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Dear reader.

Thanks for picking up this book. It’s 2026 and AI models are all around us, so I decided to make two different AI edits of my 2021 anthology The Dating Mishaps of the Luckless Lawyer,  The Dating Mishaps of a Luckless Lawyer: Tinder, Trauma & Terrible Decisions for Google Play and other platforms and The Author’s Martrix — Dating Mishaps and Other Disasters for Amazon. Both versions are sharper than the original and make minor additions to the plot  

Full disclosure I did not write these new version; I let AI do the heavy lifting. For some, this might sound strange, Authors are meant to love the written word and the intricacies of the language. However, for me I am mainly interested in creating stories and seeing where they take me. If I can use AI to refine future manuscripts I can create more stories, which I am interested in, while cutting the massive editing time which does not interest me. We’ll see how these new versions are received.

Feel free to compare this version with the original and tell me which one you prefer by sending me an email to MartinLundqvistauthor@Gmail.com or a message to Martin Lundqvist Author on Facebook
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The Library Date
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‘Sex and Other Physiological Needs’. I stared at the book my supposed Tinder date was reading. I was surprised she had suggested meeting inside a library, but here I was. This could actually be a promising start — the book felt like a good omen.

I approached her. “Hi, is your name Emma Cheng?”

My date put down the book, smiled warmly, and said, “Hi. You must be Geoffrey?”

“Yes. Interesting choice of book!” I said, winking.

“Indeed. This book has many hidden facts that will make your jowls drop,” Emma replied seductively.

“Jowls? What do you mean?” I asked, immediately biting my tongue. I feared my ignorance would derail this promising conversation.

“Jaw. As in making your jaw drop. Figuratively speaking, of course,” Emma explained patiently.

“Yes, of course. It seems libraries are excellent for learning. I’ve been here less than a minute and I’ve already picked up a new word,” I said, smiling.

“Imagine what a couple of hours with me would do to you. You’d become a new man!” Emma enthused.

I reflected on her words. I really did need to become a new man, and she seemed like the perfect teacher. “How about we grab a coffee at the shop upstairs?” I suggested. “As much as I love books, reading together doesn’t make for the best first date.”

“Oh, you haven’t dated me yet. Reading together can make an evening remarkably interesting. But I’m happy to have a coffee too,” Emma said with a smile.

We went upstairs. I walked up to the counter and ordered two cappuccinos. As I was about to pay, a terrifying realisation struck me: I had no cash, and I had no idea which of my twenty-four credit cards still had any credit left. I had considered cutting them all up to escape debt slavery, but I needed them to project an image of success. The payments bounced several times. I panicked, frantically switching cards while the cashier watched with growing impatience. Damn. This Tinder date was turning into a carbon copy of last week’s disaster.

Eventually Emma handed the cashier a ten-dollar note and smirked at me as we carried our coffees to a table. Unfortunately, the traffic noise from the nearby street made conversation difficult, and my phone started buzzing.

“Don’t mind me. Answer it,” Emma suggested.

Reluctantly, I took the call. “How was your date?” Martin, my author friend, asked.

“I’m still on it,” I replied.

“Oh, I’d better not disturb you then,” Martin said and hung up.

‘No shit!’ I thought. I turned back to Emma.

She was gone. She must have slipped away during the phone call. I cried on the inside. Despite being a successful lawyer, I had now attended 100 consecutive Tinder dates without having sex.
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The Ladyboy Date
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I was at home scrolling through my credit card statements, trying to figure out if I had enough credit left for another Tinder date. After 100 straight dates without sex, I was still a sucker for punishment. Maybe date 101 would finally bring me the woman of my dreams — or at least someone I could have sex with.

As it turned out, I had maxed out every single card. It would take six months to get back in the black. Sexless dating wasn’t cheap, and my dodgy investments had completely offset my hefty lawyer income. While those investments made me a tax-exempt citizen, I sometimes wondered whether it wouldn’t be better to just pay taxes and actually have money.

Unable to afford another Tinder disaster, I contacted my ex-girlfriend Rebecca. We had broken up after my many failed attempts at cheating on her. Since I had never actually succeeded with another woman during our relationship, I hoped time had healed the wounds.

