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For my mum, for everything



In memory of Will Houghton. We miss you, you’ll always be a role model to our boys




Prologue

Whatever You Do, Don’t Panic!

It wasn’t my first panic attack, but just like the previous episodes, I had no idea what was happening to me. I only knew that I was about to die on a cobbled street in Edinburgh on a rainy summer’s afternoon.

I was slap bang in the middle of every comedian’s most traumatic month: it was August and The Edinburgh Festival. In that moment, as I sat hunched on my knees in a backstreet behind George Square, clutching my chest and gasping for breath, tears stung my eyes as I realised this really was it. I was dying. Accepting my inevitable fate, I looked up through my tears. A dog was taking a massive piss against the wall right in front of me. I watched the terrier’s urine wending its way toward me, a meandering torrent of stinking yellow piss. Mesmerised, I could feel my heart grow calm and my breath come more easily. Struggling to my feet to dodge the dog piss, I registered with relief that, in fact, death was not on the cards for me that day. Fate had something very different in store for me.

I am thirty-nine years old. Thirty-nine. I have just bought a house I cannot afford, and frankly do not deserve, with my long-term girlfriend, Chloe. We have been together for over eight years. I am a professional stand-up comedian who probably earns less than most twenty-somethings when they graduate. I have no real concept of responsibility other than the legal requirement to pay my utility bills and phone my mother. I frequently fail at both of these. I am thirty-nine years of age. Thirty-nine. You got that? I have no savings, career prospects or security of any kind … and in just one month’s time, four weeks away from this near-death experience in a dog-piss alley in Edinburgh Old Town, I am to become a parent.

I have no real understanding of just how much my life is about to change. I failed my Adult Responsibility test, but have a PhD in arrested development and I am almost certainly not emotionally equipped to parent anything. Not even a hamster. I feel sorry for thirty-nine-year-old me.
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Before

How did I get to be such a late bloomer and all-round permanent adolescent? You may well ask. I do. Often.

Before we go any further, we need to go back … back … back … back … If this was TV, at this point there’d be some eerie music and a blurry sepia tinge to let you know we’re going on a flashback. But this is a book, so you’ll just have to use your imagination.

To understand how I got here with my PhD in Arrested Development, we need to take a look at the young Jen Brister.

I grew up in a suburb of south-west London with my Spanish mum, my English dad and three brothers. I was number two of four, and a tomboy. I basically wanted to be like my brothers, i.e. a boy. You can imagine how delighted my mum was when her only daughter refused all the trappings that you would expect a young girl to enjoy: Care Bears, Sindy dolls, My Little Pony, dresses, even the Girl’s World Styling Head left me cold. I was much happier up a tree, kicking a football about or playing bundlesfn1 with my brothers.

I quite liked primary school. It was a mixed school with more boys than girls. I had two best friends, neither of whom were much into the girlie stuff either. Secondary school, however, for me was like being in prison. I hated it. It was an all-girls Catholic convent school in Wimbledon. I liked the learning bit, but there always seemed to be more emphasis on telling you what you couldn’t do rather than on what you could. I spent most of my time being given detention for having ‘an attitude’, which made no sense to me. Surely everyone has an attitude? If you don’t have an attitude how can you have any opinions or viewpoints on anything? Isn’t that something the school should be striving towards? More children with attitudes?

Apparently not. Detention for me. Again.

In many ways, I was a complete idiot. In other ways I was just a lonely, flat-chested adolescent trapped so deep in the closet I might as well have moved permanently to Narnia and taken up the panpipes.

As a long-term closet resident, self-awareness wasn’t my strongest point. I had about as much of that as an X Factor contestant murdering a Whitney Houston ballad in one of those ‘worst auditions of all time’ montages. That said, I had always known, even from a very young age, that I wanted to be a mum, which was confusing because I also knew that I really didn’t want to have sex with a man.

