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FOREWORD

English


Dear Reader.

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

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

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) follows Pond, Jared Pond, the goofy, failure-ridden Australian version of James Bond. Jared travels the world keeping failing while carrying out frivolous missions for Prime Minister Scurry Morrissette. Will Jared become the greatest agent Australia has ever seen?

The Marvellous Adventures of the Quirky Space Chef (Juvenile/Young Adult Science Fantasy, 6 stories) follows chef Diah Lubis as she travels through time and space to master the best dishes in the world for Princess Irulan Ramahandran. But time travel has consequences. 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 are not serialised and 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





KUPU WHAKATAKI

Te reo Māori


E te kaipānui,

Tēnā koe mō tō pānui i tēnei kohinga kōrero. Ko taku tūmanako, ka rite tōu koa ki te pānui ki tōku koa i te tuhi.

E rima tekau ngā kōrero kei konei, kua wehewehea ki ngā raupapa e whā, me ētahi kōrero takitahi, motuhake anō hoki.

Ko Ngā Raru Whaiāipo a te Rōia Waimarie-kore (kōrero whakakata, e waru ngā kōrero): ka whāia a Geoffrey, te rōia angitu, i a ia e haere ana ki tētahi raupapa tūtakitanga pōrangi. Ka mutu rānei i a Geoffrey tēnei huringa kino, mā te whakatika atu ki te kaituhi?

Ko Ngā Rapunga Rerekē a te Tūtei Nui Rawa o Ahitereiria (tūtei/whakakata, 13 kōrero): ka whāia a Pond, a Jared Pond, te momo Ahitereiria kūware, tini-hinga o James Bond. Ka haereere a Jared huri noa i te ao, ka hinga tonu, i a ia e whakatutuki ana i ngā mahi horihori mā te Pirimia mā Scurry Morrissette. Ka noho rānei a Jared hei kaitūtei tino pai rawa atu o Ahitereiria?

Ko Ngā Haerenga Whakamīharo a te Tuari Kai Mokowā Rerekē (pakiwaitara pūtaiao mā te taiohi, 6 kōrero): ka whāia a Diah Lubis, te tuari kai, i a ia e haere ana i te wā me te mokowā ki te ako i ngā rihi tino pai o te ao mā te Pirinihi mā Irulan Ramahandran. Engari he pānga tō te haere-wā. Ka noho rānei a Diah hei tuari kai mokowā tino pai o te marama o Europa?

Ko Ngā Haerenga Moemoeā a Fiona (pakiwaitara mā te tamariki/haere-wā, 8 kōrero): ka whāia a Fiona, te kōtiro moemoeā, e kite ana i ngā moemoeā mārama, e tūtaki ana ki ngā tāngata o mua, e toro ana ki ngā rangatiratanga pūrākau. Mā ōna moemoeā rānei ia e ako mō te oranga?

Ko Ngā Kōrero Huhua (ngā momo katoa, 16 kōrero): kāore ēnei i te raupapa, ā, ka pā ki ngā mea katoa i waenga i te rangi me te whenua.

E wātea ana hoki ngā kōrero raupapa hei pukapuka-ā-ipurangi, me te āhua maheni me ōna pikitia. Tēnā rapua ēnei taitara ki te hiahia koe.

Ngā mihi,

Martin Lundqvist






The Library Date

English


'Sex and Other Physiological Needs'. I looked at the book my supposed Tinder date was reading. I was surprised when she suggested the library, but here I was. Promising start, given the reading material.

I approached the woman and said, "Hi, are you Emma Cheng?"

My date put down her book. "You must be Geoffrey?"

"Yes. Interesting choice of book!" I winked.

"This book has many hidden facts that will make your jowls drop," Emma seduced.

"Jowls? What do you mean?"

"Jaw. As in making your jaw drop. Figuratively speaking," Emma said.

"Libraries are good for learning. I've been here less than a minute and already learnt a new word."

"Imagine what a couple of hours with me would do. You'd become a new man!" Emma enthused.

I needed to become a new man; she seemed like a suitable teacher. "How about coffee upstairs? Reading together doesn't make for a good first date."

"Oh, you haven't dated me yet. Reading together can be remarkably interesting. But I'm happy with coffee."

We went upstairs, and I walked 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 had credit on it. I'd considered cutting the cards to avoid indefinite debt slavery, but needed them to show off my status. The card payments bounced several times. Damn, a carbon copy of last week's date!

Eventually, Emma handed the cashier a ten-dollar note and smirked as we took our coffees to the table. Unfortunately, the traffic noise inhibited our conversation, and my phone was buzzing. "Don't mind me; answer your phone," Emma suggested.

Reluctantly, I answered. "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 turned back to talk with Emma.

Emma was gone. She must have snuck off during my call. I cried on the inside. Despite being a successful lawyer, I had attended 100 consecutive Tinder dates without having sex.





Te Tūtakitanga i te Whare Pukapuka

Te reo Māori


'Te Ai me Ētahi atu Hiahia ā-Tinana'. I titiro au ki te pukapuka e pānuihia ana e taku hoa tūtakitanga Tinder. I ohorere au i tana tono kia tūtaki ki te whare pukapuka, engari koia nei au i konei. He tīmatanga whakaawe, ina koa te momo pukapuka.

I whakatata atu au ki te wahine, ka mea atu, "Kia ora, ko koe a Emma Cheng?"

Ka whakatakotohia e taku hoa tana pukapuka. "Ko koe pea a Geoffrey?"

"Āe. He whiringa pukapuka whakamere!" Ka kimo au.

"He maha ngā meka huna kei tēnei pukapuka, ka taka ai ō pāpāringa," ka whakawai a Emma.

"Pāpāringa? He aha tō tikanga?"

"Aroha mai: ō kauae. Ka taka ō kauae i te ohorere. He kīanga whakarite noa," ka mea a Emma.

"He pai ngā whare pukapuka mō te ako. Kāore anō kia kotahi meneti i konei, kua ako kē au i tētahi kupu hou."

"Whakaarohia te aha ka puta i ētahi hāora ruarua i taku taha. Ka noho koe hei tangata hou!" ka ngākau-nui a Emma.

Me noho au hei tangata hou; he kaiwhakaako tōtika ia ki taku titiro. "Me haere tāua ki runga mō te kawhe? Ehara te pānui tahi i te tūtakitanga tuatahi pai."

"Auē, kāore anō koe kia whakaipoipo ki a au. Ka tino whakamīharo pea te pānui tahi. Heoi anō, e pai ana ki a au te kawhe."

I piki māua ki runga, ā, ka haere au ki te papa tono kia hoko i ngā kapuccino e rua. I taku tata ki te utu, ka pā mai he mōhiotanga whakawehi: kāore he moni tūturu i a au, kāore hoki au i mōhio ko tēhea o aku kāri nama e 24 he moni tonu i runga. I whakaaro au ki te tapahi i ngā kāri kia kore ai au e mau tonu ki te herehere nama, engari i hiahia au ki a rātou hei whakaatu i tōku mana. He maha ngā wā i pana kētia aku utu kāri. Anā rā, he tārua tonu o taku tūtakitanga o tērā wiki!

I te mutunga, ka hoatu e Emma he pepa tekau tāra ki te kaipupuri moni, ā, ka menemene ia i a māua e kawe ana i ā māua kawhe ki te tēpu. Kia aroha mai, nā te haruru o ngā waka i raru ai tā māua kōrero, ā, e tatangi ana taku waea. "Kaua e whakaaro ki a au; whakautua tō waea," ka mea a Emma.

Me te koretake, ka whakautua e au. "I pēhea tō tūtakitanga?" ka pātai a Martin, taku hoa kaituhi.

"Kei runga tonu au i te tūtakitanga," ka whakahoki au.

