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				Alex was being followed. In fact, everywhere he went and everything he did was tracked down to the minute detail. The coffee he purchased in the morning sent data to several companies that utilize the information to push advertisements and help market their products. The same purchase that fueled his day also fueled these companies with large amounts of data at their disposal. That was how it worked, but it really only scratched the surface.
			

			
				Now, they had access to his microphone. They could hear his conversations—who he talked to and about what topics. Nothing was off limits. His device worked for him, but it also worked against him by taking away his privacy. They even knew how many times a day he went to the bathroom. They knew what books he read, the movies he watched every Sunday night, and of course, the porn he watched on his phone before bed. Alex believed incognito mode protected him there, but these companies had ways around that.
			

			
				They also knew Alex had moved to a new city in a new state. He needed a change of pace after striking out with countless women and feeling down on his luck. He thought this change would open up new doors for him. He moved to a college town where there were a ton of possibilities to meet women. Alex hadn’t gone to college and worked in retail sales. It wasn’t that he wasn’t smart enough; he didn’t have the drive. He wasn’t motivated by money or social status. All he wanted was to meet a nice girl, date her for a while to ensure she was the right fit, ask her to marry him, and then have a dozen kids. In the end, all he wanted was the girl. Someone to love him and hold him like his mother used to when he was a child.
			

			
				He sat at the bar with his right leg shaking in a nervous twitch, sipping on his Jack and Coke. The flow of customers was steady considering it was a Friday night in a college town. There were patrons all around him, laughing and having a great time, but he sat alone waiting for his friend to join him. He pulled out his phone out of boredom with no one to talk to. He opened his dating app, Konnection, to check his messages, but the little red bubble popped up with only one message. It was from the admin of the app encouraging him to update some information on his profile. He laid the phone on the bar, but before he did, his new device took note of a few things.
			

			
				First, it knew his location and even marked what stool he sat on at the bar. It used the microphone to record his drink order, and the front camera took note of the shirt he wore and how he styled his hair for the evening.
			

			
				A young lady with honey hair that curled down past her shoulders walked into the bar in a hurry. She looked rushed, like she wanted to get a drink in before heading home to study for an exam. Alex blushed as she took the seat next to him while she fumbled through her oversized purse for her wallet. Unfortunately, as soon as she looked up to see him staring back at her, she moved over a few seats to keep her distance from him. She was way out of his league, and he drowned himself in his whiskey once he realized he didn’t have a shot.
			

			
				Maybe it was the little bit of acne he had growing on his right cheek. Maybe she could sense he didn’t have any confidence in himself—most women could smell that on a man. Or maybe his wide-framed glasses and hunched posture turned her off. He had no way of knowing, and he wasn’t about to ask her.
			

			
				“Dude!” Alex’s friend Noah screamed from across the bar. He walked through the crowd and slapped Alex on the shoulder. “What’s goin’ on, my man?”
			

			
				“Not much.”
			

			
				Noah loosened the scarf around his neck and wiped the snow off his shoulders. He brushed his hands through his dark hair in James Dean fashion. He had the looks of James Dean, and his confidence came off like Sinatra, especially with his dark hair pulled back. Regardless, the ladies loved it, and they loved him. The way he conducted himself and the air of confidence he brought into a room every time he walked through the door.
			

			
				“Did I just see you strike out? Again?” Noah motioned to the bartender. “I’ll have a rum and Coke.”
			

			
				“No, you jackass. I didn’t even say anything to her.”
			

			
				“Well, I saw her change seats and look at you like you’re the Grim Reaper. We gotta get you laid tonight.”
			

			
				Alex sipped his drink without saying anything, either out of embarrassment or frustration. Maybe both.
			

			
				“I mean, look at all these beautiful women around here.” Noah waved his arms around, gesturing to several different groups of women, some of whom took notice. There was that air of confidence fogging up the room. “Aren’t you glad you finally decided to move out here with your best bud?”
			

			
				Alex nodded his head in agreement and sipped his drink.
			