It seems absurd now, as someone who is clearly a massive lesbo, that I ever thought that shagging a bloke could be an option for me, but let’s not forget that this was the Eighties, and things couldn’t have been more binary. If you were a bloke then you got with a woman and vice versa. No one was talking about being gender-fluid, non-binary or trans. Even if you were OVERTLY gay, people thought you were just a bit flamboyant. Let’s not forget that there is a generation of people who still can’t get their head round the fact that Liberace was gay.fn2

It’s not like gay people were completely invisible in the Eighties; it’s just that most people, at best, didn’t want to acknowledge them and, at worst, didn’t like them. I honestly don’t know how Boy George survived that decade.

So, as an adolescent at an all-girls convent school, regardless of my personal preferences, when I envisaged my future, it was with a man. When I look back at my younger self now, I find it incredible that knowing I was gay and being gay wasn’t enough for me to actually come out as GAY. The years I wasted trying to like boys …

Internalised homophobia is a truly powerful thing. I even went on a few dates, none of which ever progressed to a second, two of which stand out in particular, probably because they were so horrific. One guy took me fishing. I say fishing; he took me to the bank of the Thames where I watched him fish. For anyone who has ever been fishing, you’ll know that NOTHING HAPPENS. After being bored out of my mind watching him run his fingers through a bucket of maggots for two hours, he went in for a kiss. I panicked, and punched him in the chest, causing him to step backwards into the river. You may judge my reaction a tad harsh, but the guy was wearing Wellington boots on a date!

My last ever date with a boy was when I was fifteen. He was in the sixth form, which made him glamorous. Slightly less glamorous was his idea of a great night out: he took me to McDonald’s because he had two sets of vouchers for a McChicken Sandwich and a lemonade. If I was lucky, maybe he’d buy me a side order of regular fries. I never saw the fries, but later that afternoon I did get to watch him play Double Dragon for two hours in a kebab shop in New Malden. Someone, shoot me in the face.

I gave up any attempt at cultivating a liking for boys after that, but I still had no real understanding about lesbians – there just weren’t any around, either in my life or on TV. In fact, the only film I’d ever seen involving any lesbians was The Killing of Sister George and frankly the image of the terrifyingly predatory and drunk Beryl Reid in her bosomy tweeds wasn’t much help on the lezza role-model front. If you’re not represented by the media and have never met anyone like you, then you start to think that you might be the only one. After all, none of my friends seemed to be questioning who they were attracted to, or whether or not it was normal to fancy Stefanie Powers in Hart to Hart and Lynda Carter’s Wonder Woman and Lisa Stoddart … and Julie Wilson, and Claire Bright and Hannah Ainsworth and that girl with a ponytail two years above me and that girl that worked in a cafe on Kingston High Street … Oh God. All teenage girls fancy girls, don’t they?

Time went on. I left school, I went to university. I was happy enough with my life, but I was missing certain landmarks. Unsurprisingly, I never had a boyfriend. In fact, I couldn’t imagine having a relationship with anyone; it seemed like something other people did. But I knew that I wanted children. Even as a single closeted twenty-something, I continued to have dreams about being a mum.

In one dream, I gave birth to a baby girl. She just slipped out. (IT WAS A DREAM, OK?) I felt an intense love for this tiny daughter, but after a short while I noticed that something wasn’t quite right, she was slightly deformed. I turned to my mum in the dream and said, ‘Mum, one of her bum cheeks is bigger than the other!’ My mother looked at me and said, ‘Don’t worry, it will drop eventually.’

What can I say? I like cheese before bedtime.

In real life, there was the quandary as to how I could get pregnant without having any actual involvement with a man. How did I imagine these children would arrive? By carrier pigeon? What’s more, I have no idea how I thought I could possibly have taken responsibility for raising a child back then. I couldn’t even take responsibility for myself.

My twenties were a chaotic and directionless mess. I look at twenty-somethings now who seem so together and level-headed and I think, ‘How do you know what you’re doing?’ I spent twelve years bouncing from one job I hated to another, with no plan for the future. I didn’t get my shit together even after I came out of my oh-so cosy closet. Yeah, I know you’d think that that was the problem! And maybe it was. I never had a traditional adolescence after all, and so in my late twenties, I decided to stretch mine out for as long as possible.