“Hi Geoffrey. It’s been a while. What’s up?” Rebecca said.

“I’ve been missing you. How about lunch?” I replied.

“Have you missed me, or have you missed having sex?” she asked bluntly.

“Aren’t those the same thing?” I said.

“Okay, I guess. Can you meet me at Cargo Bar at 1 o’clock today?”

‘Wow, she’s keen. Why did I wait so long?’ I thought — until I remembered I was broke.

I didn’t want a repeat of the library date, so I decided to be honest for once.

“Umm, Becky, there’s one thing you need to know...”

“Don’t say you infected me with an STD?” Rebecca exclaimed.

“No. I’m just too broke to pay for lunch,” I admitted.

“Wait, aren’t you a successful lawyer?” she asked.

“Yes, but an even worse investor,” I said.

“Okay, I’ll shout you lunch. See you at 1.”

I smiled as I hung up. I had secured a free lunch. With some luck, I might also secure a naked yoga session. The Duracell Bunny was ready for action.



As I met Rebecca at Cargo Bar, she looked as okay as ever. I wondered why I had put so much effort into unsuccessfully cheating on her. We had actually gotten along well. If I hadn’t been such an idiot, we might still be together. I reminded myself that it hadn’t made sense to settle when I was younger and still had dreams. Now that I was older and deeply in debt, an okay relationship suddenly seemed a lot better than another frustrating trek through the dating wilderness.

Rebecca approached me. “Hi Geoffrey. It’s nice to see you again. Alas, to be honest, I accepted in the hopes of getting a free lunch. Then again, I assumed you called hoping to hook up, so neither of us is getting what we want.”

Ouch. This was not the romantic rekindling I had hoped for. I cleared my throat. “Look, I’m sorry about asking you to pay. I’ll make it up to you.”

Rebecca shook her head. “It’s not about the money. We live in 2019 and I believe in gender equality. I’m happy to pay for lunch.”

“So what is the problem then?” I asked.

“The problem is the multiple times you tried — and failed — to cheat on me,” Rebecca replied.

“Woah, I never actually cheated on you,” I objected.

“That’s because you always failed. Imagine how demoralising it is to be with a guy who constantly tries to cheat but never succeeds. If you had succeeded, at least I would know you were an alpha male that other women wanted. But that wasn’t the case for us, was it?” she ranted.

I didn’t know how to respond, so I stayed quiet. A minute later a waitress delivered two medium-cooked steaks. I hadn’t ordered anything, but this was exactly what I would have chosen.

“Hey, did you order the steaks before I arrived?” I asked.

“Yes. I promised you lunch and I knew what you wanted. Let’s eat. I need to get back to work soon,” Rebecca said sharply.

We ate in silence. I was about to leave when Rebecca smiled and said, “Hey Geoffrey, one of my college professors, Kanika, would love to have dinner with you tonight. Are you available? It’s her shout.”

“What’s the catch?” I asked.

“Nothing,” Rebecca said, smirking. “I’m just helping a friend meet the man of her dreams.”

I hesitated. I sensed my ex was pranking me, but I couldn’t be sure. “Okay, I’ll go. What does she look like, and where do I meet her?”

“Meet her at Le Petit Frog Restaurant at 7 PM. This is her photo.” Rebecca showed me a picture of a Thai woman in her late thirties.

Kanika wasn’t a stunner, but her features were acceptable — and best of all, she was paying. It was time to break my dry spell on my 101st date.

“Great. Tell Kanika I’m happy to meet her,” I replied.

“Good luck,” Rebecca smirked and left.

I felt a strange mix of anxiety and anticipation as I returned to the office. I was anxious because I suspected my ex’s intentions. Yet I was also excited. Kanika seemed like a safe bet, and it was finally time to end my long dry spell.



“Hi Geoffrey. Before we begin, I want to ask two questions to ascertain our compatibility.”

I looked at my date in bemusement. Was this a date or a paid market research session? Either way, I saw no problem answering now — it would save me hours if my answers were wrong.

“Ask away,” I said, smiling.

“How high is your IQ, and how many women have you slept with?” Kanika asked.

‘Wow, this was direct.’ I thought. I was brilliant and had been the top student in my high school class. Unfortunately, high school had never taught me common sense.
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