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Dear reader,

Welcome to what we feel sure you’ll find is an unputdownable sex and relationships bible to guide you through what’s left of your life. It has been our unrelenting mission to help all the lost lady lambs, especially old muttony ones, that fumble through life in too-tight trousers and a clumpy shoe, looking for love in all the wrong places. Herewith, we proffer a step-by-step, medically approved manual on how to meet, marry and keep a husband. Along the way you will find quizzes, tips, recipes, letters and our own personal stories that we are kindly sharing for the sake of your happiness. Why? Because God gave us a gift.

We both knew from an early age that we were healers. Healers don’t always come in gypsy skirts, with claggy eye make-up and jewellery made from forks. Sometimes they are a sassy Scotch babe in a mini-kilt, with thigh-high Dick Whittington boots and big-nippled boobs. Sometimes they are a broad-shouldered, high-haired mum to a large-headed lesbian, pounding up Regent’s Canal in a russet tankini and homemade flippers, gulping down murky, infected water.

So heal we must, because when the final curtain comes down on our lives, we know we can rest easy in the knowledge that we gave, and we gave, and we gave again. Our room is booked, thank you very much, in the Heaven Hotel. We know there’s a kettle, we know there are biccies, and we know there will be no businessman’s botty smudges on our white linen sheets, because we have chosen to devote ourselves to the pairing up of others, and this will be our life’s great legacy.

‘Reader, I married him,’ said the wonderful, though rather plain, Charlotte Brontë (who finally managed to bag a hubby only to pass away a few months later, which may well happen to you if you’re not careful) and indeed our heartfelt prayer is that this little book can help you not only to achieve every girl’s dream of dreams, but also give hubby enough reasons to stay with you for as long as he can possibly bear it.

And remember, if things don’t work out, you only have yourself to blame.

Warmest wishes,

      Joan Damry and Jericha Domain
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Do’s and Don’ts, from Dating to Death
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