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A Note from a Weary Author

I hear you’re writing a book about sex Fran. 

3.00 a.m. 

 

Hi, ex-boyfriend from the past.

8.32 a.m. 

 

We’ve had sex. 

8.37 a.m. 

 

Yep.

9.00 a.m. 

 

So, the book is about me? 

9.01 a.m. 

 

. . . No. 

9.30 a.m. 

 

But we’ve had sex. 

9.32 a.m.

 

 

. . . Yep? 

9.35 a.m. 

 

So I’m the main character!? 

9.37 a.m. 

 

No. 

9.45 a.m.

 

But the storyline is about me?

9.47 a.m.

 

You aren’t in my book. 

[Unimpressed smiley face]

9.57 a.m. 

 

[Thinking smiley face]

WHY NOT?!!! 

Put me in the book. 

I think my skills should be immortalised in the literary canon! 

10.00 a.m. 

 

[Unimpressed smiley face]

11.00 a.m. 

 

I mean make me anonymous, but say like . . . the cool one. 

With a beard. That works in the Arts. 

11.03 a.m. 

 

That actually doesn’t whittle you guys down.

At all. 

1.04 p.m. 

Let’s meet. I can give you anecdotes 

OR

be your editor 

(I’ve written 3 best man speeches 

now so am great at writing). 

[smiley face]

10.54 p.m.

 

OR give you a little reminder of my skills . . .

[aubergine emoji] [winking smiley] 

[acrobat emoji]

11.00 p.m. 

 

U up Fran? 

11.10 p.m. 

 

Fran? U up?

12.05 a.m. 

 

Fran?

2.34 a.m.

 

 

When I started speaking publicly about sex, nearly all of my past lovers got in touch. Long-term relationships, two-date Bumble swipes, anyone who had ever been remotely near my vagina. 

Past lovers, this book is not about you. It is not a kiss and tell. It is not a tour de foreskin. 

This book is about me and about sex. It is indisputable that a lot, in fact the majority of the sex I’ve had involved another human person, but this story is mine. It has been all about you for too, too, too long. 

Ok, that is more than enough space to devote to you. 

Now it is time for me.
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Faking Orgasms & ‘Is It My Penis?’ Man

Yes! Yes! Yes!

 

This story began astride an ex-boyfriend.

 

Oh my. Right there. That’s it.

 

I was twenty-nine years old and giving an Oscar award winning performance. Running my hands through my tangled hair, writhing passionately, I tossed my head frantically like an orca whale breaching the surface. Splash!

 

Yeehaaa. Ring-a-ding-ding. Wham Bam Thank You—

 

Through hair flicks and exuberant groans, I looked down proudly. He was absolutely loving this show. I was so good at being good at sex, an intercourse entertainer, a true coitus artiste.

 

I’m so close. I’ll be coming round the mountain when I come. In 100 yards (according to satnav) I will have reached my destination.

 

I could almost imagine the trailer: ‘Sex superstar Bushe gives a captivating and glamorously spellbinding performance in the sensual extravaganza of the year! Coming soon! Rated 18’

I had carefully curated this experience for him, so he could have no doubt at all that he was indeed an exceptional lover, THE BEST AT SEX, deserving of a gold medal and a place on the fourth plinth in Trafalgar Square.

He couldn’t know what was really going on behind the scenes: pain, discomfort, a growing feeling of failure, all wrapped up in a real desire to give him the sexual experience he deserved. I had to hide the fact that his girlfriend of six months’ vagina was broken. I knew that the louder and more exuberant I was, the more aroused he would become, the quicker he would orgasm and the sooner we could get to the bit I loved – the post-coital spooning and debrief of how nice the sex was (with me ignoring the ache between my legs). Besides, I was getting a lot of enjoyment from giving him a lovely time and maybe, just maybe that was enough.

 

RIGHT THERE! RIGHT THERE! RIGHT THERE!

 

Except for as I bobbed around on top of him, giving the full porn star experience, it just wasn’t enough. It felt empty and, in the time it took me to notice I really was not enjoying it, I realised I’d been silent too long. It had been ages since I’ve made a sexy moan, so I refocused my performance, recommitted, with my brain giving directorial notes.

 

MY MOUTH: OOOOOH!

MY BRAIN: Mm too loud, he’ll know you’re compensating for being quiet so long.

MY MOUTH: Oh!