"Aa, kāti me kaua au e whakararu i a koe," ka whakahoki a Martin, kātahi ka whakamutua te waea.

'Ka tika!' Ka huri anō au ki te kōrero ki a Emma.

Kua ngaro a Emma. I te wā pea o taku waea, i oma tahae atu ia. I tangi au i roto i a au. Ahakoa he rōia angitu au, kua tae au ki ngā tūtakitanga Tinder tōpū kotahi rau, kāore kau he ai.






The Ladyboy Date

English


I was at home checking credit card statements to see if I had enough credit for a Tinder date. I'd been on 100 straight Tinder dates without sex, but perhaps date 101 would bring me the woman of my dreams.

As it turned out, I'd maxed out all my cards. It would take six months to get back in the black. Sexless dating wasn't cheap, and my dodgy investments negatively offset my hefty lawyer income.

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

"Hi, Geoffrey. It has been a while. What's up?" Rebecca said.

"I've been missing you. How about lunch?"

"Have you missed me, or have you missed having sex?"

"Are those options not the same?" I asked.

"Okay, I guess. Can you meet me at Cargo Bar at 1?"

I was too broke to pay for lunch, so I decided to be forthcoming about my situation.

"Umm, Becky, there is one thing you need to know...."

"Don't say you infected me with STDs?"

"No. I'm too broke to pay for lunch."

"Wait, aren't you a successful lawyer?"

"Yes, but an even worse investor."

"Okay, I'll shout you lunch. See you at 1," Rebecca replied.

I put down the phone smiling. I'd secured a free lunch and, with some luck, a naked yoga session. The Duracell Bunny was ready for action.

* * *

At Cargo Bar, Rebecca was as okay-looking as ever. I wondered why I'd put so much effort into unsuccessfully cheating on her. We'd gotten along well; if I'd behaved, we'd still be together. But it hadn't made sense to settle for okay when I was young and had dreams. Now that I was older and indebted, an okay relationship beat a frustrating trek in 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 gets what we want."

Not the rekindling of the flame I'd hoped for. "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; I believe in gender equality. I'm happy to pay for lunch."

"So, what is the problem then?"

"The multiple times you tried and failed to cheat on me," Rebecca replied.

"I never cheated on you."

"That's because you always failed. Imagine how demoralising it is when a guy always tries to cheat but never succeeds. If you'd succeeded, I'd at least know you were an alpha male." Rebecca ranted.

I sat quietly. A minute later, a waitress delivered two medium-cooked steaks. I hadn't ordered anything.

"Did you order the steaks before I arrived?"

"Yes, I promised you lunch and knew what you wanted. Let's eat. I need to get back to work soon." Rebecca sniped.

We ate in silence. As I was about to leave, Rebecca spoke. "Hey, Geoffrey, one of my college professors, Tanika, would love to have dinner with you tonight. It's her shout."

"What's the catch?"

"Nothing. I'm just helping a friend meet the man of her dreams."

I sensed a prank but couldn't be sure. "Okay. What does she look like, and where do I meet her?"

"Le Petit Frog Restaurant at 7 PM. This is her photo." Rebecca showed me a Thai woman in her late thirties.

While Tanika wasn't a stunner, she was acceptable, and better yet, she was paying. Time to break my dry spell.

"Great. Tell Tanika I'm happy to meet her."

"Good luck," Rebecca smirked and left.

* * *

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

I looked in bemusement at my date. Was this a date or market research?

"Ask away."

"How high is your IQ, and how many women have you slept with?" Tanika asked.

'Wow, direct.' I'm brilliant: top student in my high school class. Unfortunately, high school never taught me common sense.

"My IQ is 135, and I've slept with a dozen or so women."

"Excellent. And how many men have you slept with?" Tanika asked.

"None."

"But would you consider it if the opportunity arose?"

Tricky. My honest answer was 'Fuck that, I'm not a bloody pooftah.' But that would reduce my chances of sex tonight, so I replied: "As humans, we should 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."

While I would've preferred \$199 on drinks and marching powder, it was flattering to be on the receiving end of an expensive date for once.

Over dinner, Tanika spoke about her gender studies research. She was intelligent, and her far-fetched left-wing conspiracy theories proved she lacked common sense. Compatible, I suppose.

At the end of the date, Tanika looked at me. "I had a great time, Geoffrey. Would you like to come to my place so we can have sex?"

"Sure, why not."

Tanika was far from the prettiest woman I'd dated, but she was the first to spend \$200 on me. The Duracell Bunny was ready for a night of passion.

* * *

"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 cannot have sex with you, Geoffrey."

"What is going on?"

"I am a ladyboy and am only attracted to mengirls: men that used to be women." Tanika revealed.

"I don't understand anything at all."

"Rebecca told me 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."

I pulled up my pants and hurried out as Rebecca got the last laugh for all those times I'd failed to cheat on her. Fucking hell, I almost had sex with a transvestite. Yuck!





Te Tūtakitanga Wahine-Tāne

Te reo Māori


I te kāinga au e tirotiro ana i ngā tauākī kāri nama, kia kite mēnā he nama tonu tāku mō tētahi tūtakitanga Tinder. Kua tae au ki ngā tūtakitanga Tinder tōpū kotahi rau, kāore kau he ai, engari tērā pea mā te tūtakitanga 101 e kawe mai te wahine o aku moemoeā.

Ka kitea, kua pau katoa te nama o aku kāri. E ono marama pea ka hoki anō ai au ki te painga o te pūtea. Ehara te tūtakitanga koreai i te mea utu iti, ā, nā aku haumitanga tinihanga i whakaiti taku moni nui hei rōia.

Nā te kore e taea te utu i tētahi atu tūtakitanga Tinder, ka whakapā atu au ki taku hoa wahine o mua, ki a Rebecca. I wehe māua i muri i aku ngana maha, hinga katoa, ki te puremu i a ia; engari, i te mea kāore rawa au i eke ki tētahi atu wahine i te wā o tā māua piringa, i tūmanako au kua ora ngā patunga katoa i te wā.

"Kia ora, Geoffrey. Kua roa tā tāua wehe. He aha te take?" ka mea a Rebecca.

"Kua matenui au ki a koe. Kei te wātea koe mō te tina?"

"I matenui koe ki a au, ki te ai rānei?"

"Ehara rānei ērā i te mea kotahi?" ka pātai au.

"Āe pea. Ka taea e koe te tūtaki ki a au ki Cargo Bar ā te 1 karaka?"

He tino rawakore au, kāore e taea te utu i te tina, nā reira ka whakatau au kia mārama taku kōrero mō taku āhuatanga.

"Aa, Becky, he mea kotahi me mōhio koe...."

"Kaua e kī mai i pokea au e koe ki ngā mate ai?"

"Kāo. He tino rawakore au, kāore e taea te utu i te tina."

"Taihoa, ehara rānei koe i te rōia angitu?"

"Āe, engari he kaihaumi tino kino ake."

"Ka pai, māku e utu tō tina. Ka kite i te 1 karaka," ka whakahoki a Rebecca.

Ka whakatakotohia e au te waea me te ataata. Kua whiwhi au i te tina koreutu, ā, ki te waimarie, tētahi wā ioka tahanga. Kua rite te Rāpeti Duracell ki te mahi.

* * *

I Cargo Bar, he pai noa iho te āhua o Rebecca, pērā tonu i mua. I pōhēhē au he aha au i tino whakapau kaha ai ki te ngana, kore angitu, ki te puremu i a ia. I pai tā māua noho tahi; mēnā i tika taku whanonga, kei te noho tahi tonu māua. Engari kāore i whai tikanga te tau ki te 'pai noa' i taku taiohitanga, i a au e whai moemoeā ana. Ināianei, kua pakeke ake au, kua taumaha i te nama, he pai ake te hononga 'pai noa' i te haere pōuri i te koraha o te tūtakitanga.

