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For Moo (when you’re old enough!!)

You’re fucking amazing.
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Wet Fanny

By my mid-twenties I thought I had my fanny and its workings all figured out. I’d spent almost 10 years observing its ways. From the start I embraced its look and goings-on. I didn’t feel ashamed when it bled in Year 7 maths. I didn’t feel awkward when it got wet from Year 9 fingers. I didn’t even mind its random discharges (hockey bus, school-canteen queue, end-of-year tutor-group song). I never worried what it smelled like (sometimes metal, sometimes onions) or how hairy it was. Or the sometimes-mingers it picked. I just had this deep trust in it. That it was doing what it was supposed to be doing. Which, primarily, was finding orgasms from all the ways possible to it, i.e. fingerings, lickings and dry humping.

And for many years, with a couple of systems in place (to account for the mingers), I let it lead the way, which seemed to work out quite well. It found me orgasms and also love – a really big, terrific, kind love.

But then something changed. Things got crapper in the fanny department and the rest of me went along with this as if it was normal. Which maybe it was, as the problem with growing up and doing proper adult long-love stuff is you’ve not done it before, so how the hell are you supposed to know what the fuck is going on?

Maybe fannies and long-term love don’t work well together.


Part One


The System

I had a scale that I used for marking all males I had ever been with or was about to get with. It involved considering how much my fanny fancied them out of 10 and how much my brain did out of 10 and then working out the average. If it was above eight, I was allowed to engage in long-term love with them. If it was below, then it could only be short-term pleasure. I created the scale when I was 15, as it turned out my fanny had much lower standards than my brain did. It desired things all the time and was always easily wet, even from mingers. Which I didn’t mind for small encounters, and it often felt like a bit of a superpower as I could walk into any room and, chances are, I’d probably quite fancy someone in there as the joint desires of my brain and my fanny meant that I had no type. It was like my own version of beer goggles, minus the alcohol. If you stuck pictures on the wall of all the faces of the people who had made my fanny wet between the ages of 14 and 24, I don’t think you’d be able to pull out a pattern, apart from them all being male, having hair and being either my age or a bit older. But this lack of a type wasn’t a very helpful thing when I was trying to make choices about people I wanted to be with properly, since especially with the guys from the lower end of the scale, after the fanny-wanting had worn off (i.e. I’d come), they usually then utterly repulsed me.

Like Mayo Dan. I fancied the shit out of him for a couple of weeks when we were rehearsing Grease for the school play. In real life he was boring and unfunny, so not a high scorer on my brain scale, but he was cast as Danny and so my fanny went wild for him. After snogging him during the interval at the dress rehearsal I was excited to see him after the show – until I ran into him in the changing room and he was eating a chicken sandwich, which had left loads of mayonnaise around the corners of his mouth. In that moment everything changed and my stomach did an actual gag thing, as looking at him with the chunks of white goo on his face was so gross.

This became quite n occurrence, hence the creation of the scorecard system.




TOP HUMPS

NAME: Rob S.

AKA: The Sneak

AGE: 14 (him), 14 (me)

BUILD: Quite skinny compared to the other boys in Year 9.

GENERAL VIBE: Bit of a wimp. Moderately popular at school.

ACTUALLY LIKE: Nice-ish.

SPECIAL SKILLS: Low-level lying, v. convincingly. Massage fingers.

FANNY SCALE: 8/10

BRAIN SCALE: 3/10

OVERALL RATING: 5.5/10 = Short-term Pleasure

PRE-GAME: During the queue for snacks from the tuck shop he squeezed my side with his hand and my fanny got wet.

THE DEED: I had to share a bed with him at a sleepover party. Fanny got really wet as he breathed into my neck, so I rubbed my bum against him until he finally got brave enough to put his fingers down my Superman pyjama bottoms. I came, then went to sleep without bothering about him.

PLEASURE (me): 1 × orgasm due to fingering.