MY BRAIN: Too surprised, gentler, use your diaphragm, work from your core.

MY MOUTH: Erghhahaaahhaaaahh!

MY BRAIN: Beautiful work Fran, very organic, a real virtuoso performance.

MY MOUTH: Wowee!

MY BRAIN: He looks like he is having such a lovely time.

MY MOUTH: COR BLIMEY GUVNOR!

MY BRAIN: I wish I was having a lovely time.

MY MOUTH: Cabin crew prepare doors for landing!

MY BRAIN: What’s wrong with me? What’s wrong with my body? What’s wrong with my vagina?

MY MOUTH: YOU’RE THE BEST AT SEX! YOU’RE THE BEST AT SEX!

 

It is not a good feeling to resent the person whose penis is inside you. It is not a good feeling to begrudge the person you love their good time, but his and my experiences of that same moment of sex could not have been further apart.

I tried to think about the things I do enjoy about sex by listing them: the close intimacy, his breath on my skin, the smell, accidentally seeing moving bodies reflected in a nearby mirror, looking forward to wrapping myself in a blanket afterwards and waddling to the bathroom trying not to splash on the carpet/lino (depending if we are at his house or mine). If sex could be more waddling, then wonderful. But that isn’t what sex is. Sex is connecting by the hips. Sex is supposed to be penetration plus two orgasms (his and mine). No exceptions.

‘Come for me’ he said, an authoritative orgasm magician. ‘Come for me’ like it was just a switch you flick on. It would have been rude not to though, especially when he had asked so nice and politely.

As he sped up, I spotted the visual clues that he was approaching orgasm. He zoned out and it felt like he was suddenly ready for his close-up and had decided he could play both lead characters, leaving me to be an extra in my own sex life.

I prepared my well-observed coming face: realistic and raw and very very unattractive (because it had to seem really real). Then maybe for the hundredth time in slow motion we somehow coincidentally managed to climax at exactly the same time. Moaning loudly together in a crescendo of love and forgery I told him, ‘That was amazing!’ and lay back on the sheets pretending to cinematically pant.

Beneath the recently buffeted bedsprings were boxes I’d picked up from my parents’ house, filled with scraps of teenage nostalgia. One box contained endless blurry photographs of me in a parka with a swooping fringe, festival wrist bands I’d sworn I’d never cut off, cinema ticket stubs for Love Actually, The Matrix Reloaded and How to Lose a Guy in 10 Days – and box after box of diaries. I have nearly always kept diaries, voraciously as a teenager and sporadically ever since. Before rolling into bed that evening for this great sex performance, I’d flicked through the diaries of 16-year-old me in 2003 and read lines I’d written like . . .

 

My crush told me today that he is an Aquarius which makes him a whole 14 months older than me. That’s surely too old don’t you think? It’s SUCH a big age gap . . .

 

And

 

Jay has decided to not talk to me today because of what we wrote on MSN last night. She has informed me she will resume speaking to me tomorrow at 9am . . .

 

And

 

I am thinking of getting a tattoo of a dolphin and some words in French in italics underneath . . . maybe J’adore?

 

Among all the teenage anxiety, friendship dramas and attempts at tiny rebellions I read . . .

 

I’m sure sex will get better. Things are always hard at first but get easier with time. Right? I bet it won’t be long before I’m having AMAZING sex, every single time. Probably.

Tried crimping my hair today, but got bored halfway through, it is not as easy as Kim makes it look. I have a LOT of hair.

 

I’d sat and reread that diary entry over and over. Things hadn’t gotten better, for sex (or my hair). Over a decade-and-a-half after writing that, lying there basking in his post-coital glow I couldn’t shake an empty feeling. Sex hadn’t gotten easier. I had failed 16-year-old Fran.

‘How was that for you?’ he asked smoothly. I opened my mouth to answer, but left too long a pause. Something in the elastic of myself snapped and I started to cry. I’d done this performance too many times and I’d forgotten my lines.

‘Was is that good?’ he asked hopefully. In his defence he had just witnessed an outstanding performance of sexual enjoyment (complete with standing ovations and multiple requests for a sequel). In my defence, they were really heaving, pillow-soaking tears, clearly not happy tears. I really did have a good feeling about this man beside me and maybe, just maybe, I thought he would be different. You see, by this point I’d been faking enjoyment of sex on and off for around fourteen years: it had become the norm. I had bad experiences of telling the truth.