			
				The woman who had moved a few seats down gazed over at Noah and smiled. She sipped her rose-colored wine and turned toward the door, putting her back toward him.
			

			
				“Watch this,” Noah whispered into Alex’s ear as he stood up from his stool.
			

			
				Alex could hear mumbles of them talking under the tone of the crowd in the bar, but he couldn’t make out exactly what they were saying. Within a minute, Noah had his arm around her, and they were laughing while they clinked their drinks together. It was like they had been friends for years. Alex couldn’t understand how Noah could turn a complete stranger into someone who adored him after barely even knowing them. He did it all the time, and it drove Alex crazy.
			

			
				He decided to ignore them and watch the baseball game on the television directly in front of him. The batter on the screen struck out, and Alex knew how he felt.
			

			
				Noah came back after a few minutes and put his arm around Alex. “Alright, man. This is your chance. My new friend Mary over there has a friend for you. Don’t fuck this up.”
			

			
				Alex glanced over and saw a somewhat pretty woman with natural features sitting next to the girl who had dissed him earlier and was now giving Noah “fuck me” eyes. This new girl looked like someone on his level, and he thought he might actually have a chance.
			

			
				They all hung out, taking shots and telling stories, which mostly came from Noah. He could hold the attention of a room no matter the circumstances, and both girls seemed to eat it up. Alex’s awkwardness got the best of him, and he had a hard time connecting with Mary’s friend Amber.
			

			
				Every movie Alex brought up, she hated. He loved meat; she was a vegan. He liked to play the popular, yet very nerdy, board game Dragons and Dwarves, but she hadn’t even heard of the game. While Noah and Mary had their hands all over each other giggling every other second, Alex and Amber looked like two sore thumbs sitting across from each other.
			

			
				By the end of the night, Noah went home with Mary, and Alex went home alone. Amber was very sweet and let him down easy, but it still burned at him that he couldn’t make a connection with her.
			

			
				Alex opened his phone in bed later that night, hoping to see a message in his Konnection app, but it read, “No New Messages.” He closed his phone and looked up at the ceiling, feeling the room spin from the alcohol. His eyes fluttered closed as he went off to dream about his future life with a beautiful wife and kids running around their house. Despite being alone that night, he slept with a smile—although, he wasn’t really alone. His phone was always with him. Always watching.
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				His phone buzzed on his nightstand early the next morning like it was telling Alex he needed to wake up and start playing with it. It was like a little kid waking up his parents to play, but really, it was Noah asking him to meet him at the diner for breakfast. Still, his phone had plenty to track that morning—how long he slept, the news articles he read while brushing his teeth, what clothes he put on for the day, what music he listened to while he walked to the diner, and what route he walked.
			

			
				It wasn’t only his phone doing the tracking. Security cameras on the street observed who he made eye contact with, what stores drew his attention, and what ads he took note of during his walk. Almost everything about this young man’s life was tracked by the technology around him, right down to his watch recording each and every heartbeat he had.
			

			
				Alex located his friend sitting in a booth at the back of the diner. The waitress refilled Noah’s coffee, and Alex asked for one as well.
			

			
				“Sup?” Noah’s voice was low and worn out.
			

			
				“Late night?”
			

			
				“You could say that. I haven’t slept.”
			

			
				“Must’ve been a good night with that girl you met then.”
			

			
				“Correction. Girls.”
			

			
				“No way! How?”
			

			
				Noah wore sunglasses to help wane his hangover, and he tipped them down to look Alex right in the eyes. “You. All thanks to you.”
			

			
				“Pff. What?!”
			

			
				“Yeah, that other girl ended up being her roommate. You struck out with her pretty hard, and she was jealous of her friend. I was able to spread the love though. If you know what I mean.” As he said it, Noah spread jam across his toast. “Sorry for already ordering. I’m starving.”
			

			
				“I bet.” Jealousy overtook Alex and he looked away depressingly. Why is Noah so lucky with girls? Why was he born with his good looks? Envy crept into his thoughts.
			

