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Dear Reader. 

Thank you for reading this anthology. I hope you’ll enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. 

These fifty stories are separated into four series and miscellaneous independent stories. 

The serialised short stories are:

The Dating Mishaps of the Luckless Lawyer (humour, eight stories) follows the successful lawyer Geoffrey as he goes on a series of absurd dates. Will Geoffrey end the vicious cycle by confronting the author?

The Peculiar Quests of Australia’s Greatest Spy (Espionage/ humour. 13 stories) is a collection of stories about Pond, Jared Pond, the goofy and failure-ridden Australian version of James Bond. Jared travels the world and keeps failing while carrying out frivolous missions for the Australian Prime Minister Scurry Morrissette. Will Jared reach his goal of becoming the greatest agent Australia has ever seen?

The Marvellous Adventures of the Quirky Space Chef (Juvenile/Young Adult Science Fantasy. 6 stories) follows the chef Diah Lubis as she travels through time and space to master the best dishes in the world for Princess Irulan Ramahandran. However, time travel has consequences that alter the present. Will Diah become the best space chef on the Europa Moon?

Fiona’s Dream Adventures (Juvenile fiction/ time travel. 8 stories.) follows the dreamy girl Fiona, who experiences vivid dreams where she meets historical persons and visits fantasy kingdoms. Will Fiona’s dreams teach her about life?

Miscellaneous Stories (All genres. 16 stories.) These Stories are not serialised; they can be about anything between heaven and earth.

The serialised stories are also available as ebooks and in a magazine format with pictures. Please search for these titles if you are interested.

Cheers

Martin Lundqvist
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The Library Date.
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‘Sex and Other Physiological Needs’. I looked at the book that my supposed Tinder date was reading. I was surprised when she suggested meeting inside the library, but here I was. This could be a promising date from the book she was reading!

I approached the woman and said, “Hi, is your name Emma Cheng?” 
My date put down her book, smiled at me, and spoke, “Hi. You must be Geoffrey?” 
“Yes. Interesting choice of book!” I said and winked.
“Indeed, this book has many hidden facts that will make your jowls drop,” Emma seduced. 
“Jowls? What do you mean?” I said, and I bit my tongue as I feared that my ignorance would change the direction of this promising conversation.
“Jaw. As in making your jaw drop. Figuratively speaking, of course,” Emma stated.
“Yes, of course. It seems like libraries are good for learning. I have been here for less than a minute and have already learnt a new word.” I said and smiled.
“Imagine what a couple of hours with me would do to you. You’d become a new man!” Emma enthused. 
I reflected on Emma’s statement. I needed to become a new man; she seemed like a suitable teacher. I smiled and spoke, “How about having a coffee at the coffee shop upstairs? As much as I love books, reading together doesn’t make for a good first date.”
“Oh, you haven’t dated me. Reading together can make an evening remarkably interesting. But I am happy to have a coffee as well.” Emma said and smiled. 
We went upstairs, and I walked up to the counter to order two cappuccinos. As I was about to pay, a terrifying realisation struck me: I didn’t carry any cash and didn’t know which of my 24 credit cards I had credit on. I had thought about cutting the cards to avoid indefinite debt slavery, but I needed them to show off my status. The card payments bounced several times, and I panicked while trying to find the right card. Damn, this Tinder date turned out to be a carbon copy of last week’s date!

Eventually, Emma handed the cashier a ten-dollar note, and she smirked at me as we took our coffees to the table. Unfortunately, the traffic noise from the nearby street inhibited our conversation, and my phone was buzzing. “Don’t mind me; answer your phone,” Emma suggested. 

Reluctantly, I answered the call. “How was your date?” Martin, my author friend, asked.
“I am still on it,” I replied
“Oh, I better not disturb you then,” Martin replied and hung up.
‘No shit!’ I thought, and I turned around to talk with Emma. 
Emma was gone! She must have snuck off during my phone call! I cried on the inside. Despite being a successful lawyer, I had attended 100 consecutive Tinder dates without having sex!
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The Ladyboy Date.
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I was at home looking through my credit card statements to see if I had enough credit to organise a Tinder date. While I had been on 100 straight Tinder dates without having sex, I was a sucker for punishment, and perhaps date 101 would bring me the woman of my dreams, IE, a woman I could have sex with.

As it turned out, I had maxed out all my credit cards, and it would take me six months to get back in the black. Sexless dating wasn’t cheap, and my dodgy investments were enough to negatively offset my hefty lawyer income. While my investments made me a tax-exempt citizen, I wondered whether it wasn’t preferable to pay taxes and have money. 

Unable to afford another Tinder date, I contacted my ex-girlfriend, Rebecca. We had broken up after my many failed attempts at cheating on her. However, as I had never sealed the deal with another woman during our relationship, I hoped that time had healed all wounds. 

