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Dear reader,

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

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

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

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

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

Warmest wishes,

      Joan Damry and Jericha Domain



Chapter 1

WHY HE TURNS AWAY

Getting Yourself Hubby Body Ready

Sadly, many of you reading this book will be large, lonely, rather whiffy spinsters of a certain age: dumpy, dowdy, often balding, but still desperate to find Mr Right. Perhaps you’re still living at home with Mum, promising her your prince is on his way as you gobble down your fourth sausage roll and embroider yet another flower onto your giant wedding dress.

Were you a dumpy, dowdy, balding guy of a similar age, the story would be very different. There would be a queue of luscious lasses eager to un-pop their slutty brassieres, whip off their panties and hop aboard your lumpy love train. Of course, we would dearly love to help each and every one of you to find a husband, but the unavoidable truth is we are now living in the midst of an unprecedented epidemic. That of …

The Prowling Spinster

These are women much like yourself, who are well past their sell-by date (often in their thirties and beyond) who simply refuse to hang up their sex boots and throw in the towel.

With fingers worn to nubs through frenzied swiping on all their dirty dating apps, their homes a veritable war zone of crispy gussets and ravaged sex toys, these frantic frumps are forever on the trouser-prowl, looking, lurking, loitering. If they’re not simpering around supermarkets, or bumping their big bottoms too close to guys in libraries, they will be parading around nice market towns with their mouths wide open, trying to give married men blow jobs. Or when in cosmopolitan London, stuffing their desperate fingers down the back of men’s trews on crowded underground trains.
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For all you sad Spinsterellas, the bald fact is that you’re unlikely to ever secure an actual husband, but since you won’t go down without a fight, we are obliged to guide you towards the unusual types of men who may be willing to accept more than a passing trouser-browse, indeed a trouser-rouse and possibly some actual penile contact, however brief and unsavoury.

TOP TIPS FOR UNUSUAL VENUES TO MEET UNUSUAL GUYS!


	Your Own Doorstep. Next time the Amazon delivery guy calls round, answer the door in just your pants and ask him if he wants a cup of tea or ‘something stronger’. Then, when he hands you the machine to sign for your parcel, grab at his crotch and say you’d like to sign for his parcel. He likely won’t get the innuendo, but that’s when you can make your move and haul him into your property. If you need to strike him with a blunt instrument, then so be it; a rolling pin works well, or simply bonk him to the ground with his own machine. And if he’s unconscious for any length of time, it gives you the chance to test out the goods with a few dry humps and some long sloppy kisses. Should he come round mid-snog, explain that he had a massive heart attack and you’re kindly administering life-saving mouth to mouth. You’d be surprised how many women have found a husband this way – many of them Hollywood celebrities like Gwyneth Paltrow.*

	The Doctors. Make as many appointments with male GPs as possible and no matter the ailment, always ask for an internal. Don’t take no for an answer. This can work just as well with dentists as they are medically trained, so asking for an intimate examination is not out of the question – and wonderfully erotic if he keeps one glove on to fumble around your mouth and his naked hand to manipulate his pointy teeth-tools and poke his tiny mirrors about your front bottom.

	Maternity Wards. Maybe your best friend has just had a baby, so her husband will be desperate for sex. Now’s the time to swoop in. Arrive at the hospital in thigh-high boots with your nipples erect and give her the small gift you’ve brought for baby (a second-hand hat or simple pen will suffice as babies really don’t need much). Say she looks awful and ask how ARE her thirty stitches down below, then suggest you and ‘Dad’ grab a coffee from the hospital vending machine. Shovel him into the nearest cupboard en route and fellate him til the charge nurse knocks on the door for fresh linen supplies. You can then blackmail him by announcing you’ll tell his wife he assaulted you and if he doesn’t leave her and the new baby right now, you’ll kill yourself. Works every time.

