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1. Jared Pond and the Temper Complication.
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I was drinking beer and enjoying the vibes as I attended a pool party on the front lawn of a rented mansion in Brazil. The stench from the Guane potion had finally receded, which enabled me to spend time around other humans again. I was here on a mission, working as a bodyguard for the Australian tennis player, Alexander Snapovic.

I sighed as I walked up to Alex to stop him from having a tequila shot with a Brazilian bombshell. Stopping a young man from enjoying his life wasn’t who I am. However, my contract with Alex’s manager was to stop Alex from getting drunk and rowdy so he could focus on winning the Sao Paolo Open tennis tournament. 

“Sorry, Alex. But I cannot allow you to drink alcohol. You can have a shot of cactus-flavoured water.” I said as I interrupted Alex from his interaction with the Brazilian beauty. 
“Quem é esse velho? Por que está impedindo você de festejar? (Who is this old man? Why is stopping you from partying?)” The Brazilian bombshell asked. 
“I am sorry. He’s a former Australian agent and my current babysitter. I have an important tennis match tomorrow. Would you like to join me in my room for some non-alcoholic beer?”  Alex replied.
“Não passo tempo com homens bebendo cerveja sem álcool. Adeus, Alex. (I don't spend time with men drinking non-alcoholic beer. Goodbye, Alex)” The babe replied, and left Alex.
As the babe left, Alex turned to me and spoke: “Why did you have to do that, Jared? Why couldn’t you let one drink slide?” 
“Because one drink, never ends up being one drink,” I replied. 
“But didn’t you enjoy living and partying when you were 22 before you turned into an old man?” Alex whined. 
I reflected on Alex’s question. When I was 22 years old, I had been a skilled poker player, surfer, and lady-magnet. At that age, I hadn’t yet been affected by post-traumatic stress from being a RAKI field agent. Mm, good times!

“When I was 22, I was enjoying my life and partying like there was no tomorrow. Look what happened to me. I am now your glorified babysitter, preventing you from doing the same mistakes I did.” I stated. 
“Okay, Jared. I guess you are right. Let’s call it a night.” Alex said and sighed. 
I took a deep breath of relief. Alex was famous for losing his temper and I had feared a confrontation because I ruined his chances with the Brazilian babe. My relief was short-lived as few police officers approached us. 

“Gentlemen. We have received a noise complaint. Please give us 5000 Brazilian Reals and we’ll leave you alone.” A police officer said. 
“Sure, do you take credit cards?” I asked. 
“Very funny, Gringo. Give us the money or your tennis star will spend the night in jail, and he’ll miss his game.” The police officer stated.
Hearing this, the worst-case scenario played out as Alex lost his temper and ranted. “Fuck you, fascist pig. You are not getting anything from me. See you in court!”

As one can expect, insulting corrupt police officers had a negative effect. A few minutes later, the police officers had handcuffed Alex and taken him to police custody. The same police officer spoke again. “I am afraid the price has gone up, Mr Pond. Pay us 10,000 reals in cash by tomorrow or Alex will miss his game. Boa Noite, Sr. Pond” 

As the police officers left, I knew what I had to do. I had to go to an ATM and withdraw 10,000 Reals so I could bribe the police officers to let Alex go...

*** 
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‘YOUR DAILY WITHDRAWAL limit is 5000 BRL.’

I swore as I pocketed the measly sum that the ATM allowed me to withdraw. While ATM limits were useful to avoid credit card fraud, they were useless when I needed the cash to bribe the corrupt police officers to let Alex go. 

I hesitated about my next move. Would I: A: go to the police station and haggle with police officers or would I B: go to an illegal gambling den owned by the Castro Cartel and double my money? Neither option seemed ideal, but I wasn’t a cheapskate, so I decided to head to the gambling den. 

As I approached the gambling den, the bouncer said. “Mr Pond. Mariana Castro is wondering why you haven’t answered her calls?”
“Umm, I have been busy,” I lied while trying to forget my ex with the prosthetic nose. 
“Okay, don’t do anything stupid in here. Remember that everyone is watching you.” The bouncer said. 
I nodded, went inside, and headed for the poker tables so I could make enough money to pay off the corrupt cops. 
***
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I HAD WON ENOUGH MONEY to pay off the corrupt cops and I was about to leave the gambling den when an unexpected encounter occurred. The Brazilian babe that had rejected Alex earlier during the night, approached me and seduced me. “Oh, fancy seeing you here, Mr Pond. Please come and have a drink with me at a bar.”

