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About the Book

So Chris got up on stage and sang ‘It’s Now or Never’, dedicating it to me. It’s an Elvis number about a guy who wants to make love to his girlfriend that night and won’t wait any longer. Like that was supposed to persuade me or something. Yeah, right. Might have helped if Chris could sing … There was no chance of me going all the way with someone who’d betrayed me. No matter how much I’d wanted to once …
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For Eileen Clarke

With special thanks to Kelly Cauldwell, Annie Eaton and Guy Rose

Also Liz Marshall for her corpse’s feet story

And John Doherty, paratrooper, poet, and international sales person


WEDNESDAY JANUARY 3RD

THE WORST THING about having a boyfriend is that I can’t get away with tatty uncoordinated knickers and bras now that someone might see them even if I’m not knocked down and have to go to hospital. Have checked through my underwear drawer, and apart from a bra-and-thong set that my friend Stephanie bought me last year I have absolutely nothing decent (or indecent) to wear.

I suppose there’s no rush as I have secretly decided not to have sex with my boyfriend Chris until Valentine’s day so that everything will be totally romantic and absolutely perfect when we do it for the first time. Still, if I buy now I can get something cheap in the sales and it’s not as though underwear goes off or anything.

Made straight for the town centre and bought a gorgeous strawberry-pink silk bra with matching lacy pants, then spotted another teal-blue satin set with broderie anglaise trim and bought that too. Of course, nothing I wanted was actually in the sale (must remember to read the small print – i.e. up to 50 per cent off on selected items) so the whole lot cost £40 and totally cleaned me out of cash but I reckon it’s worth it. Especially as both bras were a B cup and I fitted them. Well, I will do with the help of a smidgeon of tissue paper.

Stephanie and my other best friend Liz came over tonight and I showed them what I’d bought. Liz said the underwear was really nice and she was glad I was finally making practical and psychological preparations to lose my virginity but what would I do about the toilet paper I normally stuffed into my bra if things got really passionate with Chris?

Stephanie, however, seemed a bit doubtful about my purchases. She said that guys (the heterosexual ones anyway) weren’t really into pretty pastel underwear and preferred black or scarlet balcony bras, possibly made from nylon or perhaps leather, with matching butterfly thongs.

This was typical of Stephanie. She isn’t exactly the most romantic person in the world. When her boyfriend Dave first told her he loved her she just said, ‘Yeah, right … whatever.’ Stephanie denies she’s unromantic, pointing out that she sometimes likes to shag by candlelight, but I don’t think that counts.

Told Stephanie that perhaps the type of boys she’d dated in the past were like that but that Chris was different. He was intelligent, sensitive and special.

Stephanie said, ‘Bollocks.’

THURSDAY JANUARY 4TH

Chris and I are finished. I hate him and never want to see him again as long as I live. Stephanie is right. All guys are revolting, sex-obsessed scum (although she likes them like that).

Went over to Chris’s tonight. We were snogging for a while in his room, then he said he had a present for me and handed me a small soft parcel. From the size and feel of it I thought at first it must be an embroidered hanky and wondered at him buying me such a Great-aunt Winnie type of gift, but when I opened it I was horrified then furious.

It was an underwear set from God’s knows where –probably one of those mail order only places, as it was totally disgusting. The bra was made of black see-through nylon decorated with scarlet concentric circles radiating out from the nipple area. The pants, if you can call them that, were even worse and consisted of a tiny fragment of satin in the shape of a heart, complete with glitter and fake fur around the border, connected to what looked like three pieces of black dental floss. Gross!

Couldn’t believe Chris could have bought such a tacky and repulsive thing and told him so. What did he think I was – some sort of cheap slut? Well, he had another think coming.

But Chris was unrepentant. He said he hadn’t meant to offend me and saw absolutely nothing wrong with his present. He said – get this – that I should be flattered and that most girls hadn’t the figure to wear something like that.

Told him that what most girls didn’t have were boyfriends with no taste and even less respect and that I was going home right then and I’d show this disgusting underwear set to my dad who would be so incensed he’d probably shoot him and Chris wasn’t to bother walking home with me as I’d rather be raped and murdered on the way back than spend another second in his company.

Chris said he might be more worried if my dad owned a gun but anyway I shouldn’t go home on my own, it was late.