Arrested development is a trait that many gay men and women of my generation nurtured over many years, believe me; but if you’re in any doubt, go to your local Gay Pride march and take a look around you. In fact, forget that, go to Brighton Pride. Honestly, it’s not unusual to see a sixty-five-year-old man wandering around the Co-Op dressed as a Roman centurion with his arse hanging out. No one bats an eyelid. Try doing that as a straight man at your summer fete and you will be arrested.

My chosen career as a stand-up comedian didn’t help either – if there was ever a group of people with a Peter Pan complex it’s circuit comics. The job just doesn’t lend itself to a personality that enjoys security, routine or any semblance of normality. As a comedian, you spend your life on the road travelling from one gig to another, working when everyone else is out having a good time. You inhabit a world in which your success is far from guaranteed, your future is uncertain and where other people’s successes can feel like they detract from your own. You spend your days thinking about how you can get more work, better work, write more, do more, scratch and scrape your way to the next level. You are basically riding on a heady cocktail of adrenaline and delusion. In short, you are a self-obsessed wanker.

Most of my life had felt out of control, like I was flying by the seat of my pants. Something had to change.
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Decisions, Decisions

My singlehood had stretched from adolescence to university. I had managed to delay coming out of the closet until I was twenty-two and when I finally did fall in love, I was convinced it would be forever.

When that first relationship unsurprisingly ended, after four years, I found myself emotionally ill-equipped to date women. I may have been in my late twenties but I had the emotional maturity of a fourteen-year-old boy.fn1

Single again, I went a bit bonkers trying to make up for lost time. The problem was that I wanted to have fun, but I discovered that I’m not really someone who does ‘fun’ very well. I started to date women ‘casually’, and quickly discovered that the ‘casual’ part existed only in my head. I’d go out with these women, go through all the motions, but spend the entire time thinking: ‘I wonder when would be the best moment to end this? I can’t dump her today, it’s her birthday.’ The problem was that no matter how casual it was in my mind, you can’t hang out with someone and sleep with them for months on end and ‘not be’ in a relationship, apparently. For any single straight men reading this,fn2 listen up: it doesn’t matter how many times you say the word ‘casual’, a lot of women have this crazy way of ignoring the words that come out of your mouth and judging you entirely on your actions.

After four hedonistic years of going to queer club nights and bouncing from one short term non-relationship to the next, I met Chloe.

How to describe Chloe? In brief, let’s just say that Chloe is a woman with a steady and successful career and a family who all get on – they love spending time together, never really argue and no one ever divorces. They are basically the Waltons recast in the Home Counties. She has a savings account, with actual savings in it, a pension and owns her own property.

Obviously, when such a woman meets a jobbing stand-up career adolescent with no whiff of a livelihood, an overdrawn overdraft and a family with a long heritage in dysfunction (that’s me, by the way), it is an inevitability that she fall for her, head over heels and hook, line and sinker.fn3

I would love to say that entering into a long-term relationship gave me the stability I needed to pursue my career in comedy in earnest. The truth, however, was that Chloe was as confused about her feelings for me as I was about my future; until she met me, she had considered herself ‘straight’ and would spend the next five years trying to get her head round the fact that she fancied women, or at least a woman (that’s still me).

The chaos continued until I turned thirty-six. There’s something about reaching that age that made me take stock. At thirty you’re still close to being in your twenties, you also have the energy of someone in your twenties, but at thirty-six, you’re only four years away from forty – and we all know that forty is old. (Unless, like me, you actually are forty,fn4 in which case, UP YOURS! Forty is not old. Forty is the new thirty, you total bell!)