PLEASURE (him): No climax as I went to sleep as soon as he made me come.



Summary: He was probably just happy to have touched a girl’s fanny who was actually in the same year as him. We all normally only ever went older. People who went with guys in the same year or below had something wrong with them. The next morning I felt confused and grossed out a bit, but not for too long, as it’s always nice when you come, isn’t it?!




Three

I met my third proper boyfriend when I was 24. I had slept with 24 and a half people, which was a number I was proud of. A businessperson on the news once said that in terms of salaries you should try to earn the age you are and if the figure is higher than your age you are doing very well. I like to apply that rule to knobbing. I’d done very well on that front.

With Proper Boyfriend Number Three, during the first few moments of meeting I got totally the wrong impression of him and thought he was a bit of a player, which, for me, is the secret ingredient I need when falling in love with someone who is actually a very nice guy. This niceness cannot be demonstrated too soon in case of retreat and dulled desiring feelings, but it is, of course, eventually what I want the man I am in love with to be.

I was working my usual shift in the Red Dragon and a darts final was on. The pool table had its DIY wooden top fixed to it so all the men could rest their beers on it as the projector screen came down across the window next to it, so it worked as a good use of extra counter space on a match day. The pint glasses would stack up fast, and during sports shifts the main goal was to recover and wash. This meant having to climb and push through all that drunk maleness to bring back their empties. Karen and Mollie, who I often did shifts with and who were working that day, hated doing this as they couldn’t handle the leering/bants they’d get on the round-up. So, it was always my job, not because I liked the leering – I did not – but I enjoyed telling the fuckers to do one, and also I did like the leering a little bit, from the right ones.

It was on one of the round-ups that I noticed Three. Some guy who had a belly that looked pregnant had thrown his dart and Three shouted ‘CUNT!’ really loudly at the screen just as my head was passing by. It was very hot. He was wearing a white T-shirt (with no stains on it) and some loose navy Adidas sports shorts – the kind that cling to the right places. I couldn’t see what shoes he had on as my view was obstructed by all the men. He was tall, looked a little bit older than me and had a nice amount of blond floppy hair. I fancied him a lot.

Later on, after most of the darts losers had left or been kicked out for being too aggro, I went to sit in the garden with Mollie to eat our dinner. For our breaks we were allowed to pick whatever we wanted off the menu, which was the best thing about working there. For this meal I had asked the chef to combine the cheesy mash from the fishcakes dish with the spicy sausages (which were usually served with rice), creating one of the best things I had ever tasted. I don’t know why they didn’t put it on the menu. Three was sat on the table opposite with his friends and as I listened in on their conversation, I noticed he didn’t swear once, and I also noticed he was in quite a good mood even though the guy he wanted to win hadn’t, which is something my brother can’t achieve when his team lose at football. I thought all men had to be affected negatively by this kind of thing, so it was exciting to see one behaving in a different way. When he came over to me to pay his tab, he asked if I’d like to go out with him sometime and I said yes but on condition that we had one phone call first. So that’s what happened. We swapped numbers and spoke for almost an hour the following Wednesday and then I agreed to meet him at the Cardinal on the river. I strongly hated the jeans he was wearing when he turned up; they had a rip designed into both knees and it made me feel a bit queasy. I considered leaving immediately, but once they were out of sight under the pub table it wasn’t so bad and I spent the rest of the time thinking how amazingly hot his teeth were. They just had such a lovely way about how they were put together in his mouth – the formation in which they hung down and how the front two slightly rested against his bottom lip. I’d never thought about anyone’s teeth before; it was clear this was going to be something.

Within the month I had got him to swap his ripped jeans for a pair of light-blue Diesel ones and we had agreed to be together.

Lying on my bed after a particularly exciting chair-sitting sex session where I had purposefully worn my favourite bikini top, not my bra, as all my bikinis were way sexier than my actual underwear, he asked me how many people I had been with.