Chris’s dad is a detective in the police force, and I suppose because of some of the stories his dad has told him, Chris seems to imagine that any girl left walking unescorted at night for even a nanosecond is liable to be attacked. Have tried to reason with Chris before and tell him that statistically it is young males who are most likely to be the victims of violence but he doesn’t listen, just says, fine, I can protect him then.

Argued with him again about it but he still insisted on walking back with me, which made me even madder. I hurried along with Chris trotting miserably beside me. Kept telling him to sod off and leave me alone but he ignored me. Then I spotted a policeman so went right up and said, ‘This person is bothering me, Officer.’

Turned out that the policeman was a friend of Chris’s dad and knew Chris. He just said, ‘Girlfriend trouble, I suppose, Chris. You should take my advice and steer clear of women, son, they’re nothing but trouble. God knows, I wish I had.’

Was utterly furious with the policeman. Thought this was typical of the cronyism and sexism that were all too prevalent in the force and told him so.

But the policeman just laughed and said to Chris that he had ‘a right one here’ and that he didn’t envy him. Then he said he’d walk me home and for Chris to tell his dad he was asking after him.

FRIDAY JANUARY 5TH

Stephanie and Liz came over tonight. Told them about the underwear set and how mad I was with Chris but they just thought it was a scream. Stephanie demanded to see the outfit, then insisted on putting it on and strutting around the room, mimicking my voice and saying, ‘Oh Chris, you’re not like other boys. You’re so intelligent, sensitive and special.’

Hilarious.

SATURDAY JANUARY 6TH

Have calmed down a bit about Chris’s present but am still mad that I’ve probably wasted £40, unless of course I get a gay boyfriend and what’s the point in that?

Both Stephanie and Liz are meeting their boyfriends tonight and I was quite missing Chris so texted him to say I wasn’t mad at him any more but he didn’t reply. Called him instead but he is still furious with me for reporting him to the police and won’t speak to me, far less meet up.

In the end Liz said I could come with her and her boyfriend Julian for pizza. It wasn’t as though they’d just started going out or anything so I wouldn’t be in the way and she promised not to snog in front of me.

Julian is Stephanie’s big brother. He’s really nice and a total genius with computers but can’t be arsed getting a job. He’s going to have to though as his dad, despite being rich, says he won’t give him any more money. Julian has pleaded with his mum to make his dad relent but even though she’s divorced from Julian’s dad, so probably doesn’t like him much, she has taken his dad’s side.

Tonight Liz said she was on a diet so would only have one slice of the pizza. Yeah, right. Julian, of course, did what all boyfriends have to do after such a statement and pleaded with Liz to eat some more, assuring her that she was perfect just as she was, practically wasting away in fact, and that he didn’t want her to faint for lack of nutrients. He told her (while eyeing her DD breasts) that she mustn’t lose a single ounce.

Liz quickly relented and tucked into five slices of pizza followed by chocolate fudge cake.

Liz is slightly plump but she’s blonde and busty so loads of guys fancy her. Well, they fancy her until she starts doing all her psychology rubbish on them, which usually means asking them loads of nosy questions and then telling them how they came to be the weak, pathetic creatures they are today. Only Julian, who never takes any insults seriously, can put up with her.

I do envy Liz her big boobs and blonde hair. Or I did until Chris made me feel like I was totally gorgeous anyway, even though I’m brunette and will probably never have guys drooling over my cleavage unless I go for implants.

Really missed Chris tonight. Why, oh why do guys never call you when you want them to?

SUNDAY JANUARY 7TH

Chris still won’t speak to me. Wish he didn’t always take such a long time to get over an argument. Have known Chris for ages and we’ve been friends since the beginning of primary school, although I didn’t fancy him then of course. Once, when he was ten, he fell out with me for five weeks just because I burst his football with a pair of scissors when he wouldn’t let me be striker in a game he’d organized with his pals. He still goes on about it sometimes, even now.

He said it had been difficult enough persuading the others to let a girl play at all and that I was better suited to goalkeeping anyway. He added that playing the rest of the game with a busted ball wasn’t much fun and that, yes, he knew I’d later offered him my ball but it wasn’t a proper football and moreover it was pink. What had colour got to do with anything? Oh, give him a break.

MONDAY JANUARY 8TH

First day back at school. Everyone was expecting me and Chris to be all loved up since we’d only just started going out together but Chris barely looked at me, never mind spoke to me.

Ms Conner, our English teacher, is really all loved up though. She imagines her affair with religious education teacher Mr Dunn is a total secret. As if. Of course absolutely everyone in the school knows about it, from the staff (except Miss McElwee, who’s too old and past it to notice anything) down to the lowliest first year.