“Hi, Geoffrey. It has been a while. What’s up?” Rebecca said. 
“I have been missing you. How about meeting up for lunch?” I replied. 
“Have you missed me, or have you missed having sex?” Rebecca asked. 
“Are those options not the same?” I asked.
“Okay, I guess. Can you meet me at Cargo Bar at 1 o’clock today?” Rebecca suggested.
‘Wow, she is keen. Why have I waited so long to contact her?’ I thought and remembered my predicament. I was too broke to pay for lunch. 

I didn’t want to repeat my library date with Emma, so I decided to be forthcoming about my situation. 

“Umm, Becky, there is one thing you need to know....” I said. 
“Don’t say you infected me with any STDs?” Rebecca exclaimed. 
“Umm, no. However, I am too broke to pay for lunch.” I admitted. 
“Wait, aren’t you a successful lawyer?” Rebecca asked. 
“Yes, but an even worse investor,” I admitted. 
“Okay, I’ll shout you lunch. See you at 1,” Rebecca replied. 
“See you at 1,” I replied and hung up. 
I smiled as I put down the phone. I had secured a free lunch, and with some luck, I would also secure a naked yoga session. The Duracell Bunny was ready for action. 
***
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AS I MET REBECCA AT Cargo Bar, she was as okay-looking as ever, and I wondered why I had put so much time and effort into unsuccessfully cheating on her. We had gotten along well; if I had behaved, we would still be together. I reminded myself that it hadn’t made sense to settle for the okay option when I was young and still had dreams. However, now that I was older and indebted, an okay relationship was better than a frustrating trek in the dating wilderness. 

Rebecca approached me and spoke. “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 me hoping to hook up, so neither of us get what we want.”

Ouch, this was not the rekindling of the flame I had hoped for. I cleared my throat and spoke, “Look, I am sorry about asking you to pay. I’ll make it up to you.”

Rebecca shook her head and replied. “It’s not about the money. We live in the year 2019, and I believe in gender equality. I am 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 cheated on you.” I objected. 
“That’s because you always failed. Imagine how demoralising it is with a guy who always tries to cheat on you but never succeeds. If you succeeded, I would at least know you were an alpha male that others yearned for. Yet that wasn’t the case for us, was it?” Rebecca ranted. 
I didn’t know how to respond to Rebecca's statement, so I sat quietly. A minute later, a waitress delivered two medium-cooked steaks to our table. While this was what I would have ordered, I was surprised because I hadn’t ordered anything.

I looked at Rebecca and spoke. “Hey, did you order the steaks before I arrived?” 
“Yes, I promised you lunch and knew what you wanted. Let’s eat. I need to go back to work soon.” Rebecca sniped. 
We ate our steaks in silence. I was about to leave when Rebecca smiled and spoke. “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 and smirked, “I am just helping a friend of mine meet the man of her dreams.” 
I hesitated for a bit. I sensed that my ex was pranking me, but I could not be sure. “Okay, I’ll go. What does she look like, and where do I meet her?” I asked. 
“Meet her at Le Petit Frog Restaurant at 7 PM. This is her photo.” Rebecca said and showed me a photo of a Thai woman in her late thirties. 
I looked at the photo, and while Tanika was not a stunner, her features were acceptable and better yet, she was paying for the date. It was time to break my dry spell by having sex on my 101st date. 

“Great. Tell Kanika I am happy to meet her.” I replied. 
“Good luck,” Rebecca smirked and left the restaurant. 
I felt a mixture of anxiousness and anticipation as I returned to my lawyering office. I was anxious because I was unsure of my ex-girlfriend’s intentions. Yet I also felt anticipation because Kanika seemed like a safe bet, and it was time to break my long dry spell!
***
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“HI, GEOFFREY. BEFORE we begin, I want to ask two questions to ascertain our compatibility.”

I looked in bemusement at my date at the restaurant. Was this a date or a session of paid market research? In any case, I saw no problem answering any pre-qualifying questions now, as this would save me a couple of hours if my answers were incorrect. 

“Ask away,” I said and smiled. 
“How high is your IQ, and how many have you slept with?” Kanika asked.
‘Wow, this was direct and unexpected.’ I thought and wondered whether Rebecca had hidden a camera somewhere. It might surprise the reader that I am brilliant and was the top student in my high school class. Unfortunately, high school never taught me common sense. 

“My IQ is 135, and I have slept with a dozen or so women,” I replied. 
“Excellent answers. And how many men have you slept with?” Tanika asked. 
“I haven’t slept with any men,” I replied. 
“But would you consider it if the opportunity arose?” Tanika asked. 
Ouch, this was a tricky one. My honest answer would be. ‘Fuck that, I am not a bloody pooftah.’ however, that answer would reduce my chances of having sex tonight, so I replied. “As humans, we should always keep an open mind to find novel ways of expressing our sexuality.” 