‘I really enjoy having sex with you,’ I said delicately, ‘But I find it really hard to orgasm and sex can be painful. I feel very broken a lot of the time. I always have I think.’ Laying this truth out on the cotton sheets between us, I was completely honest about sex for the first time in six months. He stared at the ceiling contemplatively, breathing calm and easy. ‘Maybe he will be different,’ I hoped, ‘Maybe this time will be different.’

After a few moments he turned his head to me, looked deep into my eyes and asked . . .

‘Is it my penis?’

(It was not his penis).

‘I thought I had a good penis. I’ve been told I have a really good penis.’

‘It’s really not your penis, you have a lovely penis . . . Go Penis!’

‘I’ve always been considered very good at sex,’ he added.

Cool.

‘In fact, and I’m not one to brag, I have given several partners, multiple partners, their first ever orgasm. People who have NEVER come before. Never.’

Great. That’s nice. I mean it did sound a little like bragging.

‘I’ve never had any complaints, so, I just don’t know what’s suddenly wrong with my penis. What’s wrong with my penis?’

He didn’t stop saying the word penis at regular intervals for a long time.

‘Penis . . . penis . . . penis . . . penis . . . PENIS?! . . . penis’.

I wanted to take back what I had just said, to cover this man in sexual medals and sky-write that he was one noteworthy lover in one-hundred-foot letters across the horizon. I patted his back, soothing his emotions.

‘It’s me that’s broken,’ I said, ‘You are great . . . you are perfect . . . your penis [kisses fingers extravagantly like a Michelin Star chef] so nice! What a lovely penis! Just the best of all peni.’ He didn’t hear me though and before I knew it, I’d decided it was too much honesty and maybe if I worked fast I could undo the damage.

‘I’m just a bit of a mess today, hormones probably, period is very due, and my head just wasn’t in the sex. Sorry, the sex is always really great, you are really great at sex, the best.’

I often dismiss and blame moments of sadness or anger on hormones. Sometimes it definitely is my hormones, oh boy is it my hormones, but not always. Sometimes the anger or sadness is what I am feeling, but don’t feel allowed to say or express it, so my hormones take the blame. An hour later, he was still sitting looking damningly at his crotch like it had let the side down, penis and ego both flaccid. I decided to cheer him up. What really cheers him up? Sex really cheers him up.

‘I’m sorry, I wasn’t thinking about what I was saying, I love having sex with you, in fact-’ I leant in, kissed him and . . . off we went. This time I was his full-time cheerleader, each moan erasing his memory: ‘Oh, oh, oh, forget what I just said, yes, yes, yes, you are such a talented lover, that’s the ticket.’

As he finished, he looked at me eagerly.

‘Did it work that time?’

I smiled.

‘You are the best at sex.’

He fell asleep and I pressed my thighs together, trying to numb the pain, feeling like an idiot.

Throughout my twenties I had tried to be honest with partners, but they had seen my ‘difficulty’ to enjoy sex as a failing on their part (or parts). When I was honest with them, the truth then lay in bed with us like a strange ménage à trois, impossible for us to ignore or get past. I had come to the point of believing that it wasn’t possible to be in a happy relationship with a broken vagina, so the choice was either lie about enjoying sex or be alone.

Neither ‘Is It My Penis?’ Man nor I behaved perfectly in this. I know now that for him realising that I’d been lying about my experience of sex for months will have felt like a betrayal, adding doubt to a situation where you are meant to be at your most connected and vulnerable with someone. So, I think there’s space here for an apology . . .

 

Dear ex-lovers,

I’m sorry I wasn’t completely honest with you about sex.

Often when I told the truth you closed down and thought it was a personal critique of ‘your moves’. I should have been honest, but pride, fear of rejection, and sometimes even love was wrapped up in there too, so I stopped telling you it hurt, because it hurt you too much. In the future, if someone should happen to feel courageous enough to share with you, know that it isn’t an attack or a complaint. So please be kind.

Lots of love and thanks for all the spooning,

Fran x

 

I lay in bed next to a sleeping ‘Is it My Penis?’ Man, feeling like a failure. Failing him by not responding to his touch properly. Failing feminism and womankind, because this is the twenty-first century and I should have been an advocate for my own pleasure and not just be a penis pleaser. And failing myself, why was my body so bad at being a body? My mind kept me awake with an incessant and highly critical inner monologue.