Don’t know what she sees in Mr Dunn. Ms Conner is really brainy and interested in loads of intellectual stuff like Culture and Philosophy whereas Mr Dunn is only interested in motorbikes, martial arts and getting pissed. It’s amazing that he ever got to be a teacher, but I suppose since no one wants to teach RE they just have to take what they can get even if it’s a tattooed moron like Mr Dunn. But what on earth can he and Ms Conner have in common? What would they talk about?

Mentioned this to Stephanie but she just shrugged and muttered something about who says they needed to talk anyway?

Gross.

Ms Conner is still spouting all the feminist rubbish that she did last year after her husband left her for his secretary, but she now qualifies it by saying that there are some exceptional individuals who rise above the limitations of their gender, culture and time. She also says that this year, as well as studying mainstream feminist literature we would also be exploring women’s powerful potential for sensual and sexual expression. Thus she will be adding D. H. Lawrence, Durrell and Chaucer to our reading list.

Don’t know about exploring women’s potential – it was mainly the boys who scrambled eagerly to the front for details of the extended reading list.

One piece of definite good news though is that Mr Simmons has been promoted to principal maths teacher. He is no longer our register teacher and we have a new, young (and quite sexy) register teacher who couldn’t tell a forged parent’s note if a five-year-old wrote it. Fantastic!

TUESDAY JANUARY 9TH

Shelly said she was really sorry to hear that Chris and I had split up. Told her not to worry, that we hadn’t really split, and that it was just a temporary fall-out. I said that Chris could be stubborn at times but I thought he was looking really miserable now and I’d probably go talk to him and make it up today.

But Shelly advised me not to approach him first. After all, she said, if Chris really cared for me he’d make the first move. I shouldn’t humble myself by going to him. Then she said not to worry – so far she hadn’t seen him and Linda together again but she’d keep an eye out for me and let me know if anything was going on.

Shelly has become a really good friend to me. It’s great that she is taking the trouble to keep tabs on things for me but I think she worries too much about the Linda thing: Chris and Linda finished ages ago and he never even mentions her now. Still, I suppose you can’t be too careful, and anyway, since Shelly lives right across from Linda it will be no trouble for her to check on what’s going on.

Shelly goes out with Gerry, a guy I’d fancied all last year for some stupid reason and who I used to just call G (that was his real initial, a double-bluff intended to fool Mum just in case) in my diary. Don’t know how I could have been so daft really. I mean Gerry is very good looking but he’s a total tosser and forever trying to hit on every fanciable girl he meets. No wonder Shelly is so paranoid about cheating.

FRIDAY JANUARY 12TH

Despite Shelly’s advice I gave in and made the first move at getting back together. Passed Chris a note during maths today saying: ‘Sorry about the police.’

Chris passed it back with ‘Sorry about the glitter and fur underwear’ written underneath. Unfortunately Mr Simmons spotted the note and demanded I hand it over to him. His eyes bulged a bit when he read it, though all he said was that he didn’t know or want to know what this was all about but it certainly had nothing to do with the calculus exercise he’d just set me and didn’t I realize the Prelims start next week. Then he gave me a punishment exercise consisting of a 1000-word essay on the importance of maths education, which I thought was a bit over the top for just one small note.

Chris arranged to meet me after school to ‘talk things over’. We agreed that he would never buy me underwear again. Even if I was down to my very last pair of knickers and begged him on my knees. I agreed never to report him to the police again. Not even if I discovered he was a serial murderer and international terrorist. Chris also said he’d do the Simmons essay for me.

SUNDAY JANUARY 14TH

It was so good spending almost the whole weekend with Chris, even though we are both so broke (partly due to underwear purchases) that we had to make do with watching MTV and playing Monopoly (I always beat Chris at this so it’s my game of choice with him).

I’ve always enjoyed Chris’s company, so I don’t know why it took me so long to realize just how gorgeous he is too. I didn’t even think of him as boyfriend material until nearly the end of last year. Maybe it was because I was so used to thinking of him as a pal.

Chris, though, has fancied me for ages. Asked him tonight when he first knew his feelings for me were more than just friendly, and he said when I was twelve and he stopped being really annoyed when I cheated at Monopoly as soon as he started winning, just so long as the game lasted longer and he could spend more time with me.