During my thirties, as my career took hold, the dream of being a parent had begun to recede somewhat and by my thirty-sixth birthday, it seemed far from the realm of possibility. Then, around this same time, Chloe decided that we should probably live together. Again. We had tried cohabitation briefly just a year earlier, but Chloe had panicked and asked me to move out. Ha-ha! Good times. We’re over it now, and you know what? Being homeless isn’t the worst thing that can happen to you, or so Chloe kept assuring me.

So, I moved back in with Chloe and we hadn’t been living together very long before the subject of children started to crop up in our conversation. Most of it went a bit like this:

‘I really want to have children, but I also just really like my life as it is.’

‘Me too. Kids would be great, but I do really love sleeping.’

‘I would love a baby.’

‘Yeah, so would I …’

‘But not right now …

‘God no! Not now. We’ve got three weddings to go to. I can’t be sober for them.’

‘Yeah. No fun, and I’ve always wanted to learn to rollerblade.’

‘Maybe in a couple of years when we’re ready.’

If I was really honest with myself, I had to admit that I was now far from certain that I definitely wanted kids. Not all women want kids, after all. In much the same way that we don’t all wear make-up, read Cosmo or wear tights. (I hate tights, I will never wear tights again as long as I live. They make your feet sweat in the summer and your feet freeze in the winter. And what’s with the gussets that force you to waddle like you’ve just deposited a load in your pants?)

At this point we were two carefree thirty-somethings living in north London. I was travelling the world with stand-up and Chlo had established herself in self-employment and was enjoying the autonomy it gave her. We had a nice life. We had friends we could hang out with regularly, we enjoyed our Saturday morning lie-ins and late breakfasts, walks on Hampstead Heath and the occasional weekend away when I was strong-armed into taking time off. In short, life was sweet.

Not sweet enough apparently.

In our case, Chloe was always the one with a life plan: fast-forward a year after I’d moved in and she had convinced me that what we were actually doing was running out of time. We were ready, we told ourselves, to have a child.

Ready? READY? Who the hell is ready? The answer is NO ONE. I really don’t think people put enough thought into what being a parent might entail. It’s a huge decision, it’s a ridiculous decision to say yes to, it’s a decision that most of us are not equipped to make. Because what you are in fact deciding to do is give up a big chunk of you, who you are, your freedom, your identity, your LIFE! In the case of me and Chloe, let’s just say that I can’t emphasise enough how unready we were.

For a start, we hadn’t even discussed when, where or how we were to acquire said ‘child’.

There are loads of upsides to being a lesbian: not giving a flying fuck what men think is one of them, but the main one is that you never have to worry about getting up the duff. If you’re a gay woman you’re not going to get pregnant by ‘accident’, which is GREAT! Until you want to get pregnant, then being a lesbian is a massive ball ache, or should I say, womb ache.

That’s not to say we didn’t have choices. Of course we did. We just hadn’t really thought them through, or properly had that conversation. For a short while, I just assumed that adoption would probably be the way to go. I know adoption isn’t for everyone: there is no doubt that it’s a big responsibility to take on a child or children that may have complex needs and/or emotional issues. Adopting a child can be challenging. It also doesn’t help that while the system has been streamlined, it can still be bureaucratic and slow. Saying all of that, we had witnessed our friends’ journey after they adopted a two-year-old boy, slowly but surely becoming a strong family unit, and it was truly heart-warming. (And this is coming from one of the most relentlessly cynical people you’ll ever meet.)

I’ll be honest with you, the thought of adopting made me feel kind of smug in a liberal do-the-right-thing kind of way. After all, giving a child who needs it a home, security and love is the right thing to do. Future me would easily be able to provide a child with that! ANGELINA JOLIE, EAT YOUR BLOODY HEART OUT! I don’t know why I wasn’t being given some kind of prize for altruistic daydreaming.

I was in a relationship, though, and how to become a family was not a decision I could take on my own. Cue conversation with Chloe:

‘What do you think about adoption?’

‘I think it’s great …’

‘Good, ’cos I’ve looked into it and—’

‘Why don’t we see if we can get pregnant first?’