“Excellent. You passed the test. Let me shout you a $199 French degustation dinner.” Tanika said and smiled. 
I smiled back. While I would have preferred $199 spent on drinks and marching powder, it was still flattering to be on the receiving end of an expensive dating experience for once. 
As we ate our fancy French meal, Tanika spoke about her gender studies research. It was an okay experience, and Tanika’s vocabulary revealed that she was also intelligent. Meanwhile, her far-fetched left-wing conspiracy theories proved that she lacked common sense. So, I guess that we were compatible. 

At the end of the date, Tanika looked at me and spoke. “I had a great time with you, Geoffrey. Would you mind coming to my place so we can have sex?” 
“Sure, why not,” I replied. 
While Tanika was far from the prettiest woman I had been on a date with, she was the first to spend $200 on me. It was payback time, and the Duracell Bunny was ready for a night of passion. 
***
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“IS THIS YOUR REAL PENIS?” 

Tanika’s comment confused me as we were about to set up a session of naked yoga.

“Of course, it is. What are you talking about?” I replied
“I cannot have sex with you, Geoffrey,” Tanika said and rolled away. 
“What is going on?” I asked. 
“I am a ladyboy and am only attracted to mengirls, IE. men that used to be women.” Tanika revealed. 
“I don’t understand anything at all,” I said, still confused by the surrealism of the encounter. “Rebecca told me that you were my perfect match, an intelligent woman who had converted into a man. I am a man, Geoffrey. Other men do not attract me. Please leave my apartment.” Tanika said.
I pulled up my pants and hurried to leave Tanika’s apartment as Rebecca got the last laugh for the many times I failed to cheat on her. Fucking hell, I almost had sex with a transvestite. Yuck!
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The Cathedral Date.
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I had just gotten off the aeroplane after my arduous flight from Australia when I, against better judgement, turned on my phone. Much to my dismay, there was a WhatsApp message from Martin. “Have you hooked up with anyone yet? Did you use the 24-hour flight to France to join the mile-high club?”

I sighed at the predictable text message, yet I couldn’t let it go. Martin never hooked up with anyone, but he had been with his partner for many years, so at least he had an excuse. On the other hand, I was a successful lawyer, so I had no excuse for my lengthy spell without female companionship.

I went to a convenience store and bought a kilogram of oranges. The Covid “vaccine” I had taken to be allowed to leave Australia gave me a strange side-effect: I had to eat a lot of oranges to avoid an outbreak of scurvy. Who could have imagined?

After eating my oranges, I thought, “Fuck it”, and downloaded Tinder. I deleted the bloody app after attending 100 Tinder dates without having sex a few years earlier. However, I was in a new country, and hopefully, the French dating market would work better for me than the Australian one.

As I opened the app, I noticed something disappointing. Most of the women looked French. I am not a racist, but if a woman doesn’t have an East Asian heritage, she is a no-go for me. Although, now that I think about it, I am racist, at least when selecting partners for bedroom activities. 

After swiping left 50 girls in a row, an Asian woman appeared. She wasn’t hot, but beggars can’t be choosers, and the French market didn’t seem to cater to my preferences. I swiped right, and the text “You got a match!” appeared on my phone. One match out of one right-swipe. Off to a good start!

I chatted with my Tinder match while a cab took me to my hotel. We agreed to meet outside the Notre Dame Cathedral in the afternoon, which was perfect, as my hotel was next to the Cathedral. 

As I arrived at the hotel, I showered and had a quick nap to get my beauty sleep before my first Tinder date of the year.
***
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I STOOD OUTSIDE THE Notre Dame Cathedral and enjoyed the spring sun. I felt a surge of nervous anticipation before my date, and images from Emma’s disappearing act at the library two years earlier were playing tricks on my mind. Although I had experienced sex since that debacle, I was still annoyed that I had missed such an open goal. I hoped it wouldn’t happen again. 

A notification from my date pinged on my phone. It was from today’s date, Sandra. I was about to open the app when I heard a female voice. “Hey, you must be Geoffrey.” 

I turned around, and I saw a beautiful Asian woman who was dissimilar from my Tinder date. This surprised me. While it is common for Tinder dates to look different in real life, they never look more beautiful in person.

“Hi, it is so nice to meet you,” I smiled. 
“Yes, it is. Let’s get properly introduced. I am Li-Na.” My date said and showed me a heavenly smile with her perfect white teeth. 
“I am Geoffrey,” I said, reaching out with my hand to greet her.
As I reached out to greet Li-Na, I realised my potential mistake. A year after Covid, some people were still afraid of shaking hands. But, then again, would someone who refused to shake hands out of fear of viruses allow me to raw dog her in a few hours?

“I prefer hugging,” Li-Na said and warmly embraced me. 