Told Chris that I didn’t cheat at Monopoly – although, OK, admittedly I sometimes liked to change the rules halfway through to make the game more interesting.

He said, ‘Yeah, right,’ that was the definition of cheating if you asked him, but he wasn’t really annoyed. Can’t see Chris and me arguing about anything ever again –we’re just so happy together. There isn’t anyone or anything that could ever keep us apart.

Well, except for exams, that is. Chris said we wouldn’t be able to see each other next week as we would need to study for the Prelims.

Am dreading these – I’ve got really behind with my work. Also suddenly remembered all the carry-on last year: everyone now knows, from an informer teacher, just what teachers get up to when invigilating exams. Apparently while exams are nerve-racking for us pupils they are a total bore for invigilators, who make up stupid games to amuse themselves. One is called Chicken: two invigilators walk towards each other down the same aisle and the first one to step aside is ‘chicken’ and loses. This has occasionally led to head-on collisions, with both invigilators utterly determined to win: things turned ugly when two really dogged players had to be taken to Accident & Emergency suffering from concussion after a long Geography Advanced Higher exam.

As if the Chicken competition wasn’t bad enough, there’s worse – at least from us pupils’ point of view. A particularly nasty game involves invigilators standing beside the desk of the ugliest pupil they can find. The ugly pupil candidates are then compared and scored by an independent non-competing invigilator and the one who had spotted the ugliest is the winner.

It is difficult to believe just how childish and nasty supposedly responsible adults can be – and most invigilators are teachers or ex-teachers. Sometimes I think that teachers don’t actually like pupils at all, although I suppose they must do to work with us. Stephanie disagrees. She says all teachers hate teenagers, if not when they started out, at least before the end of their first term in the job. You can’t blame them really. Think how we wind up new, young teachers and take the piss out of old, past-it teachers and constantly annoy in-between teachers.

Hmmm. I suppose we do give them a hard time on occasion, but as I said to Stephanie, teachers are supposed to be role models for us. They should be able to rise above all that petty stuff and instead of looking for revenge, lead by example.

Stephanie said, ‘Bollocks.’

TUESDAY JANUARY 16TH

Shelly says that there is no way her boyfriend Gerry could go without seeing her for a day, never mind a week, no matter what was going on. Of course Gerry was just too mad for her to let anything come between them. Chris was very sensible to say he had to study this week and he was no doubt quite right but her Gerry was just too crazy about her to be sensible.

WEDNESDAY JANUARY 17TH

English exam today. Wasn’t too bad.

THURSDAY JANUARY 18TH

Maths today. Don’t ask.

I don’t have anything tomorrow but Chris has physics. Am really glad I don’t do physics. It’s like maths only worse but Chris likes it – I suppose because he likes maths. In fact he and Ian have been fast-tracked to the Advanced Higher and do different stuff from us in maths.

Pleaded with Chris to let me come over and see him tonight. Said I wouldn’t stay long and anyway I wouldn’t be any bother, I’d just bring my French along and we could study alongside one another.

After a bit more persuasion or ‘nagging’, as he called it, he agreed. Neither of us actually got much work done though. Chris complained he couldn’t concentrate on physics while I was sitting on his knee and trying to snog him all the time so he soon abandoned any attempt at serious study. However, having proved to myself that I could definitely distract him from his revision, I decided I’d better go home and get some work done despite Chris’s pleas for me to stay and keep him company as his concentration was shot anyway.

FRIDAY JANUARY 19TH

Attempted to study today. However, my sister Angela was trying but failing to cope with her new baby, which was screaming blue murder most of the time. Used to call Angela MNP – short for Miss No Personality – but since becoming a mum she has developed a personality. Unfortunately it’s a moany, miserable one. Wish her fiancé Graham hadn’t been sent to Manchester to work for the year – not that I’d ever liked that boring geek but at least she’d have someone to moan to other than me.

I decided to escape to the library, but just as I was ready to go Angela pushed her bawling brat into my arms and told me to take it, she couldn’t stand it any more. Then she put on her coat and fled.

So much for all her pregnancy fantasies about her and the baby lying listening to Bach and Mozart while gazing into each other’s eyes and blissfully bonding.

Mum and Dad were at work – Dad was at the garage as usual and Mum has just started as an assistant under-manageress at the local supermarket (i.e. she gets to stock the shelves as well as check out shopping, wash the floors and lock up) – so there was no one else to give the thing to. In fact I hardly see my dad any more because he’s always working, trying to pay for Angela’s wedding in December. Her fiancé Graham’s parents have offered to help but Dad is too proud to take anything from that ‘stuck-up fur coat and nae knickers’ couple, although that’s not exactly what he said to them.