 

MY BRAIN: This is your fault Fran, you should tell him what is and isn’t working, he isn’t a mind reader for heaven’s sake! How is he meant to drive the car without a road map?

ME: I don’t even know how to drive the car, I’m not even sure where it’s parked, I think I’ve lost the car keys!

MY BRAIN: You are behaving like a wank sock Fran!

 

I didn’t enjoy feeling like a wank sock.

Advice columns say, ‘Just tell them what you need!’, like this is the simplest of sex moves, but when I was with someone I cared about deeply, or even a brand-new partner who I wanted to like me, it wasn’t always that easy. It wasn’t even straightforward knowing what I needed or wanted in the first place. At other times I had said what I needed loud and clear, but being heard and listened to was something different altogether.

 

Have you ever exaggerated enjoyment of sex?

 

I would (almost) always fake enjoyment. I thought that if I didn’t enjoy sex that would mean I was boring, and then men wouldn’t like me. Even though I know it’s a stupid thing to do and that it doesn’t help anyone, I sometimes still fake enjoyment, just to keep my partner happy. 32, f

Yes. To try and give my partner encouragement and confidence. During the 25 years I was with my husband, I frequently put up with things that weren’t quite right and made me cringe. I would try and sound calm and positive while inside I was screaming with frustration. 50, f

Yes – he told me he was good at sex, so I just assumed that I was in the wrong! 27, f

Yes. I think it was a pressure of knowing how porn sounds and worrying I was broken that I wasn’t making the right sounds. Always about them and ensuring their ego knew I had a *really* great time after, thanks. 28, f

Sometimes a bit so I looked like a free and sexually advanced liberated fully self actualised kind of woman who orgasms all the time and easily so they would say ‘wow she is just so free and comfortable with herself!’ 36, f

There was so much care, love and self-sacrifice in many of the survey answers I read. People putting their own experience and pleasure as secondary to their partner, not wanting to upset people they cared about, hiding pain because they felt it was their fault. So many people felt like their role in sex was to be enjoyed and provide enjoyment . . . rather than to enjoy the experience themselves.

 

Have you ever faked an orgasm and why?

 

Yes. Wanting sex to be over. Politely. 41, f

Yes. Because sometimes sex hurts, or it isn’t fun, or what’s fun for your partner isn’t fun for you. There’s a pressure to really enjoy penetrative sex, it’s not socially acceptable to admit sex is sometimes naff. 29, f

While my partner was certainly putting a lot of effort into making sure I finished, after a certain point it becomes painful and I wanted him to stop without hurting his feelings. 25, f

Yes. To keep my marriage alive. 50, f

Among the answers that describe exaggerating pleasure as just the expected thing and looking after a partner’s experience, there were also suggestions that sounding like you were having a really fabulous time, can help make you feel more aroused and may make it more likely that you will orgasm.

 

Fake it till you make it sometimes works for me, faking can increase my arousal and then lead to a real orgasm. 40, f

Oh yeah, loads of times, but performing over the top enjoyment or arousal is also hot in my opinion. For the enjoyment and fun for everyone involved honestly. 30, gender-fluid

The ‘fake it till you make it’ method (if I act or sound turned on, it helps them feel turned on, which helps ME feel turned on. If that makes sense lol). 22, f

It isn’t in itself a bad thing to exaggerate here and there, especially if it is feeding into your own sexual confidence and enhancing your own arousal. But when it becomes a consistent strategy, a buffer, a bartering tool or a gift then we should perhaps ask ourselves, who is our orgasm for and wouldn’t it just be nicer if we had a real one? Why are we so scared of the silence that would be there if we didn’t exaggerate and pretend (easy for me to say, I wouldn’t cope well with the silence at all, I’d probably start humming or debating or reciting a poem to fill the void). If the ‘ooohs’ and ‘aaahs’ and ‘yes, right there’s’ are filling the space of an honest conversation about our enjoyment of sex then perhaps we need a rethink.

Having an orgasm definitely shouldn’t be the marker of a successful sexual experience. The goal orientated pressure of sex, the striving to finish, to cross the line, to see the fireworks display at the end can make being in the moment and enjoying sex harder. I have also been told many, many times that the best way to have an orgasm is to try and not have one. There are people who practise the art of Karezza or Coitus Reservatus, where couples consciously take orgasm off of the table, focusing instead on touch, slow sex and connection. However, if you do want to have one, then wonderful.