I told him I’d slept with eight coz he had started the conversation by telling me that he had only slept with six, and looking in his lovely eyes I felt a bit overwhelmed and I really, really, really wanted him to fall in love with me soonish because he was definitely a 9/10 on both my fanny and brain scale.


Philadelphia

Three was a dreamy combo. He knew every capital city in the world, but also played football at the weekends. I loved that he was from London; he seemed more grown-up or clued in than the male friends I had from home. Like his brain thinking for himself was much bigger coz he’d grown up in a huge city as opposed to a tiny rural town. When he was 18, he went to the Philippines to help build things in villages there. When we were all 18 none of us would have even heard of it, let alone known where it was – I would have assumed it was some new kind of spreadable cheese.

By the time I met him, Three had a proper job that he had to wear suits for. His suit game was very strong, and it turned me on that he would spend large amounts of money getting them specially fitted and not buy those crappy Burton ones that all the boys from uni got when Mr Williams, our lecturer in Films: Now, Then and Beyond, weirdly invited us to his wedding.

Three’s job was the sort where he had to sound clever to do it and most of the people who worked in his office had all been to the same university, had very posh accents, were in cricket teams together and shortened their surnames to create nicknames like Diko (Dickens), Wilko (Wilkins), Hamo (Hammings) — which they always said like a football chant. Three was not like that. His voice sounded like a proper London person and he’d gone to a normal school in Ealing – i.e. a bit of a shit one. He showed me a newspaper article of a report on it that the Daily Mail did where some of the recent students had gone a bit mad one lunch break and locked four teachers up in the walk-in bin store. Three said that would have been a much nicer day for them than teaching that lot.

‘Did your year do that kind of thing too?!’

‘Not as bad – we ignored them, locked them out of the classrooms, never handed in any of our work. Oh, Kevin Jacobs once went round to our chemistry teacher’s house during double science and kidnapped all her garden gnomes, and then over the rest of term they would turn up, one by one, in different areas of the school with little chunks missing from them, fingers cut off, nose smashed in.’

‘That’s quite harsh!’

‘Yeah, but by sixth form he had been sectioned, so probably the exception, not the rule. What about you?’

‘We swapped the soap in Mr Lennard’s sink for a blue dye one. He was the art teacher so that was pretty funny. And at the end of term once we put itching powder in Mrs Day’s “desk shoes”; not sure it was that strong, though. We would spray fart gas everywhere, and someone was always shoving a banana up one of their exhaust pipes.’

‘A-ha, so you went to school in Beanotown!’

In our early days of dating Three would often explain what he actually did at work, but it was so far from anything I’d ever thought or known about that my brain could never hold on to the exact info. But it involved contracts and accounting and you needed some letters after your name to do it – some kind of a qualification or accreditation. FSA or FAS? But basically, if he lost those letters, he could lose his job, which was why, after he passed the exams to get those letters, he stopped doing his regular drunk party trick of getting his balls out and pulling them into a funny position while making a silly voice, which all his friends would crack up over and one of them would always take pictures of.

I loved falling in love with him. He’d take me on driving dates around different parts of London where we would find obscure fudge and chocolate shops we’d never heard of. I was still very easily excited by males who owned and could drive cars and would sit in the passenger seat, giant slab of fudge on my lap, getting progressively wetter, waiting for the time we would be back in my room.

After my fanny had been satisfied, my brain would then go on little love explosions where it would need to create something physical for him. This is how I knew I was in love with him.

I once spent a whole evening picking out all the banana chips from six boxes of his favourite cereal as he didn’t like them so would always spend ages moving them out before he’d pour the milk in at breakfast. I had to walk to the nicer side of Ealing to a Waitrose as the Sainsbury’s and Tesco didn’t stock it. I repackaged the now-banana-free cereal, making my own label with hearts decorating it, and gave it to Three as a gift. He was so surprised a few tears came to his eyes, although neither of us acknowledged that was what was happening. It was too early for that.