Will probably also see less of Mum now too as she’s decided to study Spanish with the Open University. It’s a kind of long-distance course done by post and Internet. Mum says she now accepts she’s getting older and her body is going ‘to rack and ruin’ so she’s going to concentrate on developing her mind.

Am pleased Mum at last seems to be coming to terms with her age. It was awful last year when she freaked out after she turned forty and learned she was going to become a granny. I still cringe when I remember how she started wearing my clothes, then ran off with a twenty-two-year-old Spanish waiter she’d met on holiday.

Since I wanted to encourage Mum to accept the fact she’s getting old, I didn’t tell her that according to my friend Liz the brain deteriorates with age as well and that millions of Mum’s brain cells are dying off every day. Liz says the memory is the first to go. It will start with Mum not recalling whether she’s put on conditioner after she’s shampooed her hair and end up with her not remembering who I am and – here’s the good news – whether she promised to buy me an iPod for Christmas.

Anyway, it looked like I was stuck with Angela’s baby for the afternoon so had to walk up and down with it while practising my French vocabulary. Noticed that it seemed to like the sound of the French words so put on a French tape, then propped it up on a cushion in the corner of the sofa. It’s not my fault if it ends up with no friends because it grows up only talking French and no one can understand it. After all, Angela is supposed to be the one teaching it how to talk. Warmed a bottle of baby milk for it then, using another cushion and a thick book, managed to manoeuvre things so that it could get fed without me having to hold it.

It fell asleep mid bottle so I could get back to studying again, but oddly found myself gazing at its face and stroking its cheek. Then, even though it was sleeping and I didn’t have to soothe it, I picked it up and held it close to me. Put my face next to its, and discovered that when not smelling of pee (or worse) babies do smell nice, a sort of sweet milk and Johnson’s baby talc combination.

The doorbell rang so rushed to answer it, still holding the baby before another ring woke it up. It was Chris. He said he’d called me but had got no answer and guessed Angela’s baby was making a racket again. He looked a bit surprised and concerned that I was walking about cradling a baby so I told him not to worry and assured him that I wasn’t getting broody, perish the thought.

Chris took the baby from me and laid it in its carry cot beside the sofa. Then he kissed me and said he wasn’t worried. He said the last time someone had a baby in my state was at least two thousand years ago in Bethlehem so he felt pretty confident we were safe.

Noticed how cold Chris’s face was when we kissed, which wasn’t surprising – though it hadn’t snowed yet, it was Baltic outside. I suggested we sit close to the fire so he could warm up. Told him I didn’t want my boyfriend dying of hypothermia. Especially as we’d only been going out a few weeks and I hadn’t had time to get fed up with him yet.

Chris laughed but then started talking about the symptoms and treatment of hypothermia. He is really interested in medical stuff as he is dead keen to be a doctor one day, so at first I thought he was up for a serious discussion when he told me that the symptoms of hypothermia included disorientation, confusion and loss of balance. But when he staggered and fell onto the sofa, pulling me down on top of him, and then said the best treatment was very close bodily contact followed by sex, I reckoned he was acting it.

Yeah, right. Told him that I wasn’t daft and knew from survival programmes that woolly hats, warm drinks and aluminium foil wraps were what was really recommended but Chris said those were optional extras and swore blind that sex was the most efficient way to increase body temperature. He said if I wanted to be wrapped in aluminium foil and wear a woolly hat at the same time that would be OK by him.

The thought of this made me giggle, which woke the baby, so I made Chris walk about with it while I revised my French as it was his fault, sort of, that it woke up.

Angela came back about an hour later but said she was knackered and went off to her room without even looking at her baby. Chris suggested we go and get a burger and Coke so we had to shove the baby in its pram and take it with us. Chris also said I had to stop calling him it. The baby’s name was Danny.

Actually the baby’s name is Graham Daniel – he was named after his dad – but we all preferred Danny so only Graham calls him ‘Graham’ now and he’s hardly here because of his work in Manchester.

Met almost everyone I knew on route to the café, all of whom thought they were the first to say stuff like ‘Christ, that was quick work!’ and ‘Heard of speed-dating but this is ridiculous!’

Hilarious.

MONDAY 22ND JANUARY

French today. Didn’t do too badly despite bloody awful night last night.