I thought back over what teenage Fran had written in her diary.

 

I’m sure sex will get better, these things do, right? They are always hard at first but get easier with time. Right?

 

 

I felt I owed her something better. She had been so hopeful and so sure that she was just at the start of things.

Lying next to a sleeping ‘Is it My Penis?’ Man, I picked up a half full diary from under the bed, found a new blank page, grabbed a pen and wrote:

 

New Rules for Sex

NO MAKING SEX NOISES – No emitting sounds like the ones you hear in porn, or in films or from late night foxes shagging in gardens. Any noise I make must arise from actual pleasure I feel OR be turning me on sufficiently that it’s enhancing the experience FOR ME.

NO PULLING SEX FACES – Unless they pull themselves. No gurning, no lip biting, no contorting my mouth into expressions of pure feigned ecstasy.

NO FAKING ORGASM – No pretending that I’ve finished or even that I’m close. From now on only total honesty. If I’m asked, ‘Are you close?’ I will say . . . ‘No. Not at all. Not even in the right postcode’.

LEARN WHAT I LIKE – Because at this point besides making a partner happy, I didn’t have a clue.

* * *

Turn-Ons & Turn-Offs

While writing this book, I really threw myself into trying to discover what I enjoy sexually. I dived in headfirst, lube in hand, with mood music playing into the sexual unknown. Sometimes I pushed myself vastly outside of my comfort zone, sometimes it was much quieter simpler tasks, involving just spending time with my body (which in truth I found a whole lot harder). I learnt a lot of little things along the way that I’d like to share with you at the end of each chapter. They won’t all be for everyone (drawing your own vulva probably isn’t for everyone), but hopefully there might be something useful, like a pick-and-mix of sexual exploration.

The first tip I’d like to share is working out what turns you on and off. Sex had always been for the other person and so I had to tune into what actually made me feel good and I didn’t know where to start. Come as You Are by Emily Nagoski was the first book that made me feel like maybe I wasn’t sexually broken. In it she describes how important context is to a sexual experience. Context can be anything from emotional, environmental or romantic, to whether or not you are wearing socks. Fun fact: wearing socks allegedly does make it more likely that people with vaginas will orgasm, so I’ll be keeping my socks on forevermore . . . the warmer and woollier the better.6

Nagoski describes the dual control model of sexual response, developed by Erick Janssen and John Bancroft in the late 1990s: our brains are always scanning our surroundings for reasons to be turned on (accelerators) and reasons that being aroused might not be for the best at that exact moment (brakes). Some people have more sensitive accelerators and some have more sensitive brakes. For some people sex in public might be the ultimate thrill, while for others it might be a massive no thanks; we are all different. She encourages people to think about enjoyable sexual experiences they’ve had and notice (in detail) what the context was, in a bid to try and define what helps us become aroused. To do this I started keeping a record of things that made me feel sexual and more likely to have a good experience.

These were some of the things I noticed about myself.

 

Accelerators

•Having enough time. Not snatched moments between answering emails and having to leave to catch the bus.
•Scents. I enjoy smells, every so often I’ll stop still on the street because I’ll walk past someone who smells like my first ever boyfriend’s deodorant. Seducing my nostrils is important. Candles are also great.
•To feel completely safe – encompassing and ranging from the door being properly closed (yes, I will get out of bed several times to check it is secure) to a certainty that the relationship is doing ok.
 

Brakes

•A stressful day. Ruminating on thoughts is an enormous sensuality killer for me, I just can’t keep my mind in the room if I am fretting.
•Not feeling clean.
•Having other people in the house, I worry any noise will disturb them
 

I think in the past I’ve often felt the things I need to get me in the mood are unsexy, overly romantic or boring. I wanted to be able to be the person who can pull a partner into a stationery cupboard for a quickie . . . but realistically I would need hours of relaxing against the photocopier and a candle perching on the fax machine first. Seeing the things I need written down on paper made me realise this is just where I am at, at the minute. It doesn’t mean I will insist a candle is lit every time I have sex, that might become oddly Pavlovian and could get awkward on people’s birthdays. But if I know there isn’t going to be time for me to be properly relaxed, I’ll just say ‘Let’s do this later’. If I was worrying about something, I’d ask to talk the worry through to clear my mind.