Ka whakatata mai a Rebecca. "Kia ora, Geoffrey. He pai te kite anō i a koe. Heoi, kia pono, i whakaae au i runga i te tūmanako ki te tina koreutu. Engari anō, i whakapae au i waea mai koe i runga i te hiahia kia moe tahi, nā reira kāore tētahi o tāua e whiwhi i tāna e hiahia ana."

Ehara tēnei i te whakaeke anō o te ahi i tūmanakohia e au. "Titiro, e pāmamae ana au mō taku tono kia utu koe. Māku e whakaea atu."

Ka rūrū a Rebecca i tōna māhunga. "Ehara i te mea mō te moni. Kei te tau 2019 tātou; e whakapono ana au ki te ōritenga ā-ira. E hari ana au ki te utu i te tina."

"Nā, he aha rā te raru?"

"Ko ngā wā maha i ngana koe, ā, i hinga, ki te puremu i a au," ka whakahoki a Rebecca.

"Kāore rawa au i puremu i a koe."

"Nā te mea i hinga tonu koe. Whakaarohia te pōuri ina ngana tonu tētahi tāne ki te puremu, engari kāore rawa e angitu. Mēnā i angitu koe, kua mōhio pea au he tāne rangatira koe." ka amuamu a Rebecca.

Ka noho puku au. I muri i te kotahi meneti, ka kawea mai e tētahi kaimahi ngā tītī miti e rua, waenga te maoa. Kāore au i tono i tētahi mea.

"Nāu i tono ngā tītī miti i mua i taku taenga mai?"

"Āe, i oati au ki te tina māu, ā, i mōhio au ki tāu e hiahia ana. Kia kai tāua. Me hoki wawe au ki te mahi." ka kōrero koi a Rebecca.

Ka kai puku māua. I taku tata ki te wehe, ka kōrero a Rebecca. "E Geoffrey, ko tētahi o aku ahorangi o te kāreti, ko Tanika, ka tino hiahia ki te kai tahi me koe ā tēnei pō. Māna e utu."

"He aha te mahi huna?"

"Kāore he mea. Kei te āwhina noa au i tētahi hoa kia tūtaki ki te tāne o āna moemoeā."

I rongo au he tinihanga, engari kāore i tino mōhio. "Ka pai. He pēhea tōna āhua, ā, ka tūtaki au ki a ia ki hea?"

"Ki te wharekai Le Petit Frog ā te 7 karaka i te pō. Anei tōna whakaahua." Ka whakaatuhia mai e Rebecca he wahine Tai, tata ki te 40 tau te pakeke.

Ahakoa ehara a Tanika i te tino ātaahua, he pai noa ia, ā, te mea pai ake, māna e utu. Kua tae te wā ki te whakamutu i taku wā maroke.

"Ka rawe. Kōrero atu ki a Tanika e hari ana au ki te tūtaki ki a ia."

"Kia waimarie," ka menemene a Rebecca, ka wehe atu.

* * *

"Kia ora, Geoffrey. I mua i tā tāua tīmata, e hiahia ana au ki te pātai i ngā pātai e rua hei whakatau i tō tāua hototahi."

I titiro pōkaikaha au ki taku hoa tūtakitanga. He tūtakitanga tēnei, he rangahau mākete rānei?

"Pātai mai."

"E hia te teitei o tō IQ, ā, e hia ngā wāhine kua moea e koe?" ka pātai a Tanika.

'Auē, he tōtika.' He mātauranga au: te ākonga pai rawa o taku akomanga kura tuarua. Kia aroha mai, kāore te kura tuarua i whakaako i a au ki te whakaaro tika.

"Ko taku IQ he 135, ā, kua moe au i te tekau mā rua pea ngā wāhine."

"Tino pai. Ā, e hia ngā tāne kua moea e koe?" ka pātai a Tanika.

"Kāore kau."

"Engari ka whakaarohia e koe mēnā ka puta te wāhi?"

He uaua. Ko taku whakautu pono, 'Kāo rawa, ehara au i te tāne moe tāne.' Engari mā tērā e whakaiti taku tūponotanga ki te ai ā tēnei pō, nā reira ka whakahoki au: "Hei tāngata, me pupuri tātou i te hinengaro tuwhera kia kitea ai ngā huarahi hou hei whakaputa i tō tātou hōkakatanga."

"Tino pai. Kua paahi koe i te whakamātautau. Tukua kia utua e au he kai whakamātau Wīwī $199."

Ahakoa i pai ake ki a au te $199 mō ngā inu me te kokaine, he mea whakahīhī kia riro māku te painga o tētahi tūtakitanga utu nui, mō te wā tuatahi.

I te wā o te kai, ka kōrero a Tanika mō āna rangahau mātai ira. He mōhio ia, ā, nā āna ariā whakapae ā-tōrangapū maui pōhēhē i kitea ai te ngaro o tōna whakaaro tika. He hototahi māua, ki taku whakaaro.

I te mutunga o te tūtakitanga, ka titiro a Tanika ki a au. "He wā rawe tāku, Geoffrey. Kei te hiahia koe ki te haere ki tōku kāinga kia ai ai tāua?"

"Āe rā, he aha te aha."

He tawhiti rawa a Tanika i te wahine ātaahua rawa kua whakaipoipo au, engari ko ia te tuatahi ki te whakapau $200 ki a au. Kua rite te Rāpeti Duracell mō tētahi pō o te hiahia.

* * *

"Ko tō ure tūturu tēnei?"

I pōkaikaha au i te kī a Tanika, i a māua e tata ana ki te tīmata i tētahi wā ioka tahanga.

"Āe mārika. He aha tāu e kōrero nei?"

"Kāore e taea e au te ai i a koe, Geoffrey."

"He aha kei te tupu?"

"He wahine-tāne au, ā, ka aro noa au ki ngā tāne-kōtiro: ngā tāne he wāhine i mua." ka whāki a Tanika.

"Kāore au e mārama ki tētahi mea."

"I kī mai a Rebecca ko koe taku hoa tino tika: he wahine mōhio kua huri hei tāne. He tāne au, Geoffrey. Kāore au e aro ki ngā tāne kē. Tēnā, wehe atu i taku whare noho."

Ka kumea ake e au ōku tarau, ka hikaka atu au ki waho, i a Rebecca e whiwhi ana i te katakata whakamutunga mō ērā wā katoa i hinga ai au ki te puremu i a ia. Auē taukiri e, tata tonu au ki te ai i tētahi tangata kākahu-rerekē. Anuanu!






The Cathedral Date

English


I'd just gotten off the aeroplane after my arduous flight from Australia when, against better judgement, I turned on my phone. 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?"

Martin never hooked up with anyone, but he'd been with his partner for years. I was a successful lawyer and 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'd taken to leave Australia gave me a strange side-effect: I had to eat a lot of oranges to avoid scurvy. Who could have imagined?

After my oranges, I thought, "Fuck it," and downloaded Tinder. I'd deleted the app after 100 dates without sex, but I was in a new country. Hopefully the French dating market would work better.

As I opened the app, most of the women looked French. I'm not a racist, but if a woman doesn't have an East Asian heritage, she's 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 times in a row, an Asian woman appeared. Not hot, but beggars can't be choosers. I swiped right. "You got a match!" One from one. Off to a good start.

I chatted with her in the cab to the hotel. We agreed to meet outside Notre Dame in the afternoon. Perfect, since my hotel was nearby. I showered and napped to get my beauty sleep.

* * *

I stood outside Notre Dame enjoying the spring sun. A notification from my date pinged just as I heard a female voice: "Hey, you must be Geoffrey."

