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I’m not marching in a military drill. What I’m doing is much more painful, 
much more exhausting. I’m on a dating app.  

Bachelors at my fingertips but not a drop to drink. 
This man is too short. Next. This guy, an unkempt ogre. Next. This one, 

too handsome. Next. 
Am I being judgemental? Yes, monstrously. Technology is the best way 

to become our worst selves. But I’m no more judgmental than the next 
gentleman. They’re also dismissing me with equally speedy swipes.  

My dating profile is no masterpiece. The photos are just old holiday 
snaps from years ago, during that quaint post-pandemic era when the world 
started reopening.  

There I am in Venice. I’m grinning stupidly with the Ponte di Rialto 
behind me. It’s like I’ve never seen a bridge before.    

And this photo isn’t too bad. I’m marvelling at the Swiss Alps after an 
existential hike. The caption reads: “Swiss people don’t like it when you shout 
‘Cooee!’ near their Swiss faces.” Cringe. Still makes me chuckle though. I’m 
surprised I managed to smile in the picture. Only hours before, our 
Vietnamese family walked past a group of British retirees, one of whom 
muttered, “Oh, gawd, the Asians are out again.” Joy is an act of protest, even 
when faked.   

Thirty-seven. Yes, that’s my real age. I’m a 37-year-old virgin. And in 
three years, I’ll become my greatest fear - a real-life Steve Carrell character.  
My friends call me “unicorn.” A 30-something gay virgin is a rarity after all. I 
should be flattered. But I don’t feel mythical or magical. If anything, I feel like 
an old motel bible - dusty, rigid, begging to be opened. 

I’ve thought about hiring a sex worker to take my virginity but I can never 
bring myself to follow through. I’m just not the hit-it-and-quit-it type. Firstly, I 
need to know his backstory, his taste in music and films, his aspirations, his 
regrets. What’s his day job? How did he end up moonlighting in the carnal 



me. 
Did you know it costs $200 for a 30-minute platonic hug with a muscled 

stranger? It’s true - I checked. Clothed and clean. After every payday, I’ve 
been setting aside that exact amount. But I never book the cuddle session. I 
just end up putting the money towards the bills. Besides, it’s much cheaper to 
approach men who hold “Free Hugs” signs. But I avoid them altogether as 
well. Too public.  

Even if I do end up dating a man, I still have to deal with my parents 
and elders. Do they believe homosexuality “brings honour to us all”? No. Will 
they ever reach that level of enlightened empathy and acceptance of truth? 
Doubt it.  

On top of that, there’s the inevitable pain of inadequacy. Am I a fun 
date? Am I “relationshipping” correctly? Will my man cheat on me, the way 
my father and uncles cheated on their spouses? I’m convinced there’s a 
family curse that even unicorn magic cannot break.  

I reassess my dating profile, my poor attempts at photogenicity. I don’t 
have Pablo Pascal’s charisma. I’m not a heartthrob like Charles Melton. I’m 
not a gold medallist like Tom Daley or his uncanny Chinese twin, Ning Zetao. 
I’m awkward in groups. I spit when I speak. I say idiotic things. My jokes are 
like impotent men - they flop.

Yet despite my flaws, I’m hopeful. Out there, somewhere in the 
turbulent wild world, my Intended awaits. And if I’m wrong, if I’m delusional, if 
I have to eternally date myself and die a virgin - unkissed, untouched - then 
so be it. Sure, it’ll be a strange solo existence but life itself is one strange 
simulation. The glitchiest app of all. 

*  *  *

Congratulations, you have a match!
Damn it. I’m paired with Johan. We have nothing in common.  

There he is, flexing in the gym, sipping champagne at some black-tie event, 
golfing in Johannesburg. I bet he gets too many questions about his “club” 
length.  

arts? I need narrative upon narrative. And then maybe I might let him touch 



And my quest for love continues. 
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Hours pass.   
Still no conversation. 
Typical.  
OK. Time to be proactive:
“Hi, how’s it going? 🙂 ”  
Silence.  
No reply.  
The next day, he unmatches us. 