			
				“Look.” Noah cut into his stack of pancakes as he talked. “You’re not gonna meet girls at bars, Alex. You read books. You watch old episodes of The Twilight Zone and Star Trek. Girls who are into that kinda stuff aren’t going to be available for pickup at a bar. Those girls want a bad boy who drives a muscle car or a motorcycle.”
			

			
				“You think you’re a bad boy? You don’t drive a muscle car or have a motorcycle.”
			

			
				“Yeah, but I have good looks so I can get away with it.”
			

			
				Alex rolled his eyes at that one. “Alright, hot shot. Where am I going to meet girls that are more my speed then?”
			

			
				Right as he finished his sentence, Alex’s phone flashed an alert onto his lock screen—it was an email from a new dating app. Perfect Match promised Alex they’d found his soulmate. There were dozens of girls who were already interested in dating him, according to the email.
			

			
				“What the hell?” Alex mumbled under his breath. He wondered how these girls knew who he was or anything about him.
			

			
				“What? What is it?” Noah shoved a huge pile of pancakes into his mouth.
			

			
				Alex ignored him and kept reading the email. Profile pictures and notes from different girls made up the rest of the email, and Alex’s skepticism melted away. For example, one of the messages said she also loved Star Trek and The Twilight Zone. Alex thought it was a strange coincidence they were talking about those shows only a moment ago.
			

			
				“If you don’t tell me what the hell you’re looking at, I’m gonna throw the rest of my pancakes at you.”
			

			
				“Have you heard of this new dating app, Perfect Match?”
			

			
				“Nope.” Noah became agitated at Alex for answering his question with another question.
			

			
				“Well, this email is saying there are dozens of girls who are interested in me. I have no idea how they found out anything about me, though. This girl wrote to me saying she likes The Twilight Zone and Star Trek. We were just talking about that. Isn’t that crazy?”
			

			
				“Sounds like you struck gold, my man! You gotta write her back. Is she hot?”
			

			
				“She’s attractive for sure.” Alex turned his phone to show Noah her picture. “Looks like she’s way out of my league.”
			

			
				In fact, all the girls featured in the email looked out of his league. Most of them with wavy, blonde hair running past their shoulders and sparkling eyes gleaming at the camera. Not only were they all attractive, but they also had the same interests as Alex. Especially one girl, Jessica. She looked stunning, and her blue eyes locked on Alex’s like a painting that follows you with its eyes when you walk by it in a haunted house.
			

			
				“You should write her back. That Konnection app sucks, and you haven’t had much success at the bars.”
			

			
				“I dunno, man. This seems…weird. Like it’s too good to be true.”
			

			
				“If I were you, I’d give it a shot. You gotta keep putting yourself out there, or you’re gonna end up an old lump of clay sitting in your recliner watching Star Trek reruns.”
			

			
				Alex thought about how everything always fell into Noah’s lap. He always got what he wanted. Maybe this time the universe was turning things around in his favor. Maybe it was his turn to have something fall into his lap.
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				What were the chances the first girl he met on this app would end up being the one? It had only been a few weeks, and they were texting each other constantly. She knew everything about Star Trek. She even knew about the unaired pilot where Captain Pike was actually at the helm of the Enterprise. What beautiful 24-year-old girl knew about that? He was infatuated with her. Every free second he had in his day was dedicated to texting Jessica.
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				Alex: where have you been all my life?
			

			
				Jessica: right here. waiting for you.
			

			
				Alex: it’s hard to believe you don’t have a boyfriend. what am i missing?
			

			
				Jessica: i have very specific taste Alex. i’m not looking for some fling either. i want to find someone real. i want to live long and prosper with someone :)
			

			
				Alex: you could have any guy you want. why me? what makes me so special?
			

			
				Jessica: you’re adorable. plus i’m not completely sold on you…yet.
			

			
				Alex: maybe i can change that. let’s meet in person. coffee tomorrow morning?
			

			
				Jessica: coffee…that’s boring. how about dinner? i know a really good place.
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				Jumping straight to dinner seemed aggressive to Alex, even though they’d already been talking for a few weeks. He had seen this play by girls on these apps in the past and had been burned. He would take them out to this fancy dinner, they’d stumble through awkward conversations, he’d pay the bill, and he’d never hear from them again. Ghosted.
			