As Li-Na hugged me, I worried about the increased blood flow to certain regions. Would she find me odd if I had an erection less than a minute after meeting her? 

Li-Na let go of her hug, and I exhaled in relief. That was a close one; now, I could play it slow with my unsurpassed conversational skills instead.

“Let’s go inside. I know everything about the cathedral. I can give you a guided tour.” Li-Na said. 
“I would love a guided tour. Lead the way.” I said and smiled. 
Li-Na smiled and took me around the Cathedral while speaking about the restored artworks. I tried to keep track of what she was saying but felt distracted. Like when I referee a certain lady in football, I couldn’t think of anything but sex. 

“This is the linen storeroom I have the key for. This is where we agreed to have sex.” Lina seduced.

I stared at Li-Na in disbelief. Had she said that or was my lengthy dry spell playing tricks on my mind? 

“That is... unless you find me ugly?” Li-Na said and smiled seductively. 
“As a successful lawyer, I always fulfil my obligations. Sex in the storeroom it is,” I winked.
Li-Na unlocked the door, and I felt like I was in heaven for about 30 seconds. It was awkward that I didn’t last longer than that, but it had been a while.

“Uhm, I am sorry it went so quickly, but my hotel is nearby. I promise to make it up to you.” I said. 
“I understand. It’s been a long time since I had sex as well. But this app is a God-send.” Li-Na replied. 
“So, let’s go back to my hotel then?” I said. 
“I would love to,” Li-Na said, and we walked hand in hand to my hotel for more bedroom activities!
***
[image: ]


I WOKE UP FROM JET lag at 2 AM, and my dick felt like it was about to fall off. I had unleashed hell on Li-Na’s pussy and beaten my daily record by having sex ten times. I thought about waking her up and asking for an 11th round, but I feared permanent damage if I pushed it that hard. So instead, I took a sneaky photograph of her tight body to send to Martin. Usually, I am more gentleman-like than so, but I was on the other side of the world and unlikely to start a relationship with the lady in question. In a way, it was a shame, as sex with Li-Na was out of this world.

I sent the photo to Martin with the following text. “Look who I have been having sex with today.” “Good stuff. How much did you pay?” Martin replied. 
“Nothing. I found her on Tinder. We even had sex inside a church.” I gloated. 
“Cool story, bro. Tell me all about it when you get home.” Martin replied.
I thought about boasting a bit more, but I opened the Tinder app to find out why Li-Na called herself Sandra on the app. 

There was a message from ‘Sandra’. The statement read, “I need you to verify that you are who you claim to be. Can you send me a picture of the front and back of your credit card?”

Bah, what a joke. What kind of desperate loser would fall for such an obvious scam? But then I got curious. If ‘Sandra’ was a scam artist, who did Li-Na think that I was?

I decided to find out in the morning. As for now, I would eat some more oranges to avoid getting scurvy from my Covid vaccine. After that, I would lay my sexed-out body to rest.
***
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I WOKE UP IN THE MORNING to the smell of freshly baked baguette. Li-Na smiled at me and spoke. “I am so happy that I met you, Geoffrey. It so good to find someone to share life and death with.” 
“Oh, don’t say that. We are young and have plenty of years to live.” I replied. 
Hearing this, Li-Na got melancholic and shed a tear. “Oh, I hope I could summon your energy and optimism. But I fear the cure for our condition won’t arrive during our lifetimes. At least not before I pass away.” 
“Hold on. I don’t have any life-threatening disease?” I replied. 
“You keep saying that, but I disagree with you. I am convinced that our HIV infections will end our lines prematurely.” Li-Na whined. 
“What? I don’t have HIV. Why would you say such a thing?” I said in shock. 
“Wait? Are you not Jeffrey Wang from the Hinder App?” Li-Na asked. 
“No! I am Geoffrey Tang from Tinder.” I exclaimed. 
“Oh, I am so sorry to say this, but I thought you were from the Hinder app, which is a dating app for HIV-infected people. So now, we had a lot of unprotected sex while I have a late-stage HIV infection.” Li-Na revealed.
As you can imagine, things got shocking after Li-Na’s revelation. She grabbed her stuff and left my hotel room without a word. Meanwhile, I hoped my penis ached because of overuse, not because of a lethal blood-borne disease.

I thought of praying to God for help. Then I realised I had fornicated with a stranger in His house, so I was better off lying low and hoping God would not detect my transgressions. 
***
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AS IT TURNED OUT, LI-Na didn’t infect me with HIV. While this was good news for my life expectancy, I doubt it benefited my sex life. I have been checking out the Hinder app, and everyone seems like horny nymphomaniacs. Then again, they all carry a lethal disease, so I guess everything has pros and cons. 