I turned to see a beautiful Asian woman, dissimilar from my Tinder match. This surprised me. Tinder dates never look more beautiful in person.

"Hi, it's so nice to meet you," I smiled.

"I'm Li-Na." She showed me a heavenly smile with perfect white teeth.

As I reached out to greet her, I wondered: would someone afraid of shaking hands let me raw dog her in a few hours?

"I prefer hugging," Li-Na said and warmly embraced 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?

She let go, and I exhaled. Now I could play it slow with my unsurpassed conversational skills.

"Let's go inside. I know everything about the cathedral. I can give you a guided tour." Li-Na said.

She took me around while speaking about the restored artworks. I tried to keep track 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." Li-Na seduced.

I stared 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 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. Awkward that I didn't last longer, but it had been a while.

"Uhm, I'm sorry it went so quickly, but my hotel is nearby. I promise to make it up to you."

"I understand. It's been a long time for me too. But this app is a God-send." Li-Na replied.

"Let's go back to my hotel then."

"I would love to," Li-Na said, and we walked hand in hand for more bedroom activities.

* * *

I woke up from jet lag at 2 AM, and my dick felt like it was about to fall off. I'd beaten my daily record with ten rounds. I thought about an 11th but feared permanent damage. Instead, I took a sneaky photograph of Li-Na's tight body to send to Martin. Usually more gentleman-like, but I was on the other side of the world.

"Look who I've been having sex with today," I texted Martin.

"Good stuff. How much did you pay?" he replied.

"Nothing. Tinder. We even had sex inside a church."

"Cool story, bro. Tell me when you get home."

I opened the Tinder app to find out why Li-Na had called herself Sandra on the app.

There was a message from 'Sandra': "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?"

What kind of desperate loser would fall for such an obvious scam? But then I got curious. If 'Sandra' was a scammer, who did Li-Na think I was?

I'd find out in the morning. For now, more oranges to ward off my vaccine-induced scurvy.

* * *

I woke up to the smell of freshly baked baguette. Li-Na smiled at me. "I am so happy I met you, Geoffrey. It's so good to find someone to share life and death with."

"Don't say that. We're young and have plenty of years to live."

Li-Na got melancholic and shed a tear. "I hope I could summon your energy and optimism. But I fear the cure for our condition won't arrive before I pass away."

"Hold on. I don't have any life-threatening disease."

"Our HIV infections will end our lives prematurely." Li-Na whined.

"What? I don't have HIV. Why would you say such a thing?"

"Wait? Are you not Jeffrey Wang from the Hinder App?"

"No! I am Geoffrey Tang from Tinder."

"Oh, I'm so sorry. I thought you were from Hinder: a dating app for HIV-infected people. So now, we've had a lot of unprotected sex while I have a late-stage HIV infection." Li-Na revealed.

She grabbed her stuff and left without a word. Meanwhile, I hoped my penis ached from overuse, not a lethal blood-borne disease.

I thought about praying to God. Then I remembered I'd fornicated with a stranger in His house, so I was better off lying low.

* * *

As it turned out, Li-Na didn't infect me with HIV. Good news for my life expectancy, though doubtful it benefited my sex life. I've been checking out the Hinder app, and everyone seems like a horny nymphomaniac. Then again, they all carry a lethal disease, so everything has pros and cons.

On the flipside, now that I've finally broken my dry spell, I'm ready for another 100 Tinder dates and hopefully some sex along the way.





Te Tūtakitanga i te Whare Karakia Nui

Te reo Māori


Kātahi anō au ka heke mai i te wakarererangi i muri i taku rerenga uaua mai i Ahitereiria, ka whakakā au i taku waea, ahakoa kāore i te tika. He karere WhatsApp mai i a Martin.

"Kua moe tahi koe ki tētahi? I whakamahia e koe te rerenga 24-hāora ki Parani ki te uru ki te mile-high club?"

Kāore rawa a Martin i moe tahi ki tētahi, engari kua noho ia me tāna hoa rangatira mō ngā tau maha. He rōia angitu au, kāore he take mō taku wā roa kore hoa wahine.

I haere au ki tētahi toa iti, ka hoko i te kotahi kirokaramu ārani. Nā te 'kano ārai mate' Covid i tangohia e au kia wehe ai i Ahitereiria, i puta he pānga rerekē: me kai au i te maha o ngā ārani kia kore ai au e pāngia e te mate scurvy. Ko wai i pōhēhē?

I muri i aku ārani, ka whakaaro au, "Kati rā," ā, ka tikiake au i a Tinder. Kua mukua e au te taupānga i muri i ngā tūtakitanga kotahi rau, kāore kau he ai, engari kei tētahi whenua hou au. Ko te tūmanako ka pai ake te mākete tūtakitanga Wīwī.

I taku whakatuwheratanga i te taupānga, he āhua Wīwī te nuinga o ngā wāhine. Ehara au i te tangata kaikiri, engari ki te kore he tupuna Āhia-Rāwhiti tō tētahi wahine, kāore ia e pai ki a au. Heoi, ināianei, i taku whakaaro, he kaikiri au, i te wā tonu o te kōwhiri hoa mō ngā mahi moenga.

I muri i te 50 wā tōpū o te muku mauī, ka puta he wahine Āhia. Ehara i te tino ātaahua, engari e kore te tangata koha e whiriwhiri. Ka muku matau au. "Kua tautau kōrua!" Kotahi i te kotahi. He tīmatanga pai.

I korerorero au ki a ia i te tekehī ki te hōtēra. I whakaae māua ki te tūtaki ki waho o Notre Dame i te ahiahi. Tino pai, i te mea e tata ana taku hōtēra. Ka horoi au, ka moe poto kia whiwhi i taku moe ātaahua.

* * *

I tū au ki waho o Notre Dame e koa ana i te rā o te kōanga. Ka tangi mai he pānui mai i taku hoa tūtakitanga i te wā tonu i rongo ai au i te reo wahine: "E, ko koe pea a Geoffrey."

Ka huri au ka kite i te wahine Āhia ātaahua, he rerekē i taku tautau Tinder. I ohorere au. Kāore rawa ngā tūtakitanga Tinder e ātaahua ake ā-kanohi.

"Kia ora, he tino pai te tūtaki ki a koe," ka ataata au.

"Ko Li-Na au." Ka whakaatuhia mai e ia he ataata rangi, me ōna niho mā tino tika.

I a au e toro atu ana ki te oha ki a ia, ka whakaaro au: ka tukua rānei e tētahi e mataku ana ki te rūrū ringa kia ai au i a ia, kaua-he-ārai, i ētahi hāora ruarua?

"He pai ake ki a au te awhi," ka mea a Li-Na, ka awhi mahana i a au.

I māharahara au mō te pikinga o te rere toto ki ētahi wāhi. Ka kī rānei ia he rerekē au mēnā ka tū taku ure i mua i te kotahi meneti i muri i te tūtaki ki a ia?

Ka tuku ia, ka whakaea taku manawa. Ināianei ka taea e au te haere pōturi mā aku pūkenga kōrero tino rawe.

"Kia kuhu tāua ki roto. E mōhio ana au ki ngā mea katoa mō te whare karakia nui. Ka taea e au te ārahi i a koe." ka mea a Li-Na.

Ka arahina au e ia huri noa, i a ia e kōrero ana mō ngā toi kua whakaora. I ngana au ki te whai, engari i pōraruraru taku hinengaro. Pērā i taku wā e whakawā ana i tētahi wahine i te whutupaoro, kāore i taea e au te whakaaro ki tētahi atu mea, ko te ai anake.

"Ko te rūma penapena rinena tēnei kei a au te kī. Ko konei tā tāua i whakaae ai ki te ai." ka whakawai a Li-Na.

Ka mātakitaki au, kāore e whakapono. Nāna tērā i kī, i tinihanga rānei taku wā maroke roa i taku hinengaro?