But I knew and it made my brain want to do more of those things. How amazing to have someone so in love with you they are brought to tears when you do nice stuff for them. Maybe I could give him enough love surprises that I could fill a whole glass with his tears and then freeze them or drink them. No, that is too much, but love makes you think odd things. The point is, it filled me with huge amounts of happiness. That was it. That’s what I wanted to be. Someone who made someone else’s life nicer through loving them. I was quite surprised by this revelation as I didn’t think I was that kind of person. I’d not been brought up in that way.

Do you want to hear about that? I don’t mind telling you; it’s just quite long so feels like a bit of a tangent from all this love-story stuff. I can go into it more later, but basically I had two parents who weren’t together but who loved me, just in ways that might not look like conventional parental loving styles. I officially lived with my dad and stepmum. My older brother Jay, from Dad’s first marriage, had a room there too, but he lived at his mum’s down the road. I would see my mum every other weekend, but it was always a bit annoying as she had moved quite far away, so I spent a lot of time on the motorway being driven to or from one of their houses. So much time that Dad and I had got up to date with the car registration game (it is such an awful and dull task I can’t bring myself to write it out, but basically it involved not being able to move on to the next car registration letter till you’d spotted the one before. Marginally better than I Spy, but only in the moments you got one). Then, when I was 10, Mum fell in love with a man who ran an animal sanctuary in San Francisco, so she moved there. Making the car registration game redundant.

If I needed help and asked, one of my parents would always talk to me about it, but I didn’t see or feel love from them in the ways a lot of my friends seemed to. Like having nice conversations around dinner tables or spontaneous moments of touching and hugs, or just being able to eat Jelly Babies while singing along to Radio 1 when on long car journeys. And, mainly, just having them around, as Dad was often away for work. Which ended up being one of the only things him and Mum had in common. Dad would always send me lots of postcards with funny pictures on the front and ‘miss you’ and ‘love Dad’ written on the back, and Mum would regularly send letters with funny stickers on them saying ‘miss you’ and ‘love you’ and I didn’t doubt that they meant it, but that’s all actually quite easy and not very time-consuming to do. If there had been a conveyor belt of parents to pick, they aren’t the ones I’d have chosen. They were much more focused on living their adult lives, doing fun social things or cool work stuff, which now I am an adult I get; I can totally see how that is way more enjoyable than looking after children, which is why I wouldn’t have any.

But also, if I did, I would make sure I showed love in much better ways than them.




TOP HUMPS

NAME: Richard P.

AKA: Dull Dick

AGE: 14 (him), 14 (me)

BUILD: Quite a good-sized body and height with lovely brown hair but wore thick-rimmed glasses so…

GENERAL VIBE: Maths geek. Not exactly popular but not despised either.

ACTUALLY LIKE: Very nice.

SPECIAL SKILLS: Could tell you how far away something was just by looking at it. (He’d have been very good at the car registration game.)

FANNY SCALE: 8/10

BRAIN SCALE: 5/10

OVERALL RATING: 6.5/10 = Short-term Pleasure

PRE-GAME: After months of sitting behind Dull Dick in physics the back of his neck suddenly became very hot to me when I overheard him telling James, who sat next to him, how far away the bin outside the window was from us. It made my fanny v. wet.

THE DEED: After a school BBQ I made him come to the hedge with me.

PLEASURE (me): 1 × orgasm due to fingering.

PLEASURE (him): 1 × orgasm due to hand job.



Summary: Being with Dull Dick was a similar experience to going in a shop and trying on the one thing you know you’re not into and that really isn’t your taste or style but then ending up wanting to buy it, so you do and you think you love it the first time you wear it to your pal’s birthday but after you take it off later that night you never, ever consider wearing it again, which would be okay, only it had been a special birthday and there had been loads of photos taken and when you catch a glimpse of you in these pictures you feel shocked that you ever made such a choice (i.e. having to see him all the time in class).