On the flipside, now that I have finally broken my dry spell, I am ready to tackle another obstacle. I am prepared to go on another 100 Tinder dates and hopefully have sex after some of the encounters. 
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The Double Date.
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The winter sun was shining, and I was having a great Sunday, enjoying the sun at an Oxford Street rooftop bar. I had taken a weekend off from destroying soccer games to flirt with Mikayla Wang, my sexy colleague from the law firm. 

Mikayla was everything I could wish for in a woman. She was single, beautiful, successful, and, as far as I knew, HIV-negative. As we drank our third cocktail, she put her hand on mine, leaned over, and looked into my eyes. Bingo! My charm was working. It was soon time for some bedroom gymnastics.

“I am having such a great time with you, Geoffrey. I am so glad you took some time off from mentoring disadvantaged children to hang out with me.” Mikayla said and smiled.

Bingo. I knew that mentoring disadvantaged children would sound better than refereeing angry adults. However, how would I deal with this lie if I started a relationship with Mikayla? Why worry? One step at a time, Geoffrey!

“Yes, as much as I love helping others, I must also look after myself. The cocktails in this place are to die for.” I exclaimed. 
“Yes, it’s incredible to hang out with you here. We can be best friends forever. I am a total fag hag.” Mikayla said. 
“Fag hag?” I asked. 
“Yes, I love hanging out with homosexual men. I was so excited when you asked me to meet you here. My last BFF got deported to Melbourne.” Mikayla revealed.
Oh no. I had taken a day off soccer to hang out with my sexy colleague, who thought I was gay. What a complete waste of money. Yet, I could still salvage this afternoon. Mikayla was tipsy and looked at me with dilated pupils, so there was some sexual chemistry.

“Umm, as much as I love the gay scene, I am straight,” I said. 
“Oh, I could never have imagined. You are so cultivated for a straight man.” Mikayla said. 
“Is that a good thing or a bad thing?” I asked. 
“I don’t know. It might be good. I need to go to the bathroom.” Mikayla said and headed for the bathroom. 
I sighed. I hoped I hadn’t played the good guy role too well with Mikayla. How annoying it would be to miss six hours of angry soccer players to have drinks with a beautiful woman without having sex!

I walked up to the bar and ordered a double scotch. Sex or no sex, I would still use this arvo to get shitfaced!
***
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I STARED AT MY WHISKY glass in awe when Martin arrived at the venue, accompanied by a stunning East Asian woman. Was Martin cheating on his partner? More importantly, how did he pick up such a bombshell while wearing his smelly and grass-stained referee outfit?

Martin and the Asian bombshell approached me, and Martin spoke. “Hi Geoffrey, this is Sarah that I told you about.” 

My head spun. When had Martin ever told me about dating a bombshell called Sarah? Most of his conversational topics were about his books, his dodgy refereeing calls, and his conspiracy theories.

“I’ll buy us a jug of beer. Sarah, why don’t you sit down and socialise with Geoff?” Martin said and walked off to the bar.

Sarah got seated, smiled at me with her cute dimples, and spoke: “So, you must be Geoffrey. Martin has told me so much about you. I love it when you feature in one of his stories.” 
“Oh no, which ones have you read?” I asked.
“I have read all of them. I assumed you were ugly from reading the stories, but he showed me your picture, and you are cute. That’s why I asked him to introduce us.” Sarah said. 
I gasped in shock. Would Martin be helpful for once? 

“Well, at least you know my little secrets now,” I said and faked a smile, hoping Martin hadn’t shared too many embarrassing secrets about me.

“Oh, Geoffrey, who is this woman?”

I stared in awe at Mikayla, who had resurfaced from the bathroom. Why on Earth did this scenario play out? Usually, a woman spending this long time in the toilet was trying to find an excuse to escape.

“Umm, hi Mikayla, this is Sarah. She is a friend of Martin.” I said. 
“Nice to meet you, Mikayla. What do you do?” Sarah said. 
“I am a lawyer at the same firm as Geoffrey,” Mikayla said. 
“So, you are also a successful lawyer?” Sarah said in admiration. 
“Yes. I will soon be a partner at the firm?” Mikayla replied. 
“Oh wow, I am so impressed,” Sarah replied. 
“And I am so jealous of your beauty. You must be a model. Let’s get a bottle of rose and share our stories.” Mikayla replied. 
“I would love to,” Sarah replied, following her to the bar. 
Watching how the beautiful women immediately hit it off, I had an ominous feeling that this would be an afternoon to forget and another story for Martin’s collection. 
***
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“WHERE DID SARAH GO?”

I looked at Martin, who approached me with a jug of the cheapest mid-strength beer in the establishment. Clearly, he wasn’t trying to impress others with his non-existent wealth.