"Arā... mēnā kāore koe e kī he kino au?" Ka ataata whakawai a Li-Na.

"Hei rōia angitu, ka whakatutuki tonu au i aku here. Me ai i te rūma penapena," ka kimo au.

Ka whakatuwherahia e Li-Na te kūaha, ā, i pēnei au i te rangi mō te 30 hēkona pea. He whakamā i te kore roa ake, engari kua roa te wā.

"Aa, e pāmamae ana au i te tere rawa, engari e tata ana taku hōtēra. E oati ana au ka whakaea atu au ki a koe."

"E mārama ana au. Kua roa te wā ki a au anō hoki. Engari he taonga mai i te Atua tēnei taupānga." ka whakahoki a Li-Na.

"Kia hoki tāua ki taku hōtēra."

"Ka tino hiahia au," ka mea a Li-Na, ā, ka hīkoi ringaringa-ā-ringa māua mō ētahi atu mahi moenga.

* * *

Ka oho au i te ngenge-rererangi i te 2 karaka i te ata, ā, i pēnei taku ure me te mea ka taka. I hipa i a au taku tino nui o te rā mā ngā takanga tekau. I whakaaro au ki te 11, engari i mataku au ki te tūkino mau tonu. Engari, ka tangohia e au he whakaahua tāhae o te tinana kikī o Li-Na hei tuku ki a Martin. He rangatira ake au i te nuinga o te wā, engari i tērā taha o te ao au.

"Titiro ko wai kua ai au ki a ia i tēnei rā," ka patuwaea au ki a Martin.

"Ka pai. E hia tāu i utu ai?" ka whakahoki ia.

"Kāore kau. Tinder. I ai anō māua i roto i te whare karakia."

"He kōrero pai, e hoa. Kōrero mai ina hoki koe ki te kāinga."

Ka whakatuwherahia e au te taupānga Tinder kia kite he aha a Li-Na i kīia ai ko Sandra i runga i te taupānga.

He karere mai i a 'Sandra': "Me whakaū koe ko koe tonu tērā e kīia ana e koe. Ka taea e koe te tuku mai he whakaahua o mua me muri o tō kāri nama?"

He aha te momo tangata koretake pōhara ka mau ki tētahi tinihanga tino mārama? Engari ka hiahia au ki te mōhio. Mēnā he kaitinihanga a 'Sandra', ko wai au ki te whakaaro a Li-Na?

Ka kitea e au i te ata. Mō nāianei, he ārani anō hei ārai i taku mate scurvy nā te kano ārai mate.

* * *

Ka oho au ki te kakara o te baguette hou tunua. Ka ataata a Li-Na ki a au.

"E tino koa ana au i tūtaki au ki a koe, Geoffrey. He pai rawa te kitea o tētahi hei tiri i te ora me te mate."

"Kaua e pērā te kī. He rangatahi tāua, he maha ngā tau hei ora."

Ka pōuri a Li-Na, ka maturuturu he roimata. "Ko taku tūmanako kia taea e au te tiki i tō kaha me tō whakaaro pai. Engari e mataku ana au kāore te rongoā mō tō tāua mate e tae mai i mua i taku matenga."

"Taihoa. Kāore ōku mate whakamōrea ki te ora."

"Mā ō tāua pokenga HIV e whakamutu wawe ō tāua oranga." ka amuamu a Li-Na.

"He aha? Kāore he HIV ōku. He aha koe i pērā ai te kī?"

"Taihoa? Ehara koe i a Jeffrey Wang o te Taupānga Hinder?"

"Kāo! Ko Geoffrey Tang au o Tinder."

"Aa, e tino pāmamae ana au. I whakaaro au nō Hinder koe: he taupānga tūtakitanga mō te hunga kua pāngia e te HIV. Nā, kua nui tā tāua ai kaua-he-ārai, i a au e mau ana i te pokenga HIV kua tawhito." ka whāki a Li-Na.

Ka hopukina e ia āna taonga, ka wehe atu kāore he kupu. I taua wā, i tūmanako au he mamae taku ure nā te whakamahi nui, ehara i te mate whakamate ka rere i te toto.

I whakaaro au ki te īnoi ki te Atua. Kātahi ka mahara au kua moepuku au ki tētahi tauhou i roto i Tōna whare, nā reira he pai ake kia noho puku au.

* * *

Ka kitea, kāore a Li-Na i poke i a au ki te HIV. He rongo pai mō taku roa ora, ahakoa he ruarua te painga ki taku ora ai. Kua tirotiro au i te taupānga Hinder, ā, he āhua hiahia-ai-nui te katoa. Engari anō, kei te mau katoa rātou i te mate whakamate, nā reira he painga, he kino anō tō ngā mea katoa.

I tētahi taha, ināianei kua whati i a au taku wā maroke, kua rite au mō ētahi atu tūtakitanga Tinder kotahi rau, ā, ko te tūmanako he ai i te huarahi.






The Double Date

English


The winter sun was shining, and I was having a great Sunday at an Oxford Street rooftop bar. I'd 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: single, beautiful, successful, and HIV-negative. As we drank our third cocktail, she put her hand on mine, leaned over, and looked into my eyes. My charm was working.

"I'm having such a great time, Geoffrey. I'm so glad you took some time off from mentoring disadvantaged children to hang out with me." Mikayla said.

I'd told her I mentored disadvantaged children rather than refereed angry adults. How would I deal with this lie if things developed? One step at a time.

"Yes, as much as I love helping others, I must also look after myself. The cocktails here are to die for."

"Yes, it's so great to hang out with you. We can be best friends forever. I'm a total fag hag." Mikayla said.

"Fag hag?"

"Yes, I love hanging out with gay men. I was so excited when you asked me here. My last BFF got deported to Melbourne." Mikayla revealed.

Oh no. I'd taken a day off soccer to hang out with my sexy colleague, who thought I was gay. But Mikayla was tipsy and looking at me with dilated pupils, so there was still some sexual chemistry.

"I love the gay scene, but I'm straight," I said.

"Oh, I could never have imagined. You're so cultivated for a straight man."

"Is that good or bad?"

"I don't know. I need to go to the bathroom." Mikayla said and headed off.

I walked to the bar and ordered a double scotch. Sex or no sex, I would still get shitfaced.

* * *

I stared at my whisky when Martin arrived, accompanied by a stunning East Asian woman. More importantly, how had he picked up such a bombshell while wearing his smelly, grass-stained referee outfit?

"Hi Geoffrey, this is Sarah that I told you about," Martin said.

My head spun. When had Martin ever told me about a bombshell called Sarah?

"I'll get us a jug of beer. Sarah, sit and socialise with Geoff." Martin walked to the bar.

Sarah sat, smiled with her cute dimples, and spoke: "So, you must be Geoffrey. Martin has told me so much about you. I assumed you were ugly from the stories, but he showed me your picture, and you're cute. That's why I asked him to introduce us."

I gasped. Would Martin be helpful for once?

"Well, at least you know my little secrets now," I said, hoping he hadn't shared too many embarrassing ones.

"Geoffrey, who is this woman?"

Mikayla had resurfaced from the bathroom.

"Hi Mikayla, this is Sarah. She's a friend of Martin's."

"Nice to meet you. What do you do?" Sarah said.

"I'm a lawyer at the same firm as Geoffrey. I'll soon be a partner."

"I'm so impressed," Sarah replied.

"And I'm so jealous of your beauty. You must be a model. Let's get a bottle of rosé and share our stories." Mikayla replied.

"I would love to." Sarah followed her to the bar.

Watching the beautiful women immediately hit it off, I had an ominous feeling this would be an afternoon to forget and another story for Martin's collection.

* * *

"Where did Sarah go?"