Was wakened as usual by the baby bawling its head off. Put my head under the pillow and tried to block it out but then heard another wailing sound which turned out to be Angela sobbing.

Brilliant. Now I had the two of them creating a bloody racket. Mum and Dad as per usual were sleeping through the whole commotion, probably because Mum now always sleeps with ear plugs in (she’d been through the sleepless nights stuff twice already with us and what thanks had she got for it?) and absolutely nothing ever wakes up Dad until morning.

Finally got up and marched into her room. Couldn’t believe what a dump it was. Angela used to be so neat; now the place was littered with baby paraphernalia and didn’t look much better than my friend Liz’s room, which hasn’t been tidied since, well, ever really. Angela was sitting in a chair wearing a nightie stained with baby drool and holding her head in her hands. Meanwhile the baby was screaming blue murder in its cot.

I picked it up and told Angela to get some sleep. She sobbed, ‘Thanks, Kelly Ann,’ then crawled into bed. Took the baby next door with me and walked up and down shoogling it for a bit until it had stopped crying. It wasn’t asleep but it did give a wide toothless yawn which looked really cute.

It’s funny really how a baby can look cute with no hair or teeth. I mean no one else does. OK, I suppose some guys do look good with a crew cut which is nearly bald, and some actors and even actresses looked fantastic totally bald, but none of them would look great if they didn’t have teeth.

Decided not to risk waking Angela up again by taking the baby back into her room so just took it to bed with me.

Taking the baby to bed proved a mistake: when I woke up my bed smelled faintly but definitely of pee. No wonder – its nappy was heavy and saturated. Took it to Angela’s room but she was asleep and looked so knackered, with horrible dark circles under her eyes, that I didn’t have the heart to wake her. Mum and Dad had already left for work, so though I’d sworn blind I would never change a nappy, it looked like I would have to. Peeked inside while holding my nose just to make sure it wasn’t anything worse than pee – there are limits to sisterly concern – then having checked, fetched another nappy and undid the sodden one.

Vile thing peed in my face. That’s it, I am never having a baby, but if I do it’s going to be a girl.

Fed it anyway and popped it back in its cot before showering and putting all my bedclothes in the washing machine. Was fifteen minutes late for French but managed to finish on time.

Chris says my sister isn’t well. He says she’s depressed and should see a doctor but he doesn’t know Angela like I do. She’s never exactly been the most fun person to be around so it’s no surprise she’s turned into a miserable pain who could moan for Scotland. It would be impossible to tell whether she was really depressed or just being her normal self. Unless doctors have Fun Person pills I don’t see how they could help.

WEDNESDAY JANUARY 24TH

Another bloody awful night when I had to take the baby again. Wish my sister would get her act together and start looking after it like she’s supposed to.

Am absolutely determined never to have a baby. Have heard lots of horror stories about condoms splitting so I’ve decided to go on the pill as well just to make totally and completely sure I don’t get pregnant when I eventually do it with Chris. (It’s what Dad would call ‘belt and braces’ if I ever told him about it, perish the thought.) However, am not quite sure how to go about this. I know I’ll have to ask a doctor and Liz says they can’t tell my mum about it, but what will I say? Even if I go to Dr Curtis, the woman doctor at our practice, it will be so embarrassing basically admitting that I’m going to have sex.

Stephanie says I’m mad but if I feel that way about it I could just say I’ve got irregular periods as they prescribe the pill for that as well, but I don’t have irregular periods and I’m sure they’d know I was lying.

Liz says that I could tell them I’m suicidally depressed about my spots and that I need the pill for that. Now she tells me! Maybe Liz is wrong and there is a God after all. A contraceptive pill that also gets rid of spots. Will fix up an appointment straight after I finish these Prelims.

MONDAY JANUARY 29TH

When I rang the surgery the nosy receptionist asked what it was about. Told her it was personal, private and confidential. Cheeky thing said if it’s head lice I didn’t need to see the doctor and could get the treatment free at the pharmacist.

Told her quite snootily that I would require to see my general practitioner, thanks, and that, yes, it was urgent (Stephanie has told me I have to be on it for two weeks before Valentine’s day).

TUESDAY JANUARY 30TH

Don’t believe it. The one day I really want to have spots and I’ve practically none. Just one tiny spot on my chin. I can hardly say I’m ready to top myself over that. Thought about painting some fake ones on but I suppose with all that training and experience the doctor will probably be able to tell. I’ll just have to tell her the real reason I want a prescription.