	Funerals can be a fab place to meet guys. And the beauty is you can gatecrash as many as you like, as no one will ever confront a weepy stranger in a sexy black number, particularly if she’s let everyone know she’s gone commando by sitting at the side and scissoring her legs throughout the service. A lot of these tragic mourning guys are very vulnerable, particularly if their wife has just passed away, as they don’t know who’s going to cook their dinner. Studies have shown that the human sex drive increases by 750 per cent at a funeral, particularly in the poignant moment when the coffin is just beginning to nudge its oaky head through the curtains at a cremation. This is the moment our scissoring lady can relish the sight of rows of gents with big bulgy frontages popping up along the pews. And at the reception afterwards there’ll be many a locked cupboard and ‘engaged’ toilet sign, as dowdy spinsters with black lips from too much red wine disappear for twenty minutes, only to return with their jowly cheeks caked in creamy streaks. Folk enjoying the bereavers-buffet will suddenly find themselves bombarded by all sorts of fishy smells and wafts coming from those just back from the loos, the stench of mourner’s sperm and ‘Spinster’s Vagina’ hanging heavy in the air. So if you play your cards right funeral-wise, you might just end up with a ring on your finger for your troubles!

	Hospitals are also a great venue to nab a fella. You’ll need to go for guys who are feeling desperate, so do keep your eyes peeled for someone who’s just been told their wife is dying, or that they themselves are. Some of you may cock your snook at the thought of dating a dying guy, but beggars can’t be choosers and at least you can show friends and family that you’ve finally got someone to call your own! It’s also going to be a lot easier to force a terminal fella into marriage. But do hurry, because lonely ladies love to flock around a man on his last legs! Don’t slack on grooming yourself, nor on pleasuring him – seal the deal in a chemo session with a hearty blow job and a couple of packets of Monster Munch. Some ladies don’t want friends to know she’s marrying a terminal guy, but with some heavy make-up and clever padding he can be made to look relatively normal so you can enjoy the big day as every woman should. When he does finally pop off, you can say, ‘Just my luck!’ or, ‘I’d finally found Mr Right and now it’s all gone wrong’, and then you can angle for a luxury funeral shower, demanding a big batch of pricey sympathy gifts. There, you can brag about your perfect ‘once in a lifetime’ love, whilst keeping your eyes peeled at the cremation for any spare mourning hotties.

	Psychiatric hospitals are teeming with available guys, so all you desperate ladies who are normally at home with your dildos on constant charge can simply wander in and get amongst it to satisfy your grim fantasies. Security is very lax, so you can pose as a concerned relative or dress up as a sexy doctor – and with access to so many extremely powerful drugs and fun restraining aids, the world is your oyster! If you’re in the mood, you can even ‘kidnap’ a new life partner (or take two home if you’re feeling greedy!). Yes, there may be some teething issues with these unstable types trying to stab you or thinking they’re Hitler but, let’s face it, that’s not much different from being married to a ‘normal’ guy!

	Death Row. Who doesn’t love a bad guy? And here you’ve got hulking great beasts who’ve slaughtered their way to the electric chair, caged and dangerous, in this incredibly charged and romantic setting, having thus far only had each other for solace in the showers. It really is a huge turn-on for everyone involved as you flirt with your grisly killer on the phone and press your urgent breasts against the smeary glass panel, whilst the beefy prison guard looks on, a hefty bump forming in his greasy nylon trousers. But, ladies, this can be a competitive arena, so do be sure you’re offering something a little bit more than all the other rabid spinsters foaming at the mouth in the booths alongside. Again, no pants please, if you want your murderer to propose!

	Isolated places. Women are generally told to avoid woods and deserted moors, but these can be wonderful ways to meet unusual men if you’re down on your marital luck. Don’t be too snobby if the guys you meet in the dead of night in a bleak wood or on a lonely moor are naked from the waist down, or are busy hanging hooks and nooses about the place. These are creative men who deserve your time and effort. You could make him feel more appreciated by whipping off your undies and tossing a trail of yummy biccies or gingerbread crumbs about the place and see if that doesn’t have him running through the trees towards you with a big smile and a fat willy.
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	Street corners. Finally, when all else has failed, your request can be as bald as standing on a street corner and shouting, ‘Does anyone want to have sex with me?’ Some men will pretend they don’t want to because they’re out shopping with their wives, agreeing with her muttered assertions that you must be mentally ill and so on. But the minute she’s popped back to Russell & Bromley for a second look at those snaffle loafers, he’ll be sniffing round you with his wet tongue lolling. That’s your cue to haul him into the nearest disabled toilets and knock him out with your boobs until he agrees to divorce his snaffle-loafered incumbent.



Good luck!

How Do I Get A Husband If I’m Relatively Attractive?

Now to those of you thankfully still under thirty, you may yet be in with a chance to win at Love’s Lottery and bag the hubby of your dreams. But you must act quickly! Men are, quite rightly, pretty choosy when it comes to picking a permanent penetration pal, so you will need to shape up or ship out!

