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  The Open Source Woman


  


  Everybody lies—especially when dating. Fortunately, Luke has your back. A self-appointed honesty enforcer, he volunteers at bars using VR optics and data mining in his quest to referee the game of love. He'll keep you honest and send you home happy...if you play fair.


  But a world without secrets holds all kinds of surprises, even for Luke—like transparency activists, and broken hearts, and the unexpected appearance of an Open Source Woman.
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  The moment he spotted her, Luke knew everything he needed to know about her to make his decision. Unfortunately for Luke, she wasn't the one he really needed information about. It didn't help that, until she walked in, he'd been otherwise occupied with his primary hobby, which his mother called “meddling in the affairs of others,” because she was one of those people who just didn't get it.


  The low-hanging flood lights painting the room with little pools of dazzling occupied by about thirty sitting people. Shortly before she walked in, his attention had been occupied by a couple on the far side of the bar, past the long mahogany high table. It was a garden-variety pickup, the kind Luke had seen a few thousand times, the kind he'd even engaged in back before he’d learned the hard way. Back before he'd found the collective and gotten things figured out.


  The woman in the prospective couple hadn't figured things out yet—neither had the man, as was obvious from Luke's vantage point forty feet away. He could see that the moment he looked at the woman and her metadata popped up around her, the display framing her as Luke scanned back and forth between her and her prospective beau. It was the kind of display you'd expect from someone who'd just gotten their social networking license, which was excusable on someone in junior high, but unconscionable on someone who was twenty-seven, worked in finance, and had graduated Summa Cum Laude from Carnegie Mellon. Her metadata read like a CV.


  His was just as bad. Pictures of him on his rowing team, a copy of his Juris Doctorate vellum and law license, pictures showing him with a full head of hair rather that the balding crown he sported now—which Luke could see, but, because of where she was standing, the woman couldn't—and interests including “long romantic walks in the evening.”


  They had freedom of speech, and they had the right to present themselves as the perfect potential marriage partners if they wanted to. Defrauding their prospective dupes, though, wasn't exactly kosher. For example, what would Mr. JD think if he knew that Ms. Finance's StreamFilms profile showed that she had a predilection for serial killer movies, chess competitions, and hardcore, but completely hated romance, action, and science fiction? And what would Ms. Finance think if she knew that Mr. JD also had a profile on CatholicDating.com under a pseudonym, where he confessed his total lack of respect for any woman that would sleep with him before things “got serious.”


  Fortunately, Luke also had freedom of speech, and he used that freedom to blink-click on Ms. Finance's “I Know Her” box and paste the link to her StreamFilms profile, then he looked down to the tabletop where he kept his virtual keyboard, and he typed in “One good thing about Tammie, she's got the greatest taste in movies!” and hit “Enter.”


  Then, to keep things equal, he switched over to Mr. JD, selected the same field in his public profile, and linked to the CatholicDating.com profile with the comment “One of the best things about Alan, he's a man of good morals who isn't afraid to tell the world that he's no friend of promiscuity.”


  One after the other, they stiffened noticeably, and within a minute their little tête-à-tête had broken up. They'd each discover why later, but by that time perhaps they'd find people whose company they'd enjoy more anyway.


  Luke waved to the waiter, signaled for a refill on his Coke. He hadn't gotten to the point in the evening yet where he felt like adding rum out of sheer depression. Keeping his whistle wet enough to enjoy the onion rings did the job just fine.
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