Martin approached me with a jug of the cheapest mid-strength beer.

"I thought they were with you. Where did you go?" I asked.

"I got sleepy and wanted a coffee. But I didn't want to pay for it. So I put ten dollars in the poker machine to get a free coffee."

"You spent ten dollars to get a 'free' coffee. But where did the girls go?"

"Girls? Were there more than one?" Martin asked in confusion.

I sighed. I only have two modes of dating: either I date no one, or I date several at once and mix them up. Both yield the same result. I'd forgotten I'd already asked Martin to bring Sarah when I set up the date with Mikayla.

Martin handed me his phone. A text from Sarah read: "Hi, Martin. Thank you so much for bringing me to the gay bar. I met Mikayla, and we're hitting it off. I'll read and review all your books to make it up to you. XOXO Sarah."

Martin smiled. "Wow, an unexpected outcome. Well, at least I found a reader. Let's drink beer and watch soccer."

"I might go home instead."

"Nah, mate. On the bright side, you won't need to get tested for STDs."

He was right. Life could be worse.

"Cheers to not needing STD-testing!" I raised my beer.

"Cheers to that!"

After that, we spent a few hours on dodgy refereeing calls and conspiracy theories before I went home for my much-anticipated porn website visit.





Te Tūtakitanga Tokorua

Te reo Māori


E whiti ana te rā o te takurua, ā, he Rātapu rawe tāku i tētahi pāparakāuta tuanui i Oxford Street. Kua tango au i tētahi mutunga wiki mai i te whakangaro i ngā kēmu whutupaoro kia whakawai ai au i a Mikayla Wang, taku hoamahi ātaahua o te umanga rōia.

Ko Mikayla te katoa o aku hiahia: takakau, ātaahua, angitu, kāore he HIV. I a māua e inu ana i tā māua tuatoru o ngā waireka, ka whakatakotohia e ia tōna ringa ki runga i tōku, ka piko mai, ka titiro ki roto i ōku karu. E mahi ana taku whakawai.

"He wā tino rawe tāku, Geoffrey. E tino koa ana au i tango koe i tētahi wā mai i te ārahi tamariki tūraru kia noho tahi ai tāua." ka mea a Mikayla.

I kī atu au ki a ia e ārahi ana au i ngā tamariki tūraru, kaua ko te whakawā i ngā pakeke riri. Me pēhea au e whakatika i tēnei teka mēnā ka tupu ngā mea? Kotahi hīkoi i te wā.

"Āe, ahakoa taku aroha ki te āwhina i ētahi atu, me tiaki anō au i a au. He tino reka ngā waireka o konei."

"Āe, he rawe te noho tahi me koe. Ka taea e tāua te noho hoa piri pono mō ake tonu. He tino hoa wahine au nō ngā tāne takatāpui." ka mea a Mikayla.

"He hoa wahine nō ngā takatāpui?"

"Āe, e tino pai ana ki a au te noho tahi me ngā tāne takatāpui. I tino harikoa au i tō pōwhiri i a au ki konei. I peia taku hoa piri pono whakamutunga ki Melbourne." ka whāki a Mikayla.

Auē. Kua tango au i tētahi rā mai i te whutupaoro kia noho tahi me taku hoamahi ātaahua, e whakaaro ana he takatāpui au. Engari he āhua haurangi a Mikayla, e titiro ana ki a au me ōna whatu whānui, nā reira he wairua ai tonu i waenga i a māua.

"E pai ana ki a au te ao takatāpui, engari he aro-wahine au," ka mea au.

"Auē, kāore rawa au i pōhēhē. He tino whai-mātauranga koe mō te tāne aro-wahine."

"He pai tērā, he kino rānei?"

"Kāore au e mōhio. Me haere au ki te wharepaku." ka mea a Mikayla, ka wehe atu.

Ka haere au ki te pae inu, ka tono i te wihikī takirua. Ai, kore ai rānei, ka haurangi kē tonu au.

* * *

E mātaki ana au i taku wihikī i te taenga mai o Martin, me tētahi wahine Āhia-Rāwhiti tino ātaahua. Ko te mea nui ake, i pēhea ia i riro ai i a ia tētahi wahine pai pēnei i a ia e mau ana i tōna kākahu kaiwhakawā piro, poke i te tarutaru?

"Kia ora Geoffrey, ko Sarah tēnei i kōrero atu ai au ki a koe," ka mea a Martin.

I hurihuri taku māhunga. Nōnahea a Martin i kōrero ai ki a au mō tētahi wahine ātaahua ko Sarah te ingoa?

"Māku e tiki he tīhāta pia mā tātou. Sarah, e noho, kōrerorero ki a Geoff." Ka haere a Martin ki te pae inu.

Ka noho a Sarah, ka ataata me ōna poka pāpāringa ātaahua, ka kōrero: "Nā, ko koe pea a Geoffrey. He nui ngā kōrero a Martin ki a au mōu. I whakapae au he kino tō āhua i ngā kōrero, engari i whakaatuhia mai e ia tō whakaahua, ā, he pai koe. Koirā i tono ai au ki a ia kia whakamōhio i a tāua."

I tū taku manawa. Ka āwhina rānei a Martin, mō te wā kotahi?

"Ā, kua mōhio kē koe ki aku muna iti ināianei," ka mea au, e tūmanako ana kāore ia i kōrero i te maha o ngā mea whakamā.

"Geoffrey, ko wai tēnei wahine?"

Kua hoki mai a Mikayla i te wharepaku.

"Kia ora Mikayla, ko Sarah tēnei. He hoa nō Martin."

"He pai te tūtaki ki a koe. He aha tāu mahi?" ka mea a Sarah.

"He rōia au i te umanga kotahi me Geoffrey. Kua tata au ki te noho hoa-rangatira."

"E tino whakamīharo ana au," ka whakahoki a Sarah.

"Ā, e tino hae ana au ki tō ātaahua. He tauira koe pea. Kia tiki tāua he pātara rosé, kia tiri i ā tāua kōrero." ka whakahoki a Mikayla.

"Ka tino hiahia au." Ka whai a Sarah i a ia ki te pae inu.

I a au e mātaki ana i ngā wāhine ātaahua e tino hoa wawe ana, ka puta he kare kino ki roto i a au: ka noho tēnei hei ahiahi hei wareware, hei kōrero anō mā te kohinga a Martin.

* * *

"I haere a Sarah ki hea?" Ka whakatata mai a Martin me te tīhāta o te pia waenga-kaha utu iti rawa.

"I whakaaro au kei a koe rāua. I haere koe ki hea?" ka pātai au.

"I hiamoe au, i hiahia kawhe. Engari kāore au i hiahia ki te utu. Nā reira i whakauruhia e au he tekau tāra ki te mīhini petipeti kia whiwhi kawhe koreutu."

"I whakapaua e koe he tekau tāra kia whiwhi kawhe 'koreutu'. Engari i haere ngā kōtiro ki hea?"

"Kōtiro? Neke atu i te kotahi?" ka pātai pōraru a Martin.

Ka whakaea au. E rua noa aku momo tūtakitanga: ka kore au e whakaipoipo ki tētahi, ka whakaipoipo rānei au ki te tokomaha i te wā kotahi, ka whakaranu i a rātou. He rite tonu te otinga o ērā e rua. Kua wareware i a au kua tono kē au ki a Martin kia mauria mai a Sarah i taku whakaritenga i te tūtakitanga me Mikayla.

Ka hoatu e Martin tāna waea ki a au. He karere mai i a Sarah: "Kia ora, Martin. Ka nui te mihi mō tō kawe i a au ki te pāparakāuta takatāpui. I tūtaki au ki a Mikayla, ā, kei te tino hoa māua. Māku e pānui, e arotake ō pukapuka katoa hei whakaea atu ki a koe. XOXO Sarah."