Sat in the doctor’s waiting room trying to work up that courage to go in. Told myself this was stupid. I was practically an adult, after all. I was over the legal age for sex and no one could stop me doing it if I wanted to. I had as much right as anyone else to get the pill and I’d absolutely no reason to be embarrassed about it. I would just have to be totally calm, sophisticated and assertive; just as Liz had advised me.

It was my turn. Went into the room marked DR CURTIS. She smiled pleasantly at me, told me to take a seat then asked, ‘How can I help you, Kelly Ann?’

I blurted out, ‘I want to have sex.’

Dr Curtis raised her eyebrows but said calmly, ‘Not right now, I presume, Kelly Ann. I hope you don’t mean right at this very moment in my consulting room.’
I ploughed on. ‘You can’t stop me. I am absolutely determined to do it. I really, really want it.’

Dr Curtis smiled at me and I felt my face flush scarlet as I realized I must have sounded totally mental, like some mad nymphomaniac. She was probably going to refer me to a psychiatric institution, where I would be sectioned and forced to spend the whole of the rest of my life in a padded room eating mushy food with plastic cutlery.

However, she just took my blood pressure then printed out a prescription for the pill along with instructions for using it. As I was leaving she said, ‘Your boyfriend is a very lucky lad, Kelly Ann, to have such an enthusiastic, indeed positively eager partner.’

WEDNESDAY JANUARY 31ST

Am mortified by my stupid carry-on at the doctor’s. Liz and Stephanie nearly wet themselves laughing when I told them. Stephanie says I’m mad. She says everyone is totally cool about contraception now. It’s seen as just a normal bit of shopping. Responsible too.

Even so, didn’t want to go to the local chemist, where everyone would know me, so took the bus into Argyle Street after school and went to Boots there.

Handed over my prescription to the pharmacist and resisted the urge to say it was for my spots or period problems. She just took it without any fuss. She didn’t even give me a disapproving look, never mind ask any nosy questions or make remarks like ‘A bit young to be having sex, aren’t you,’ and ‘does your mum know?’

Feeling quite grown up and sophisticated now, I decided to have a look at the condoms displayed on the shelves nearby while I was waiting for my prescription. Have never bought condoms before, of course, or taken a close interest in them really, so was amazed that there seemed to be so many different types – though none of them said what colour they were. Was determined not to get green ones like Gerry had bought last year when I almost but didn’t have sex with him. Feeling really cool and confident, I decided to ask the assistant nearby, who happened to be a guy not much older than me.

Picked up a packet at random and asked him if he knew what colour they were. He seemed a bit surprised but muttered something about their being normal colour, he supposed.

But was he absolutely sure? Had he used these ones himself? Could we take one out to look at it?

He flushed and muttered no, he didn’t think we could do that. He seemed really uncomfortable and I felt a bit sorry for him. Obviously, unlike me, he hadn’t got over the immature, silly stage of being embarrassed about stuff like this. I would show him by my example how totally grown up and sophisticated a young person should be.

I asked him which ones he used so I could be sure of the colour. He seemed totally taken aback by my frank and businesslike approach but managed to wave a hand in the general direction of one type, which I collected and showed to him just to make sure I’d got the right ones. So he was sure these were the ones he used, was he? And he could vouch for the fact that they were definitely not green?

He nodded mutely.

I turned the packet over and read out the blurb to him: ‘It says here that they are ultra fine and super sensitive. Also that they give maximum pleasure for both her and him.’ Could he confirm that? Would he recommend them? The assistant spluttered some strangled comment, which I took to mean something along the lines of: they were OK, considering. Would have questioned him further but my name was being called as my prescription was ready. In my new resolution of openness I paid for the condoms then told the assistant I would have to go as my contraceptive pills were ready for picking up.

It was marvellous to be free of all my stupid, immature inhibitions about talking about contraceptives and I strode confidently towards the exit, only to be met by the assistant, who asked for my phone number.

What a sleazer. I mean what kind of total slut did he think I was? And stupid as well. Like he really wanted my number for market research. Yeah, right. Market research my arse.

* * *

Have just taken my first pill. Only 13 more to go, then it will be V day!!


About the Author

Liz Rettig is over twenty-one and lives in Glasgow with her husband and two children. She works as a teacher and My Desperate Love Diary was her first novel. She used to be just like Kelly Ann, but she’s all right now.
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