Here we take you through a guide to grooming yourself top to bottom and getting yourself truly:

 

 

Hubby Body Ready!

 

Guys NEED to look at nice things: lovely leggy ladies with long luscious hair, big bouncy boobs and a tiny, bald vulva. But for most of you it’s unlikely you have even one of the above, let alone that magic trio!
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HAIR: LONG ’N’ LUSH

So, let’s start with hair! Be you a bold conker brunette or a butter-bean blonde, a guy needs lengthy locks to sweep across his genitals, flick over his moobs and whoosh around his sweaty face throughout your bawdy bonkathon. He’ll love you lacing your hair around his proud penis, giving him a tufty maypole to yank about and generally have some fun with.

He’ll also enjoy it if you pipe it up his anus – simply fashion it into a plait and stuff it up there, using it like a fun hairy dildo, and he’ll be in heaven (with the added bonus of sweeping off old bits of impacted faeces that may have lodged in his rectum. As we know, guys rarely wipe their bottoms!).

Obviously we have both been blessed with firm, fat follicles bursting with horse-strong hair, managed by our wonderful hairdressers Mick and Mark.*

If you don’t have long hair then grow it, ladies, for goodness sake! But for those of you with female pattern baldness or a face that is frankly too haggard to sport a long hairstyle, wigs are not advisable as he’ll likely think you have a terminal illness.

BOOBS: BIG ’N’ BOUNCY

Many of you will have boobs that are simply too small. Or perhaps you boast one big one, but the other is just a dangly old broad bean. So what is the answer?
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SURGERY.

Yes, surgery is always the answer, but many of you still kick up a stink about forking out for some nice big chest balls or a completely remoulded frontal botty, which frankly could mean the difference between a life as a successful married lady or a life alone.

So how to get hold of the wonga? Well, let’s say you’re a fourteen-year-old girl. NOW is the time to be thinking about surgery and all your pocket money should be going into your special surgery jar. For inspiration, Mahmoud, our dear friend and world-famous cosmetic surgeon, does a wonderful range of surgery-inspired piggy banks:
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This type of fund should really be getting contributions from birth from Mum and Dad, but also from godparents and interested uncles. After all, when babies are born they tend to be given all these ghastly gifts they don’t need – cuddly toys, engraved spoons, clothes. So as parents you need to say, ‘We don’t want birth gifts, thank you, but we are accepting donations to little Celia’s Bouncy Boob Jar.’

It’s a bit of fun and people can choose their favourite body parts to splash out on. Uncles often give generously to the Piggy Boob Fund, whilst practical aunts will be eager to donate to the Long Leggy Piggy. Even male neighbours, recently widowed or troubled guys who live alone (and may be on a register but tend to be very pleasant), are often more than willing to invest a little something in the Piggy Pussy Jar. So why not organise a big boozy baby shower and, with some dirty flirting from Mum and a few bottles of fizzy wine, you can grab some serious wonga off these horny, lost and lonely fellas.

It especially cheers the elderly menfolk, decaying in their Parker Knoll armchairs, to think of their last pennies going towards some big bowling-ball boobs bobbing past their window in a few years’ time, knowing they had a hand in building them. Or of that perfect piggy bank pussy they can catch a glimpse of when the wind blows up young Celia’s netball skirt. These guys feel a great sense of ownership after donating towards these enhanced body parts and may even request they take them for a spin at some point which, frankly, wouldn’t be unreasonable. And just as when one sponsors a monkey and you get a photo with the caption ‘This is your orangutan, he’s called Charlie’, so dribbly old Eric from number 5 should get pics of Celia’s wonderful emerging boobs – plus perhaps some bonus shots of botties, front or back – to keep him and all the generous menfolk on side.

But if you’ve left this all too late and you’re now past thirty with only two sorry flaps to fill your bra, then please don’t make the mistake of wearing these ghastly padded bras, as frankly, this is a criminal offence. It’s not going to do what it says on the tin, because there’s nothing in the tin! And we’ve seen many a man punch a wall when he’s got a lady home, pinged off her padded brassiere, groped at what he’d been led to believe was a decent handful, only to find himself grasping at some air with a wart.
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A final note on boob grooming: nipple hair. We’re seeing far too many ladies walking about brandishing their hooters, proud as punch, with an unsightly ring of nipple pubes poking through their blouses. And they wonder why they are sans hubby! Do keep it plucked, ladies, so your guy can go in for a suckle without gagging on your bristles. Nobody wants a big mouthful of wiry old hair on wrinkled skin – except for us gals when we’re gobbling away at hubby’s yummy scrotal package!