			
				Despite his reservations about joining the app and now dinner, he felt drawn to Jessica. He had this feeling in the pit of his stomach that made him anxious but in a good way. Something he’d never felt before. Maybe it was the beginning of something special, and it scared him a little bit.
			

			
				All he knew was he was sick of being alone, and it was time to make a change.
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				Alex stood outside the restaurant, waiting for Jessica to arrive, with his hands fidgeting inside his pockets. He had never been this nervous for a date in his life. Looking at the place from the outside even intimidated him. He didn’t even think he could afford to eat at a place like this.
			

			
				Jessica pulled up in her car—a smooth-looking Lexus—while Alex had walked because he didn’t even have a car. There wasn’t a need for one in the city really, but still, he felt diminished knowing she drove a car probably worth more than he made in a year. He wondered how a young girl in her twenties could even afford a car like that. Maybe her parents were rich.
			

			
				Jessica popped out of the driver seat, closed the door, and smiled from ear to ear as she walked up to Alex.
			

			
				“Wow!” Alex’s jaw almost dropped to the ground.
			

			
				“Are you referring to my dress or the car?” Jessica twirled in a circle creating a flow on the skirt of her dress that would hypnotize almost any man.
			

			
				“Would you be upset if I said both?”
			

			
				“Ha! You’re so adorable.” Jessica leaned in and gave him a kiss on his cheek. She stayed close to his face, peering into his eyes, trying to hypnotize him in case the skirt didn’t do the trick.
			

			
				Alex’s face flushed, and he awkwardly glanced over to the door of the restaurant. “I probably shouldn’t say this…but I dunno if I can afford this place.”
			

			
				“Who said you were buying? C’mon.” She grabbed his hand and pulled him to the door where he graciously opened it for her. She curtsied at him. “Aw, thank you. Such a gentleman.”
			

			
				They walked up to the concierge, and Jessica gave the hostess her name for the reservation.
			

			
				“Is it just me or wouldn’t it be so cool if all doors made the same sound from Star Trek?” Jessica mimicked the futuristic swoosh of a door opening and closing like the show. It almost sounded perfect to Alex like she had a recording of the sound playing from her mouth.
			

			
				“I was just saying that to my friend the other day!”
			

			
				“No way!” She gently slapped him on the shoulder and proceeded to cuddle into it while they waited for their table to be ready. It was like this was their hundredth date, not their first. They had an instant connection, and it seemed like Jessica didn’t want to let go of Alex. It was a dream for him to have this beautiful girl all over him. His tensions loosened, and he soaked in everything about her. How her hair glistened in the light with every turn of her head. The way she smiled out of the corner of her mouth. Those blue eyes pierced his soul every time she looked at him.
			

			
				While Jessica leaned against his shoulder, Alex reached down and pinched his arm.
			

			
				“What was that?” She pulled back confused.
			

			
				“I had to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.”
			

			
				Jessica immediately grabbed him by the back of the head and kissed him on the lips. It was a gentle kiss with only a little bit of tongue. It surprised Alex, but once his brain comprehended what was happening, he sunk into her and kissed her back. Usually, this happened at the end of a date. Well, not for Alex, but that was what he saw

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		OEBPS/Images/cs11.002.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
AND OTHERS
SMALL BITES STORJIES

E AN S

INDIES UNITED PUBLISHING HOUSE
MULTI-AUTHOR ANTHOLOGY i





OEBPS/Images/ca6677841.001.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/cs11.001.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/titlepage.001.jpeg
DS UNTED PUBISHNG HOSE IC
PO. b 3071
QUICY, 1L 25053071





OEBPS/Images/titlepage.002.jpeg
THE PERFECT

MATCH

AND OTHER
SMALL BITES STORIES

AN
INDIES UNITED PUBLISHING HOUSE
MULTI-AUTHOR ANTHOLOGY

s
NDIES UITED PUBLSHING HOUSE, LIC