‘I’m thirty-seven! I don’t think I can get preg—’

‘Good. I’ll do it then. I think I’d be jealous if you were pregnant anyway.’

It’s that kind of relationship of equals that most people can only dream of.

Chloe wanted to try to have a baby and I totally respected that choice. The drive for human beings to procreate is primal; I’d be lying if I said that urge completely passed me by. Let’s not forget my vivid dreams of babies with one large buttock. But on the whole, I really don’t care. Continuing my genes means very little to me, but being a parent does. There is no shame in admitting that biology is important; equally if, like me, you don’t give a toss, then adoption is a great option. Had Chloe not felt a longing to be pregnant I like to think we would have adopted a child, but as with all the most important decisions in your life, you have to be true to yourself. Having a baby mattered for Chloe, so pregnancy it was to be.

Chloe needed to have a fertility test, so she visited her local GP. So far so good. Her doctor asked her the usual routine questions, one of which was how long she had been trying for a baby and how often she was having sex. When Chloe explained that her partner was in fact, me, a woman, her GP’s response was to laugh in her face and say, ‘You can’t get pregnant with a woman, you do realise that?’ Angry and humiliated, Chloe responded. ‘Actually, you can. It’s called IVF, so just give me the test.’

It’s unbelievable really that some GPs can still discount gay men and gay women by assuming that all relationships are heterosexual, thus making gay people feel invisible. It doesn’t take much for a doctor or nurse to ask the question as to who your partner is. Perhaps a bit of unconscious bias training wouldn’t go amiss.

After having the fertility test, Chloe’s results didn’t exactly fuel us with confidence. So, after hours of research and any number of conversations with anyone who could offer sound advice, we decided to sidestep IUI (intrauterine insemination) and go straight to IVF (in vitro fertilisation).

Then there was the small practicality of my finances. I was completely skint and if we were going to try IVF it was going to cost money. A LOT of money.

Even though I was thirty-seven by the time we finally got our heads round the fact that we were really going to go for it, I was still desperately trying to scratch a decent living from stand-up. It wasn’t like I wasn’t working, I was working ALL THE TIME! I just didn’t seem to be making that much money. Naturally, I had no savings; in fact, forget savings – I hadn’t been in the black for longer than a day since I left university. Yeah, you heard me right: I had more money when I was a student than I had then. No one could say that Chloe was with me for my money. In any relationship there’s always going to be one of you who earns more money at any given time. This can sometimes prove challenging, particularly at the beginning of a relationship when you have to negotiate the things you can and can’t do together because of your budget. But once you’ve settled into a ‘committed’ relationship you might decide to pool your money together. After all, we’re in this for the long haul and your money is my money. Right? Riiiiiight?

This is what Chloe and I had decided to do and it was working out really well (for me), other than a few passive-aggressive conversations:

‘I just think you should consider doing a PGCE.’

‘FOR THE LAST TIME, I DO NOT WANT TO TEACH!’

‘Maybe you could combine comedy with teaching …?’

‘Aaaaaaargh!’

We had basically nailed communication and relationships. It turns out, they’re easy when you’re not really listening and just doggedly pursuing what you want to do with no real thought for the future.

If you think you’re judging us now … strap yourself in.
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Try, Try & Try Again

The thing about having children with the person you love is that you get to create a family between you. If conceiving ‘naturally’, it’s the age-old recipe: introduce your egg to their sperm, thoroughly mix to combine DNA to the right consistency, and voila! You have made another human being! When you think about it, that is pretty bloody crazy. You can look at your child and say to yourselves:

‘She has your eyes!’ Or, ‘He has your knees!’fn1

You can feel smug in the knowledge that the future of your genes is tied up in a perfect, neat little package; your baby. And all you needed to do to create that bundle of joy was to have a bout of good old-fashioned sex.

Lucky you.