Clingfilm Kisses

Three was the best male person I had ever come across. EVER. And all my bits worked with his bits very well in a very exciting manner. I wanted to kiss him all the time and I loved how he looked at me when we were getting it on. We did a lot of sexual firsts together, like sitting on his face instead of just lying on my back when being licked out, using fluffy handcuffs and letting his finger wander down to the bridge close to my bum-hole area when I was about to come.

Because my fanny has never been able to have an orgasm from a penis being inside its hole, that was never a part of sex that bothered me that much with whoever I was with, especially if I had already come. This no-orgasm-by-penis feeling didn’t change with Three, but I liked it in a different way – like when you know you’re going to the kind of restaurant where you’re getting three courses. I really liked the pattern of how our early sex moved into an arrangement of kissing course followed by licking course followed by sex. He never not wanted to lick me and I felt very, very lucky.

We also did all of the serious non-sexual firsts together. First romantic holiday to faraway places (we went to the Land of Cheese Spread!!!), first big-money gifts to each other (my first and only designer boots!!!), first ‘our restaurant’ (Las Tapas in Shepherd’s Bush), first rented flat of our own (in Ealing), first joint travel-insurance policy (World Travel), first joint car (an Escort), first joint bank account (RBS), first life-and-death situation together (in Argentina), first wills (via WHSmith) and first life-insurance policy (too boring to remember). So all the big ones. Three took our future planning very seriously because this was a forever thing. And also because his parents hadn’t been very good at all that, so I think he made sure he would be.

‘I’ve put you on my work life insurance.’

‘Do I have to fill out any forms for that?’

‘No. It means if I die, you’ll be looked after.’

‘Oh. For how long?’

‘It’s a lump sum.’

‘Oh! How much?’

‘£150,000.’

‘Oh, wow! Right, thank you, so exciting, so much money!!’

‘You only get it if I die.’

‘Yeah, of course, and I’d prefer to have you than not, but if we ever get sick of each other and you look like you may be on your way out, it’s not all bad for me!!’

We didn’t have weird tip-toey conversations about marriage as I was and have always been very clear and open to everyone I’ve ever met that I am not interested in it, due to the fact that both my parents had been married a number of times and it seemed to be the thing that made things shit. This was my theory.

Three agreed. His parents had only been married once, to each other, and they did it when they were really young. He was pretty sure they didn’t enjoy each other’s company when he was growing up. They separated when he went to uni.

Plus, times had changed. Buying a home was just as big a commitment these days and I informed Three over email that I would be very happy to do that hopefully at some point if we ever had any money.

From: Me

To: Three

Subject: I would really, really, really like to…

Buy a home with you one day.

Just thought I’d let you know as I thought this thought and it excited me very much.

Shall we have lamb and my special pea thing for dins?!!

xxxxx

From: Three

To: Me

Subject: RE: I would really, really, really like to…

Sweet Bean.

Yes that sounds lovely. Should be 7.30 at latest hope that’s ok?

x

We had started calling each other Beano in a soppy couple-nickname way but often the ‘o’ dropped off, which I was trying to encourage, otherwise it felt like we were conforming to his annoying work-people rules.

My theory about marriage was actually more specific than what I had shared with Three. I think marriage makes men more likely to cheat. And marriage plus children definitely makes men cheat. My dad had cheated a lot on both my mum and Jay’s mum, who he was with before he met Mum. But then, with his final partner, who he didn’t marry and didn’t have children with, he has been faithful and happy and they’ve been together for over 20 years! I don’t see this as sad, bitter history – I see it as extremely helpful, almost scientific-like information to help guide me.

In basic formula form it would look like:

Lover Marries Lover = 25% chance of success

Lover Marries Lover Plus Children = 0% chance of success

Lover With Lover = 100% chance of success

I haven’t done any official research into ‘Lover With Lover Plus Children’, but my guesstimate would be around 25 per cent chance of success for this one too.