I can’t recall any time in my life when having a drink with a beautiful woman was less appropriate. I was in an illegal gambling den owned by my ex, I needed to bail my client out of jail, and this was the same girl I had told Alex to stay away from. By any logic, I would reject the drink and run as far as I could. However, logic is not what drives a man when a bombshell half his age approaches him, so I replied. “I would love a drink, miss?” 
“Silva, Serena Silva,” Serena replied. 
I loved the elegance with which, she introduced herself and I replied. “Pond, Jared Pond.” 
After that, we had a few drinks. One thing led to another and a few hours later, the Pond train was ready for departure. Tut, tut! 

***
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ALEX GAVE ME A SOUR look as I picked him up at the police station. “I have spent all night in this shithole. How am I going to win a game after a night like this,” Alex whined. 
“I am sorry, Alex. I couldn’t withdraw enough money to pay the bribes because of the withdrawal limit on my credit card. I had to win enough money to get you out.” I replied, leaving out the detail about the many hours I had spent engaging in poculation and copulation with the beautiful Serena Silva. 
“But you’re supposed to be the greatest agent Australia has ever seen. Why don’t you carry more than one card to circumvent ATM transaction limits?” Alex objected.
Alex was right. Why didn’t I carry a stash of cash or a few cards so I could bribe people if the need arose? Had I lost my touch? I didn’t want to ponder on this topic so I replied: “What you should focus on is to control your anger. If you hadn’t picked a fight with the cops, I wouldn’t need to bail you out of jail.” 
Alex nodded and replied: “You are right. I should channel my energy on winning tennis matches, instead of getting angry and fighting cops. Let’s go to the stadium and win this match.” 
I nodded and we headed off to the stadium so Alex could win his game.
***
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“MATCHPOINT, SNAPOVIC.”

I realised the pointlessness of my actions the previous night when I saw how easily Alexander Snapovic was defeating his opponent, the chubby Colombian player Sebastian Santiago. If I had let Alexander have his drinks and fun with Serena Silva, he would still have won the game, against this terrible opponent. 6-0, 5-0 and a point to go. With a bit of luck, Alex would keep quiet and sober for the rest of the tournament and our time in Sao Paolo would pass in a breeze. 

“Oh, it’s so nice to see you here, Jared!”

I stared in awe as the sexy Serena Silva walked up to me at the stand and gave me an extended French kiss. Another person also stared, Alexander Snapovic. “Fuck you, Jared. You slept with my girl while I was in police custody. I’ll kill you for this!” Alex roared.

Having shouted this, Jared smashed a ball at me, smashed his racket, jumped the fence, punched me in the face, and got disqualified. 
*** 
[image: ]


I WOKE UP IN A HOSPITAL bed a few hours later. I had never predicted that this would happen, and I had copped a proper beating by Snapovic. As it turned out, Snapovic would have better prospects in MMA than he had in tennis. 

My noseless ex Mariana Castro approached me, smiled, and spoke: “Thank you, Jared. Because of you, I won a large sum on sports betting.” 
“I don’t understand,” I replied. 
“I bribed the organisers to allow the hopeless tennis player Sebastian Santiago to participate in the first round of Sao Paolo Open. Then I bet a large sum on him winning the game against Snapovic against all the odds. When Snapovic snapped and got disqualified for assaulting you, I made a fortune.” Mariana revealed. 
“So, you are not angry about my tryst with Serena Silva?” I asked. 
“One does not engage in coitus with the man-whore Jared Pond, believing to be his only woman. Besides, who do you think paid Serena to hook up with you in the first place?” Mariana replied.
I sighed. My ex had used me as a pawn to win a sporting bet. Worse yet, her revelation about paying Serena to have sex with me deflated the sense of achievement I had felt from bedding such a beauty.

I coughed and my broken ribs ached. What a shitty way to fail a mission!

The end. 
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