Obviously, I’m exclusively referring to the heteros out there. This baby-making stuff is a breeze for most of you.fn2 For many straight couples, planning for a baby merely involves not using contraception. (Look, I know I’m making a generalisation here, I also know that plenty of heterosexual couples struggle to get pregnant, but those couples aren’t helping me make this point so I’ve chosen to ignore them.)

For gay couples it’s not quite so straightforward. Gay men have the biggest challenge because they need to find a woman to carry and give birth to their child. For gay women it’s a bit easier, all we need to do is find a sperm donor, and how hard can that be? After all, there’s gallons of the stuff, right?

When I say that I do mean in sperm banks, not just random containers of jizz lying around your home and office. Although if men could get away with it, believe me there’d be jam jars full all over the place …

‘Sarah, do you know where the tea is?’

‘Yeah, it’s just behind that large bottle of spaff.’

I’m giving men a lot of credit here, the idea that they’d go to the trouble of bottling it is absurd.

‘John, why is this tea towel rock solid?’

My point is, if you’re a gay woman and you want to get hold of some sperm, panic not, because you can. Almost every clinic has a sperm bank attached to it or at least one that they can recommend and if you can’t find anything there that you like the look of, panic not, because there are loads more of them! Honestly, just google it.

No, the difficulty isn’t finding sperm; it’s the overwhelming availability of choice that is the problem. You could lose half your life scouring through all the options. Tall men, short men, fat men, thin men. Men with hair, men without. Students, surgeons, skydivers, and everything in between. Caucasian men. Black men. Asian men. South-East Asian men. Athletic men, intellectual men, funny men, boring men. Men, men, men, men! I have never taken so much interest in so many different men in my entire life.

If you’re still confused as to what the hell is going on here, let me explain, because on the face of it, it sounds like I’ve met a lot of men, assessed their physical and intellectual assets, and chosen their sperm accordingly.

No.

You don’t meet anyone (it’s pretty much anonymous), in fact you don’t even get to see anyone’s face, so, you have no actual idea what your donor looks like. The information you do get also varies from sperm bank to sperm bank. We considered a few but eventually chose our sperm bank purely on the basis of how much information they gave. We wanted as much as possible. The criteria that you use to help you choose a donor can be anything from nationality, skin tone, hair colour, height, build, interests, hobbies, career, dick sizefn3 … it’s like a dating website except you’re not allowed any contact with the chosen man, but you are allowed their sperm to create a baby. It’s all very normal.

Our chosen sperm bank provided a photo of the potential donors as a baby, a letter and a recording of them talking about who they are, their hobbies etc., so we could get an idea of their personality, which is code for checking they’re not a complete douche.

So, armed with this information and a choice of donor, now all we had to do was pick which one would provide 50 per cent of our prospective baby’s DNA. No drama, should be pretty straightforward, right?

Not really, no.

Some sperm banks may only have a couple of hundred donors, which sounds like a lot, but if you’re looking for the perfect match, that can be quite a small pool to pick from.

Maybe you want your donor to be a tall musician with an interest in the arts, creative but also intellectual, kind, attractive, curious, happy, with a good career and a sense of humour, along with olive skin and a full head of hair …

Well, good luck finding that bloke.

Lord knows we tried.

If we did find a donor that we liked the sound of, inevitably there was no sperm left, or on looking at his family history we’d discover that every woman in his family had breast cancer or his grandparents and parents had dementia.

We spent days, weeks, maybe more, trying to pick the ideal 50 per cent of our baby’s gene pool. I don’t know if it usually takes this long for other couples, but what I will say is that the longer you take to pick a donor, the harder it becomes to pick a donor.

With hindsight my criteria clearly illustrated my own neurosis about being the ‘other mother’ at the time. I think I was secretly trying to find a donor who most matched me: in other words, someone with my half-Spanish olive skin, stunning good looks and (what I vainly liked to think of as) my artistic Latin temperament.

‘Shall we see if we can find a Spanish donor?’

‘Yeah, that’s a great idea! OK … let’s look … here’s one … oh, no. He’s only five foot six.’