Easy right?
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The Happy Ending & The Beginning

This book ends with me astride someone in bed.

We had been writing hotly erotically charged letters to each other for months, describing in detail what we would like to do to each other. We are both writers, so the use of metaphor, meter and alliteration is really next-level literature. There have been artistic nudes, incredibly well lit, with each photograph subtly pushing the sexy envelope . . . who knew you could be titillated by the suggestion of the shadow of a pube just out of frame? Turns out you can. I have spent this time as a single person, trying to work out what I like, learning mindfulness, my anatomy, taking long baths, relaxing, self-touch. I try learning not how to make my body work, but how to work with my body. I am trying to not see myself as ‘broken’ or ‘a bit hit and miss sexually’ or ‘not wired up right’, I concentrate on the positives. The positives are that I feel desire in me for the first time in a long time, I’m looking forward to being physically intimate with someone and I feel confident that I will be able to be honest with them.

We have both had to be really patient, both looking forwards to the point when we will get to be in the same room for long enough to have sex. And because we have been so beautifully patient, we deserve lovely sex. Sex that is as kind and compassionate as we have been over this period of time waiting. Sex that mirrors the tenderness that we have built up between us. Who am I kidding? Explosively pleasurable sex, because we’ve really done the ground work and deserve something lovely in return.

After all of that build-up, all that time trying to get to know my body . . . sex was painful. I felt more broken than I had in a very long time, because I thought I’d worked out an angle, and an amount of lube and a set of moves that worked for me and my body, but there I was again back at square one.

We started to talk.

I told him that it had been painful. I took a long breath, and another and then a few more, because well, breathing is important.

We continued talking.

We spoke about what we like and the things we were worried about. We drew our own enthusiastic boundaries, told each other how much we fancy each other often and our conversation was full of small touches, gentle pressures. He told me stories of his own, things that helped me understand how to touch him and removed any sexual landmines from the bed, so neither of us were going to accidentally step on them mid-sex.

We kept talking.

We walked to the sofa, got out a massage oil and we started again. We shared things we were curious about trying and placed gentle ‘nos’ on the things we thought we really wouldn’t like, dropping in a few tentative ‘maybes’ because through talking we were creating a safe space for ourselves, for the sex we would like to have. We began from the start, unlearning the things we’d learnt elsewhere and thanking each other when we let the other know that something wasn’t working. It wasn’t always easy or straight forward, but the consent was loudly present and joyful: questions, nods, words, directions. We were playful and inquisitive, making suggestions without the fear of getting it wrong.

We keep talking.

When it doesn’t work, we have our moments of emotion. I allow myself a small sulk, but then put music on and dance, because it gets us out of our brains and into our bodies and mostly it brings us back to sex . . . but sometimes we just dance. Dancing is a lot like sex. We laugh a lot in bed. We do a breathing exercise that a couple I interviewed recommended to me and we feel like complete wankers, but actually have to admit there is something in it. Turns out breathing is very, very important.

I realise now that this is what my vagina meant, when it told me: No more sex unless it’s special. Special doesn’t have to mean love, or that you are in a committed relationship or even that you have to light a single tealight. It means only having sex when you really want to have sex and only with people who you feel comfortable and safe with. People who will understand if you say ‘no’ or ‘I’d like to try this’ or ‘how about we do it this way?’ which I know sounds incredibly basic, but I so often neglect those things.

I would love this book to end with me, sitting happily, independently masturbating on a golden beach as the sun sets in front of me, enjoying sex every single time I choose to have it, loving every inch of my body enthusiastically, and feeling completely confident about speaking about sex. I hope I am on my way.

Our sex lives for the most part aren’t linear. We are always learning, changing our minds, our tastes. Our bodies develop (when I started writing this book my ears used to yield incredible results, but now they are just so–so . . . my toes on the other hand have arrived at the party), hormones fluctuate, relationships open and close and our idea of what sex is isn’t stationary. For every moment I feel primally connected with the great big yoniverse in the deep forest of my own sexuality, there are times of feeling totally unsexual or angry at my body for not being ‘juicy’ enough. What I try to be is kind to myself and not let the labels I use in those moments stick.

So, this is my happy ending.

Except for it isn’t really an ending. It really is just the start
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