Ka ataata a Martin. "Auē, he otinga ohorere. Ā, kua kitea e au he kaipānui. Kia inu pia tāua, kia mātaki whutupaoro."

"Tērā pea ka hoki kē au ki te kāinga."

"Kāo, e hoa. I te taha pai, kāore koe e hiahia ki te whakamātau mō ngā mate ai."

I tika ia. Ka kino ake pea te ora.

"Mauri ora ki te kore hiahia whakamātau mate ai!" Ka hāpainga e au taku pia.

"Mauri ora ki tērā!"

I muri i tērā, i whakapau māua i ētahi hāora ki ngā whakatau whakawā tinihanga me ngā ariā whakapae i mua i taku hokinga ki te kāinga mō taku toronga paetukutuku aitanga i tino tatari ai au.






The Soccer Date

English


I was back at the soccer field the weekend after the Mikayla debacle. The players were angrier than ever, and I'd lost count of the "Fucking hell," "Cunt," and "Are you blind, ref!" calls I'd received. Good times! I should have been sending players off for such reviews of my umpiring. However, I had a more efficient way of dealing with psychological trauma: not eating for 24 hours before games. In this blissful state of hunger, harsh words don't affect me and all my calls are perfect.

As I walked off the field, Martin approached excitedly. "That was one big punch-up. What happened?"

"Punch-up?" I asked.

"Did you miss when a King's Park player called a Poogee player's mother a whore, and the Poogee player headbutted him and broke his nose?"

"I have no idea what you're talking about."

"Don't say you're combining refereeing and 24-hour fasting again?"

"Of course I am. It helps me lose weight while I get paid to referee. Hitting two birds with one stone."

"Whatever. Hey, isn't that the sexy female player you always perv on?" Martin pointed toward a female soccer player entering my field.

There she was, Jasmine Xi, the sexiest East Asian player in the comp. Hunger-induced nirvana hit me, and I pictured us having grandchildren together. The presence of grandchildren in my visions indicated we'd eventually have sex, which was a scarce commodity in my life.

"Yes, that's her. Please don't intervene and fuck things up like you always do!"

"I have no idea what you're talking about," Martin replied.

"The girl you brought to the Oxford Tavern last weekend stole my date."

"Oh yeah. That was funny. Who could have seen that coming?" Martin laughed.

"I'm going to do what I've never done before. I'll hook up after a game I officiate. I will hook up with Jasmine Xi."

"Best of luck. I'm heading to my game now." Martin rushed off.

Two more hours of refereeing, then I'd set up a date with the sexiest woman in the comp.

* * *

Two hours later, it was the moment of truth. Walk over to Jasmine and introduce myself, or head home and lurk through her old Instagram posts?

I saw Martin approaching from the other field. I'd proclaimed I'd make a move on Jasmine, but I didn't want him witnessing the spectacle.

"Hi, Geoffrey. I think you're the cutest and best referee in the comp."

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

"Umm. Thank you." I mumbled.

"I was wondering if you'd like to join me at the pub. There's a friend I'd like you to meet." Jasmine smiled with teeth straight from a toothpaste commercial.

Martin was walking past, showing me an exaggerated thumbs-up. Prank or encouragement? Either way, I'd beat myself up forever if I rejected this offer.

"I'd love to have drinks with you, Jasmine."

"Great. How about the Oxford Tavern? Great drink specials on Sundays. We can meet my friend there." Jasmine suggested.

The Oxford Tavern gave me slight anxiety: this was where the stunning Sarah had stolen my date the previous weekend. Then again, I couldn't exclude every venue where I'd had a negative experience; otherwise, I'd have run out of venues years ago.

"Great, the Oxford Tavern is my favourite pub." I lied.

Jasmine hugged me, and I was in nirvana. The best feeling in the world, except for the one thing still missing. First, however, I needed to pass the trial at the pub and pray Martin didn't bring another woman to steal my date.

* * *

"I don't know how you handle it. Why do you tolerate players punching each other and hurling abuse at you?"

I felt slightly disappointed when Jasmine asked about my refereeing. I'd rather have sold myself as a successful lawyer.

"I try to be empathetic. When I understand where players are coming from, I talk with them instead of throwing cards in their faces."

"You're too nice for your own good. You're not their psychologist; you're their referee. If they want to talk to you, they can pay you \$200 an hour." Jasmine stated.

"That's funny. My friend Martin says the same thing."

"I know. Those are Martin's words. He told me last weekend, and I realised he was correct." Jasmine replied.

"Hold on, did you speak to Martin last weekend?"

"Yes, you were here together, weren't you?" Jasmine asked.

I froze. Why hadn't Martin mentioned his conversation with Jasmine? Was this another prank?

Jasmine checked her phone. "My friend isn't joining us."

'Yippee, dodged a bullet.' How would I get her to a suitable place for Duracell Bunny activities?

Jasmine spoke: "Hey, would you like to have a few drinks at my place? No point staying here since my friend isn't coming."

"That sounds great. I'd love to see your soccer medals." I said, leaving out what I actually wanted to see.

"I can't wait to show them to you," Jasmine exclaimed, and we drove to her place.

* * *

Jasmine's flatmate James, a total pooftah, greeted us at the apartment. I deemed it unlikely to lose Jasmine to him: I was a successful lawyer, and James was a flaming homosexual.

To my dismay, Jasmine didn't invite me to her bedroom. Instead, we drank and played board games with James. I could wait for the moment when alcohol and fatigue made me irresistible to Jasmine.

That moment never came. Jasmine yawned and spoke: "I better shower and get some rest 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 she'd be introducing me to before joining her.

After Jasmine left, I turned to James. "Sorry, but I need to go. I got HIV from my Covid vaccine."

James smiled. "That's okay, darling. I got HIV from the sex club, so we're a perfect match."

"Try the Hinder app," I said and left.

And that's how I got invited to the hottest woman's apartment in the soccer competition, only to find out she was trying to set me up with her HIV-infected gay friend.





Te Tūtakitanga Whutupaoro

Te reo Māori


Kua hoki au ki te papa whutupaoro i te mutunga wiki i muri i te parekura o Mikayla. He riri kē atu ngā kaitākaro i mua atu, ā, kua ngaro i a au te tatau i ngā karanga "Auē taukiri," "Pokokōhua," me "Kua matapō koe, e te kaiwhakawā!" i tae mai ki a au. He wā pai! Me tono kē atu e au ngā kaitākaro mō ērā momo arotake i taku whakawā. Heoi, he huarahi whaihua ake tāku ki te whakahaere i te whara-ā-hinengaro: te kore kai mō ngā hāora 24 i mua i ngā kēmu. I tēnei āhua harikoa o te matekai, kāore ngā kupu kino e pā ki a au, ā, he tika katoa aku whakatau.

I a au e haere ana i te papa, ka whakatata harikoa mai a Martin. "He nui tērā whawhai. He aha i pā?"

"Whawhai?" ka pātai au.

"I ngaro i a koe te wā i kīia ai e tētahi kaitākaro o King's Park te whaea o tētahi kaitākaro o Poogee he wahine kairau, ā, ka tukituki-māhunga te kaitākaro Poogee i a ia, ka whati tōna ihu?"

"Kāore au i te mōhio ki tāu e kōrero nei."

"Kaua e kī kei te whakakotahi anō koe i te whakawā me te nohopuku 24-hāora?"

"Āe mārika. Ka āwhina i a au ki te whakaheke taumaha i a au e utua ana ki te whakawā. E rua ngā hua i te mahi kotahi."

"Ahakoa. E, ehara rānei tērā i te kaitākaro wahine ātaahua e titiro kohukohu tonu ana koe?" Ka tohu a Martin ki tētahi kaitākaro whutupaoro wahine e uru ana ki taku papa.

