laughter on the other end of the line. "My name is George. You probably know me as 'dorito'—I'm the author of the Blue Sky blog." There was a pause, as though the man on the other end was waiting for a response. Jason said nothing. "Anyway, I'd like to interview you... about blogging, about writing, about that kind of stuff."

"Why not do that kind of thing by e-mail?" Jason asked. He'd participated in many blogger interviews in the past, and been featured on dozens of sites. There was even a subdomain on Technorati dedicated to him. He was an internet celebrity and he was used to the attention, but this was the first time he had been contacted by phone.

"Who the hell is it?" asked the dachshund.

"Fanboy," Jason whispered, rolling his eyes. After the first hundred interviews, he had no longer needed the extra attention. The idea of being interviewed had also become less of a novelty. He was an unstoppable behemoth of a blogger, and he didn't need one or two amateurs interviewing him to succeed in the blogosphere.

"Don't you think talking in person would be far more lovely?"

"You didn't mean a phone interview?!" questioned Jason. He had never met his fans in person outside of conventions ((<a href="http://dotq.org/forum/viewtopic.php?f=3&t=378&start=250#p14012">Flak and Anime Bloggerality</a>)), where he had always assumed an enigmatic persona that never failed to transform raging fanboys into swooning children.

"No, I was thinking we could meet up at a cafe, talk over a cup of coffee. You know. I'll bring a notepad and a pencil and a camera, you bring your brains! It'll be beautiful."

"Beautiful?" asked Jason, skeptical. "To start with, we're strangers from the internet! I think I'll pass."

"Basketball players do interviews with strangers all the time, you know."

"I really don't have time for—"

"Have you seen the news online?" asked Blue Sky's author, abruptly changing the subject.

"What news?"

"The girl you captured at the City Hall protest—"

"The amount of info you have on me is getting creepy. With all due respect, I'm hanging—"

"She's free!" dorito managed to yell before Jason slammed the receiver down into its cradle. Jason immediately picked it back up and hit redial.

"Hello, dorito?"

"Jason?"

"I'd very much like to meet with you at the earliest opportunity."

"Roger that. I happen to be on my cell in San Francisco right now, near this pretty cozy Pizza Hut. You know the one on Grant? Yeah. I'll be there, waiting." With a click, dorito hung up.

"What was <i>that</i> all about?" asked the dachshund. 

"I'm going to go meet with him, with my fanboy," said Jason. "Looks like he knows something about Marin."

"Marin isn't important!" the dog barked. "Get to work on finding the Angel Stones!"

"Hey, hey, hey," said Jason. "You got her involved in all this, right? You can't just toss her aside like that."

"Funny to hear that coming from the fed who arrested her," snorted the dachshund.

"She was under suspicion of terrorism," Jason shrugged. "Now I know that she was just following <i>your</i> guidance."

"You're going to meet this fanboy no matter what, huh?"

"Yeah. I'm interested. And hey, it won't take forever to meet some dude and talk to him, right? It's not like I'm abandoning your game."

The dachshund remained silent.

"Alright, El, if you're not too busy playing God, I'll have you be my flashlight again." After the tome replied with its canned "yes, my master," Jason scooped it up and made for the door, leaving his discharged laptop behind. Pizza Hut wasn't his idea of a pleasant cafe, but it was only three blocks from his apartment. And besides: pizza was pretty delicious. Fanboys were fanboys, but the prospects for this outing weren't that bad.