‘What if we have a boy and he’s only five foot four? Just search under olive skin …’

‘What about this guy? Let’s look at his baby photo.’

‘Oh my God, he’s boss-eyed!’

‘Some babies are boss-eyed and then their eyes straighten out.’

‘I’m not having a boss-eyed kid. Next!’

‘How about this one?’

‘He likes shooting and fast cars. What a bellend.’

And so it went on.

Now, of course I realise that my selection process was bonkers. The idea that if we chose a donor with olive skin then we might have a baby who looked like me was absurd. We are two women! It’s not like anyone was going to think we created a baby together, for crying out loud.

Well, you’d think that but actually the number of people who have said this to me:

‘He looks just like you.’

‘I don’t think he does.’

‘I know you’re not genetically related, but he looks JUST LIKE YOU!’

It’s true, he does look a bit like me and it’s mainly because he has OLIVE SKIN! So, it did work! Ha!

I digress, because at this point, we still hadn’t chosen anybody’s sperm and it was keeping us up at night. Choosing sperm was even harder than trying to agree on what to watch together on Netflix.

We started with so many high ideals of what we wanted. Chloe wanted him to be able to play the guitar and be creative, I wanted him to have a high IQ and beige skin, we both wanted him to be tall, athletic, fun. It was also important that he be open to having contact with our child, should he/she decide they wanted to do that in the future. Every donor can opt in or out of being contacted and I can completely understand why you wouldn’t want that. There’s quite a large chasm between jizzing into a cup and meeting your offspring. However, it was really important to both of us that our child would be able to have contact with their donor if they needed or wanted to. And for the record the donor is the donor, not a father. A father is someone who is actively involved in bringing up a child, not someone who is paid for their semen.

Another thing we had to bear in mind was that we were obviously not the only couple using this donor’s sperm. Our child would potentially have a dozen or more half-brothers and -sisters around the world. The sperm bank we had chosen had an international reach and each donor could have a maximum of twenty-five offspring.

I KNOW!

What you can quite easily forget is that there are multiple families using the same donor as you and many of those families are having more than one child so if you have chosen a ‘popular’ donor the chances are this guy will already have a lot of children.

This is something you have to reconcile if you’re going to go down this route because there’s a chance (albeit a small one) that your son or daughter might meet a half-sibling without knowing it, maybe fall in love, have lots of incestuous sex, start a family and then realise they’re actually siblings!

(Yes, this is an actual conversation that Chloe and I have had. We agreed that the only way to deal with the horror of such an outcome is to not acknowledge this reality and never speak of it again. So far, it’s working really well.)

Eventually we did manage to narrow our choices down to three and to this day I can’t say definitively why we chose the donor we did. All I can tell you is that it was one of the hardest decisions Chloe and I have ever had to make as a couple (and I was allowed to help choose our sofafn4). In the end, I think we were so worn down by the whole process we just forced ourselves to decide, and what was it that swayed us? Well, you get a note from the clinic staff who give you a couple of lines with their impression of the donor and the response to our final choice was this:

‘This guy is so hot and everyone in the clinic fancies the pants off him. Basically, if I was going to rate him out of two, I would give him ONE!’

OK, they didn’t explicitly say that, we were both just reading between the lines, but that was the general gist.

Once we’d agreed on our chosen donor, we seemed to forget that he wasn’t that tall, or creative, and that he sounded a bit arrogant in his recording. On the plus side, he had a really cute baby photo, he was beige and he could play the guitar.

At some point I know we are going to have to answer questions about how we came to the decision and I for one cannot wait to have those discussions:

‘Well, your mum and I spent a long time trying to find the perfect person to make you, my darling.’

‘How did you choose him? Is he clever? Is he athletic? Does he love music like I do?’

‘I don’t know, love, I just know that two women in a sperm bank in Seattle thought he was really hot. I hope that helps.’

The reality is that you’re never going to pick the perfect donor and it almost doesn’t matter because the little bundle that comes out the other end will be your
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