Either way I would never, ever, ever be in something where there was cheating. So I really wouldn’t be marrying any men any time during my lifetime or having children with them.

I’d been honest with Three about that too and he had said he wasn’t into having children either. We were on the same page.

Living with Three was lush. I’d always thought of the area I’d grown up in with my dad in Bridport as home. That feeling when I got older and Dad would pick me up from the train station after a weekend spent at Mum’s and I’d see someone I knew drinking outside my favourite pub – that immediately made me feel happy things inside. And I didn’t think there was more to a home feeling than that. But after living with Three and walking in the door to our flat, especially after a holiday (once I’d checked that my stash places of important earrings and clothes and my designer boots were still safely hidden), the feeling I felt was like home × 100. Being there, knowing it existed with all our stuff in it, permanently, not having to ferry my stuff between two houses, or not being allowed in certain rooms and knowing that all my belongings could stay in just the one place was a new feeling and I liked it very much.

I loved rushing home from work to make dinners that we’d eat together followed by decision-making about which chocolate mousse we should eat on the sofa, and touching feet as we watched telly, and hugging and saying we loved each other every night in bed just after the light had been turned off, and how, when we rolled away from that hug to go to sleep, we’d always still have one little part of us touching, like maybe right hip to middle of bum, or left heel to bottom side of inside left knee. And Three letting me have two-thirds of all the wardrobe and drawer space in the bedroom plus the bottom cupboard in the kitchen for my extra shoes.

Our love became so strong that we couldn’t handle talking seriously about death as it became paralysingly painful to think of one of us gone. We’d each worry about the other one cycling around London or flying on planes without the other in case it went down with no chance of survivors. When Three got ill once with a very bad cough/cold thing, by the evening of day four I felt so sad that we couldn’t kiss that I created clingfilm kissing – I tore a bit of clingfilm off and put it between our lips so that they could be pressed together and feel almost-contact. This then became the norm whenever one of us was ill.




TOP HUMPS

NAME: Tom M.

AKA: Millsy (Serious Boyfriend Number One)

AGE: 17 (him), 15 (me)

BUILD: Overweight; blond, salty, long hair.

GENERAL VIBE: Surfer dude. Very popular in his year (which was two years above mine!!!!).

ACTUALLY LIKE: Bit of an arrogant dick. But would bring me cheese scones wrapped in clingfilm to school.

SPECIAL SKILLS: Surfing – he was really good. And his mum owned a bakery, which is why I guess he had a weight issue as he got to eat baked goods whenever he liked.

FANNY SCALE: 9/10

BRAIN SCALE: 7/10

OVERALL RATING: 8/10 = Long-term Love

PRE-GAME: I spent weeks sussing out his lesson timetable to walk past where he’d be at just the right time for him to start noticing me. My planning and patience paid off!

THE DEED: After Nell P. started going out with one of Millsy’s mates, I made her have drinks at her dad’s doctor surgery after school as she had keys and there was a garden and after a few ciders we got off with each other after I followed Millsy to the toilet.

PLEASURE (me): 20-plus orgasms, mainly through dry humping on his mum’s sofa.

PLEASURE (him): About the same number of orgasms, mainly through dry humping on his mum’s sofa!



Summary: We went out for just under a year. There was something so thrilling when we were dry humping on his sofa, him on top, the distant smell of a recently cooked cheese scone floating overhead, him crushing me, almost suffocating me with his fat belly and heavy weight, me not wanting to move him off and relieve my lungs coz… I-was-just-about-to-comeeeee. After, he’d always get me a still-warm cheese scone. They were the best savoury cheese snack I have ever tasted. At this age, having a hugely heavy boy lover was fab for your confidence as it meant you always looked tiny next to him and didn’t need to worry about being fat, or saying no to another two cheese scones.
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