“Wait, I thought they were with you. Where did you go?” I asked. 
“Oh, you know how things go. I got sleepy and wanted a coffee. But I didn’t want to pay for the coffee. So, I put ten dollars in the poker machine to receive a free coffee.” Martin rambled. 
“So, you spent ten dollars to get a ‘free’ coffee. That doesn’t answer the important question. Where did the girls go?” I asked. 
“Girls? Were there more than one?” Martin asked in confusion. 
I sighed. I had set myself up for a classic problem in my life. Effectively, I only have two modes of dating:

Either I would date no one, which yields no positive results, or I would date many at once and mix them up, which has a similar outcome.

When I set up the date with Mikayla, I must have forgotten I had already asked Martin to bring Sarah here. What a mess. 

Martin handed me his phone. There was a text message from Sarah. “Hi, Martin. Thank you so much for bringing me to the gay bar. I met up with Geoffrey’s colleague Mikayla, and we are hitting it off. I am so happy you enabled me to meet such an amazing woman. I promise to read and review all your books to make it up to you. XOXO Sarah.”

I handed Martin the phone and sighed. Martin smiled and spoke: “Wow, that was an unexpected outcome. Well, at least I found a reader for my books. Let’s drink some beer and watch a soccer match on TV.” 
“I am not sure. I might go home instead.” I replied. 
“Nah, save that for later, mate. On the bright side, you won’t need to get tested for STDs this time.” Martin stated.
Martin was right; life could be worse. 

“Cheers to not needing STD-testing!” I said and raised my beer. 
“Cheers to that!” Martin replied. 
After that, we spent a few hours discussing dodgy refereeing calls and Martin’s conspiracy theories before I went home for my much-anticipated porn website visit.
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The Soccer Date
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I was back at the soccer field the weekend after the debacle with my colleague Mikayla Wang. The players were angrier than ever, and I had lost count of the numerous “Fucking hell,” “Cunt,” and “Are you blind, ref!” calls I had received during the day. Good times! I knew I should send players off for such brutal live reviews of my umpiring. However, I had another, more efficient way of dealing with psychological trauma. My refereeing method involves not eating for 24 hours before games. With this unsurpassed method, I find a blissful mental state where harsh words don’t affect me, and all my calls on the field are perfect. 

As I walked off the field, Martin approached me and said excitedly, “Wow! That was one big punch-up. What happened?” 
“Punch up?” I asked. 
“Yes. Did you miss when a King’s Park player called a Poogee player's mother a whore, and the Poogee player responded by headbutting him and breaking his nose?” Martin asked. 
“I have no idea what you are talking about?” I replied. 
“Oh. Don’t say you are combining refereeing and 24-hour fasting again?” Martin asked. 
“Of course I am. Why would I quit such a successful scheme? It helps me lose weight while I get paid for refereeing these games. That is hitting two birds with one stone!” I replied. 
“Whatever you say. Hey, isn’t that the sexy female player you always perv on?” Martin asked and pointed toward a female soccer player who entered my field. 
I looked in the direction of the woman, and there she was, Jasmine Xi, the sexiest player in the comp. At least she was the sexiest East Asian player in the comp, which is synonymous with the above statement. As I looked at her, I reached a hunger-induced meditative nirvana. In this meditative state, I pictured how we would have grandchildren and pass on to paradise together at an advanced age. This vision was good news, as the presence of grandchildren in my visions indicated that we would have sex at some stage, and sex was a scarce commodity in my life!

“Yes, that’s her. Please don’t intervene and fuck things up like you always do!” I exclaimed. 
“I have no idea what you are talking about,” Martin replied. 
“The girl you brought to the Oxford Tavern last weekend stole my date,” I replied. 
“Oh yeah. That was funny. Who could have seen that coming?” Martin said and laughed. 
“In any case, I will do what I have never done before. I will hook up after a game I officiate. I will hook up with Jasmine Xi.” I proclaimed. 
“Okay. Best of luck. I am heading to my game now.” Martin said and rushed off. 
My eyes followed him as he rushed off, and I struggled to stay upright with my very low blood sugar. Two more hours of refereeing, and then I would set up a date with the sexiest woman in the comp!
***
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TWO HOURS LATER, I felt a slight hesitation. The football match was over, and it was the moment of truth. Should I walk over to Jasmine and introduce myself, or was I better off heading home and lurking through her old Instagram posts?

I saw Martin approaching me from the other soccer field, which increased the stakes. I had proclaimed that I would make a move on Jasmine, but I didn’t want him to witness the spectacle. 

“Hi, Geoffrey. I think you are the cutest and best referee in the comp.” 

I turned around, and I gasped in shock as I looked at the angelic features of Jasmine Xi. Was this happening, or had I reached the hallucination state of my combined fitness and fasting regime?

“Umm. Thank you.” I mumbled, not knowing how to react to this unexpected turn of events. 
“I was wondering if you would like to join me at the pub for drinks. There is a friend I would like you to meet.” Jasmine said and smiled with teeth that were straight from the toothpaste commercial.
I was about to reply when I saw Martin walking past. He smiled an exaggerated smile and showed me thumbs-up. I was unsure whether this was encouragement or that rascal was playing another prank on me. However, I did know one thing; I would beat myself up forever if I rejected Jasmine’s offer. 

