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I was sitting in the window seat on the plane, gazing out at the fluffy clouds beneath me, when my cell phone rang. I checked the display to see who was calling me and smiled when I saw my favorite three letters light the screen.

EVE

Eve and I had been ‘dating’ for precisely three hundred and sixty-four days. We met totally by chance in an online chatroom called ‘Truth or Dare’. Literally, me even meeting Eve that day was a billion-to-one shot because not only had I never used chatrooms before, I didn’t even mean to end up in there. 

My brother’s eight-year-old son is the cutest nephew in the whole world and he had been begging me for a new board game for months. It was his ninth birthday in less than a week and I was half asleep when I typed ‘Truth or Dare’ into the Google search engine. I hadn’t even poured my obligatory cup of coffee, so when I realized I hadn’t typed in ‘board game’, I groaned and cursed at my keyboard. It was still dark outside and I hadn’t slept well. I must have accidentally caught the mouse and hit some link because my computer screen filled with an image of a woman with her finger seductively pressed to her lips.

“What the hell?” I had mumbled, squinting at the bright banner at the top of the screen. “Truth or dare chatroom?” I shook my head, feeling a little sorry for anyone who wasted their one and only life tapping away at a keyboard. “Most of it is probably AI.”

Just as I floated the cursor over the little ‘x’ mark to get the hell out of there, a small box popped up in the corner of the screen. 

One New Message.

I don’t know why I clicked open that message.

But I did.

And that set in motion a chain of events that led me to be sitting on an airplane almost one year later.

‘Hey, newbie. Please make me laugh. The people in here are spooky weird.’ 

I rolled my eyes, still assuming it was some kind of AI scam and I started typing.

‘I went through an emo phase when I was seventeen. Long hair, permanent sulky face, constantly chewing gum.  Then one afternoon I texted my mother saying that I was running late for school because I had gum in my hair. She replied saying that I should probably talk to someone else about it but that she was happy for me and that she had always ‘suspected’ it. I looked back over the message and it turned out I hadn’t written GUM. I had written CUM. And my laid back mother thought that THIS is how I chose to come out to her.’ 

I hit ‘enter ‘and stretched my achy limbs. I didn’t expect a response from the AI system. If anything, I wrote it to remind myself of better times. I was twenty-seven and to say my life had stagnated was an understatement. I was working as an accountant and I hated every miserable second of it. The money was the only thing that kept me there, but that was a problem in itself. There were rumors that the company might make redundancies the previous Christmas, so I turned up to work late and drunk on three consecutive occasions. I figured I’d give them a reason to fire me but it didn’t work.

“Out all night again, you sly old dog!” my grinning, middle-aged boss had said to me on that third afternoon. “What’s her name, huh?”

If anything my tardiness and borderline alcoholism only seemed to make them like me even more. 

My relationship history was a train wreck and I had basically given up on dating. My last two girlfriends both stole from me. I know, right? One is bad enough. But two is probably my fault. I think I was just too gullible. Too ready to accept that a girl could like me for who I am. I’m fairly intelligent, six foot, a reasonably athletic physique that means I can eat what I want without gaining much weight. Dark hair, jeans and tee shirt kind of guy. But because I had been more interested in trying (and failing) to start my own trading business in my early twenties, I missed most of the dating scene. I mean, the fact that I even call it a ‘scene’ probably says more than I can. But yeah, my first attempt at dating happened when I was twenty-five and both girls stole the Rolex from my bedside table.

If you’re wondering how two girls can both steal the same watch then I’m glad you’re paying attention and the joke is on them, really. It was a fake Rolex. A test to see if I could trust a girl in my house. Casey was the first and she jumped through my open bedroom window while I was making her a drink. We had been ‘seeing’ each other, whatever that means, for three weeks. She said she was going to get comfortable in my bedroom and all she left me with was an empty house and a windy draft. 

The second girl was Sandra. She was eight years older than me and I actually liked her. We shared interests in finance, politics, and current affairs and we spent most of our free time talking on the phone. After Casey stole my ten-dollar-from-ebay-Rolex, I reasoned that the test was a sound one and bought a new one. At least Sandra slept with me before stealing the Rolex. I woke up to an empty bed and a note where my Rolex had been lying: ‘Sorry, Adam. My name is not Sandra, so don’t come looking for me. And my son is in a gang, so I wouldn’t suggest reporting me. Won’t end well for you. Lots of love. P.’

That’s my relationship history right there. 

I hadn’t received a response from the AI robot in the chatroom, but just as I was about to shut down my computer and head out to work, a new message popped up.

‘Oh. My. God. I would have died! And as infortunate as that therapy-inducing incident was... I just laughed so hard a tiny bit of pee came out. Thank you for making me smile.’

I smiled, too, and my gaze was focused on one word. ‘Infortunate’. Whoever it is obviously meant ‘unfortunate’ and now I was sat there wondering if AI is advanced enough to purposely make spelling mistakes.

‘Glad my trauma causes you poor bladder control. Ask me what color my mother’s eyes are.’ 

‘What color are your mother’s eyes?’ came a fast response.

‘Don’t know,’ I typed. ‘Haven’t looked at her since the ‘Cum in my Hair Day’.’

I glanced at my watch and settled into the seat. I was definitely going to be late for work but I was having the closest thing to that illusive thing called ‘fun’ that I’d had in months.
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