Anā ia, ko Jasmine Xi, te kaitākaro Āhia-Rāwhiti ātaahua rawa o te whakataetae. Ka pā mai te harikoa nā te matekai, ka whakaahua au i a māua me ā māua mokopuna. Ko te noho o ngā mokopuna i aku moemoeā he tohu ka ai māua ā tōna wā, he mea onge tērā i tōku oranga.

"Āe, ko ia tērā. Tēnā, kaua e uru mai, kaua e whakakino i ngā mea pērā i tāu e mahi tonu nei!"

"Kāore au i te mōhio ki tāu e kōrero nei," ka whakahoki a Martin.

"Nā te kōtiro i mauria mai e koe ki te Oxford Tavern i tērā mutunga wiki i tāhae taku hoa tūtakitanga."

"Aa āe. He rorirori tērā. Ko wai i kite i te haramai o tērā?" ka kata a Martin.

"Ka mahia e au te mea kāore anō au kia mahi. Ka moe tahi au i muri i tētahi kēmu ka whakahaerea e au. Ka moe tahi au ki a Jasmine Xi."

"Kia tino waimarie. Kei te haere au ki taku kēmu ināianei." Ka hikaka atu a Martin.

E rua atu hāora o te whakawā, kātahi ka whakaritea e au he tūtakitanga me te wahine ātaahua rawa o te whakataetae.

* * *

E rua hāora i muri mai, ko te wā o te pono. Haere atu ki a Jasmine ki te whakamōhio i a au anō, hoki rānei ki te kāinga ki te tirotiro huna i ōna pānui Instagram tawhito?

I kite au i a Martin e whakatata mai ana mai i tērā atu papa. I kī au ka whai au i a Jasmine, engari kāore au i hiahia kia kite ia i te whakaaturanga.

"Kia ora, Geoffrey. Ki taku whakaaro ko koe te kaiwhakawā ātaahua rawa, pai rawa hoki o te whakataetae."

Ka tahuri au, ka tū taku manawa i te āhua anahera o Jasmine Xi. Kei te tupu tēnei, kua tae rānei au ki te āhua whakawairangi o taku nohopuku?

"Aa. Kia ora." Ka kōmuhumuhu au.

"I whakaaro au mēnā ka pai ki a koe te haere tahi ki te pāparakāuta. He hoa tāku e hiahia ana au kia tūtaki koe." Ka ataata a Jasmine me ōna niho, pēnei tonu i tā te pānui paniho.

E haere ana a Martin i te taha, e whakaatu ana i te koromatua-ki-runga whakanui. He tinihanga, he whakatenatena rānei? Ahakoa te aha, ka whakahē au i a au mō ake tonu mēnā ka whakakāhore au i tēnei tuku.

"Ka tino hiahia au ki te inu tahi me koe, Jasmine."

"Ka rawe. Ka pai ki a koe te Oxford Tavern? He utu inu pai i ngā Rātapu. Ka taea e tāua te tūtaki ki taku hoa ki reira." ka whakatakoto whakaaro a Jasmine.

I māharahara iti au ki te Oxford Tavern: koinei te wāhi i tāhae ai a Sarah ātaahua i taku hoa tūtakitanga i tērā mutunga wiki. Engari anō, kāore e taea e au te karo i ngā wāhi katoa i pā kino ai ki a au; ki te kore, kua pau kē i a au ngā wāhi i ngā tau kua hipa.

"Ka rawe, ko te Oxford Tavern taku pāparakāuta tino pai." Ka teka au.

Ka awhi a Jasmine i a au, ā, i te rangi au. Ko te kare pai rawa o te ao, engari kotahi te mea kei te ngaro tonu. Heoi, i te tuatahi, me paahi au i te whakamātautau i te pāparakāuta, me īnoi kia kaua a Martin e kawe mai i tētahi atu wahine ki te tāhae i taku hoa tūtakitanga.

* * *

"Kāore au e mōhio me pēhea koe e whakahaere ai. He aha koe e whakaae ai ki ngā kaitākaro e patupatu ana i a rātou anō, e maka kohukohu ana ki a koe?"

I āhua pōuri au i te pātai a Jasmine mō taku whakawā. He pai ake ki a au te hoko i a au anō hei rōia angitu.

"Ka ngana au ki te aroha atu. Ina mārama au ki te take o ngā kaitākaro, ka kōrero au ki a rātou, kaua ko te maka kāri ki ō rātou kanohi."

"He tino atawhai rawa koe mōu ake. Ehara koe i tō rātou kaimātai hinengaro; ko koe tō rātou kaiwhakawā. Ki te hiahia rātou ki te kōrero ki a koe, me utu rātou i te $200 mō te hāora." ka kī a Jasmine.

"He rorirori tērā. E pērā ana anō te kī a taku hoa a Martin."

"E mōhio ana au. Ko ngā kupu a Martin ērā. I kī mai ia ki a au i tērā mutunga wiki, ā, ka mōhio au i tika ia." ka whakahoki a Jasmine.

"Taihoa, i kōrero koe ki a Martin i tērā mutunga wiki?"

"Āe, i konei tahi kōrua, nē?" ka pātai a Jasmine.

I mātao au. He aha a Martin i kore ai e kōrero mō tāna kōrero ki a Jasmine? He tinihanga anō tēnei?

Ka tirohia e Jasmine tāna waea. "Kāore taku hoa e haere mai."

'Hurō, kua karo i te matā.' Me pēhea au e kawe ai i a ia ki tētahi wāhi tōtika mō ngā mahi a te Rāpeti Duracell?

Ka kōrero a Jasmine: "E, ka pai ki a koe te inu i ētahi inu i tōku kāinga? Kāore he take ki te noho i konei i te mea kāore taku hoa e haere mai."

"He rawe tērā. Ka tino hiahia au ki te kite i ō mētara whutupaoro." ka mea au, me te waiho i waho i tāku i tino hiahia ai ki te kite.

"Kāore au e taea te tatari ki te whakaatu ki a koe," ka karanga a Jasmine, ā, ka taraiwa māua ki tōna kāinga.

* * *

Ko te hoa noho o Jasmine, ko James, he tino tāne moe tāne, i mihi mai ki a māua i te whare noho. I whakaaro au kāore e tino tāea te ngaro o Jasmine ki a ia: he rōia angitu au, ā, he tāne moe tāne kaha a James.

Ki taku pōuri, kāore a Jasmine i pōwhiri i a au ki tōna rūma moe. Engari, i inu māua, i tākaro papatākaro me James. Ka taea e au te tatari mō te wā ka waipiro, ka ngenge, ka kore ai e taea e Jasmine te karo i a au.

Kāore rawa taua wā i tae mai. Ka hāmama a Jasmine, ka kōrero: "Me horoi au, me whai wā okioki mō te mahi āpōpō. He aha koe te noho roa ake ai kia mōhio ai koe ki a James?"

I taua wā tonu, ka mārama au. Me pātai kē au ko tēhea hoa māna e whakamōhio i a au i mua i taku haere tahi me ia.

I muri i te wehenga o Jasmine, ka tahuri au ki a James. "Aroha mai, engari me haere au. I whiwhi HIV au i taku kano ārai mate Covid."

Ka ataata a James. "He pai tērā, e tau. I whiwhi HIV au i te karapu ai, nā reira he hoa tino tika tāua."

"Whakamātauria te taupānga Hinder," ka mea au, ka wehe atu.

Ā, koinā te āhua i pōwhiritia ai au ki te whare noho o te wahine ātaahua rawa o te whakataetae whutupaoro, kātahi ka kitea e whakamātau ana ia ki te whakahoa i a au me tāna hoa takatāpui kua pāngia e te HIV.