“I’d love to have drinks with you, Jasmine,” I said and smiled. 
“Great. How about heading to the Oxford Tavern? They have great drink specials on Sundays. We can meet my friend there.” Jasmine suggested. 
Hearing how Jasmine suggested the Oxford Tavern as our watering hole gave me slight anxiety. This was where the stunning Sara had stolen my date, Mikayla, the previous weekend. Then again, I could not exclude every venue where I had a negative dating experience; otherwise, I would have run out of venues years ago. 

“Great, I love the Oxford Tavern. It’s my favourite pub.” I lied. 
“Yeah, me too. I love the atmosphere and the drinks. I go there all the time.” Jasmine enthused. “Yes. I can’t wait to have a few cold ones.” I exclaimed. 
“Me too. Let’s go.” Jasmine said and hugged me. 
There and then, I was in nirvana. I had reached my mental peak from hunger, exhaustion, verbal abuse, and a beautiful woman’s embrace. It was the best feeling in the world. Well, except for one thing, I still needed to steer this beautiful female masterpiece towards sex. There and then, I would reach true happiness. First, however, I needed to pass the trial at the pub. I prayed that Martin wouldn’t bring another woman who would steal my date. 

With this in mind, I went with Jasmine to the pub for a night to remember. 
***
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“I DON’T KNOW HOW YOU handle it. Why do you tolerate male players punching each other and hurling abuse towards you?” 

I felt slightly disappointed when Jasmine asked me about my refereeing as we enjoyed our drinks at the pub. I would much rather have sold myself as a successful lawyer, but I realised that I would always be the charming and cute soccer referee to Jasmine. At least until she got to know me as the Duracell bunny;  not big, but I keep going at it like a rabbit. Ah, good times.

“I try to be empathetic to everyone. When I understand where players are coming from, I try to talk with them instead of throwing cards in their faces.” I replied. 
“You are too nice for your own good, Geoffrey. You are not their psychologist; you are their referee. If they want to talk to you, they can pay you $200 an hour for the pleasure.” Jasmine stated. 
“Ha-ha, that’s funny. My friend Martin says the same thing.” I replied. 
“I know. It is Martin’s words. He told me this last weekend, and I realised he was correct.” Jasmine replied. 
“Hold on, did you speak to Martin last weekend?” I asked. 
“Yes, you were here together, weren’t you?” Jasmine asked.
I froze. Why hadn’t Martin told me about his conversation with Jasmine? Was this another one of his pranks and mischiefs?

Jasmine checked her phone, looked at me with disappointment, and spoke. “My friend isn’t joining us.” 

‘Yippie, I dodged a bullet there,’ I thought, as Jasmine's friend was presumably less attractive than her. Yet, a more important question remained. How would I get her to a suitable place to show off my Duracell bunny abilities?

As it turned out, I didn’t need to think long and hard about my predicament as Jasmine spoke. “Hey, would you like to have a few drinks at my place? There is no point in staying here since my friend isn’t coming.” 
“That sounds like a great idea. I would love to see your place and your soccer medals.” I said while leaving out what I wanted to see, her naked body under me. 
“That’s great. I can’t wait to show them to you.” Jasmine exclaimed.
With this said, we got up and drove to her place. 
***
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AS WE ARRIVED AT JASMINE’S apartment, her flatmate James, a total pooftah, greeted us. At first, James’s presence was more of a nuisance than a threat. While everything could happen, I deemed it unlikely to lose Jasmine to him; I was a successful lawyer, while James was a flaming homosexual. So who would any sensible woman choose?

Much to my dismay, Jasmine didn’t invite me to her bedroom. Instead, we were drinking while playing board games with James. At face value, this wasn’t the end of the world. I could await the opportunity when the alcohol and fatigue made me irresistible to Jasmine. 

This moment never came. Instead, Jasmine yawned, looked at me, and said, “Yawnn... I better take a shower and get some rest so I am fresh for work tomorrow. Why don’t you stay a bit longer and get to know James?”

There and then, it dawned on me. I should have asked which friend Jasmine would introduce me to before joining her. Then again, why second-guess when a hot girl asks one out?

After Jasmine left, I turned to James and spoke. “Sorry, but I need to go. I got HIV from my Covid vaccine.” 
James smiled and replied, “That’s okay, darling. I got HIV from the sex club, so we are a perfect match.”
“Try the Hinder app,” I said and left the apartment.
And that’s how I got invited to the apartment of the hottest woman in the soccer competition, only to find out she was trying to set me up with her HIV-infected gay friend. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Dungeon Date.
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As I opened my eyes, I found myself chained to a bed. This wouldn’t have been bad if I had set up a BDSM date with a foxy lady, but that wasn’t the case. Well, my captor was a foxy lady, but we had never agreed to this arrangement, and worse yet, I feared that she was clinically insane. I was a prisoner of the female soccer player Sandra Thornton, whose boyfriend had died while trying to carry out a suicide bombing. Eric Barnes had struck because of his discontentment with Referee Marvin Lundgren’s calls on the soccer field, and I hoped that Sandra didn't have a similar motive. Ouch, what a predicament! How had I ended up like this? I closed my eyes and reflected on the evening that preceded my captivity. 

***
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IT STARTED WITH A GALA celebration. The soccer association organised a cocktail party to prove that players and referees could coexist socially. While it was a dubious proposition, the free food and drinks sold me the idea. 

As I arrived at the venue, Martin approached me and said. “Do you see that girl in the corner? She is single, and you should try to hook up with her.”

I looked at the woman in the corner. She was hot. Not East Asian-level hot, but still good enough for me to consider changing my cuisine. Yet, I couldn’t get Martin’s grin out of my mind. Something was amiss if that rascal suggested that I would introduce myself to a specific woman. 

“Who is she, and why should I speak to her?”  I asked.
“Her name is Sandra Thornton. I can guarantee you that she is single and ready to mingle.” Martin replied. 
“How do you know this, and what is the catch?” I asked.
“Well, you know my cousin Marvin Lundgren who quit refereeing after almost falling victim to a suicide bomber?” Martin asked.
“Of course I do. That is the reason the Football Association is organising this event.” I replied.
“Well, Sandra was the girlfriend of the deluded Eric Barnes, who blew himself up. With an ex like that, you must be an upgrade.” Martin stated.
“Or maybe she is as crazy as he was, and I end up in a dungeon if I approach her,” I stated.
“That is a possible scenario, but as I said, she is single and ready to mingle,” Martin said and laughed.
I sighed and looked at Sandra. Now that Martin had told me she was on the market, she appeared much more attractive than I would have considered her otherwise. Yet I was not drunk and desperate enough to risk it, so I decided to walk over to Jasmine Xi instead.  Although she had tried to set me up with her gay housemate, she would hopefully be more interested now that she knew I was straight. 

“Hi, Jasmine. It’s nice to see you here.” I said.
“Oh, Hi Geoffrey. I am so sorry to hear about your HIV infection. Who would have known that vaccines could be so dangerous?” Jasmine replied.
Damn, I should have used another white lie to reject Jasmine’s gay housemate, James. If Jasmine believed I had HIV, she would be less inclined to participate in naked yoga with me. 

“Uhm, I don’t have HIV,” I replied.
“Oh. How did this happen? I didn’t know there was a cure.” Jasmine replied. 
“So, I lied to Eric because I didn’t know how to reject him,” I replied.
“Oh no. This is so embarrassing. I started a crowd fundraising for the Victims of Vaccine Foundation. We have collected $10,000 for your medical bills. All the female players in the association have chipped in.” Jasmine revealed.
Ouch, this was awkward. While it was encouraging that female players liked me enough to collect money for me, it was a shame they had never shown their approval before. If I knew, I would have a smorgasbord of willing participants to one-on-one fitness sessions in my bedroom. But how would I handle the situation that had arisen? If I denied the HIV rumours, I would look like a fraud, and no one would like me anymore. If I confirmed the HIV rumours, I would walk away from the event sexless but $10,000 richer.

“Okay, now that I think about it, I did get some severe side effects from the vaccine,” I said.
“Oh, I see. Such as what?” Jasmine said sceptically. 
“The vaccine made me partially blind.” I lied.
“Oh, that explains a lot,” Jasmine said and hugged me. 
I hugged her back and felt like I was in heaven for a few seconds. 

“Hello, my fag hag, Let’s have some shots!” 

The effeminate shrill voice of James shattered the harmony in the room and caused Jasmine to let go of her hug. As she rushed towards James, I considered accompanying them. I decided not to. I had spent a whole night with the two of them a few weeks earlier, and in the end, the only one who had tried to hook up with me was James. Yuck. 

I grabbed a beer from the bar and set out to look for Martin. I would rather listen to his conspiracy theories than spend more time around James. With a bit of luck, Martin would know about other eligible singles. 

“Oh, hi, you must be Geoffrey. You are my favourite referee.”

‘Not this scenario again,’ I thought. Why were people obsessing about my skill with the whistle when my real skills were in lawyering?  I turned to the voice and spotted Sandra Thornton. 

“Hi, Sandra,” I chirped and reflected on whether it seemed strange that I knew her name. 
“I know your secret. You did not get HIV from your Covid vaccine.” Sandra whispered.
I sighed. I should have realised how my HIV cop-out would backfire. But then again, how could I know that my health status would be a topic of conversation in the
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