But all is not lost if surgery really isn’t an option. There are some foods that do have an effect on chest size, which until now have been kept secret. For bigger boobs read on …

JOAN’S HOT HOCK HASH
(FOR BIGGER BOOBS)

I love spicy food and this yummy dish is a real boob-booster. My boobs doubled in size whilst staying with Antonio Banderas on his ranch after he introduced me to this recipe and I think if my husband Ralph* hadn’t been there something definitely would have happened, as Antonio couldn’t keep his eyes off my chest and kept walking past me in his increasingly bulgy pants.

INGREDIENTS

You’ll need:

A Scottish lamb (ideally Glaswegian; Edinburgh lambs tend to be a bit stand-offish)

6 scotch bonnet chillies

A clutch of dawn-plucked heather

A handbag-size bundle of yummy tatties

A big man’s handful of turnips

One pint of Joan’s ‘Secret Oil’ (available online at exclusive outlets)

METHOD

Strip down to a glittery basque, pop on some Supertramp and start hashing all the ingredients together whilst rocking your pelvis to the beat, then toss into a deep frying pan, fill to the brim with Joan’s secret oil and whack up the gas! Once sizzly, pipe the hot hash into your long hock-pot and roast overnight, allowing all the flavours to intercourse until morning.

Serve in a babydoll nighty with a big cappuccino and some salty cream-dippers.

Antonio and I stayed up for hours eating our way through his hot hock hash and I’ve honestly never felt more beautiful. Something about the sensual sharing of this dish, using just our fingers (his were quite stumpy), his rich Spanish timbre and smiling cocoa eyes brought out my inner goddess and I know I cast my spell on him. I just wish Ralph hadn’t been there. He had his first giant stroke on the plane over and we thought he’d gone, but no.

Until now I haven’t spoken about my ‘Secret Oil’, but I was first gifted it by Melvyn Bragg on a writing retreat in Tuscany where I was working on my third novella, Lust and Lies At Glanmore Manor. Melvyn’s known for his big bouncy barnet, and I spied him one evening spraying this gorgeous gold mist onto his hair, after tonging it for dinner. I slipped into his bedroom in my crocheted bikini, showed him one of my dirty poems and asked if I could have a wee spritz. Melvyn was still in his sopping wet trunks and heeled holiday-crocs and the atmosphere was frankly electric. He started hazing me with his fine yellow mist, his eyes roving my lips as he soaked my face, hair and hot, throbbing bod, pushing the canister in and out of my mouth, almost dancing as he did it, his big hair bouncing – and God, it tasted like heaven. Like angel’s tears, mixed with Bacardi. That night he told me he would name it after me and I’ve used it ever since.

THE PERFECT UNDERCARRIAGE (OR HOW TO HAVE A HOTTY’S BOTTY FRONT AND BACK!)

Guys love a pert, peachy bubblebutt at the back and a gorgeous, barely there vulva at the front. Medically these are known as Botty One and Botty Two. Joan’s had the joy of a whole vulval transplant donated to her by a troubled teen and it really is stunning (and she won’t mind me saying, much smaller than her original!). But for a lot of you, this is just too pricey, and we can’t all wait around for someone to be run over. So what is the ideal vulva?

Small and bald!

If we look to the wonderfully sexy dolls developed by large sweaty guys in the 1970s, we are struck by her huge boobs, tiny waist and just a smudge of a vulva, in a nice, welcoming flamingo pink. Thanks, guys, for showing us what you want! Because let’s face it, how often IRL do these poor guys get downstairs only to find a big old boiled beef-tomato vagina and then are so devastated they’re unable to perform? They need a simple, understated slot to pump themselves into, in a baby pink or gauzy gold, nestling between the young lady’s prised-open thighs.
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But what if your vulva’s a big droopy old squirrel that’s constantly trying to escape your undies but you can’t afford surgery? Fear not! Help is at hand with:


Joan and Jericha’s

HOME
LABIAPLASTY
KIT!

Make an evening of it and sculpt your downstairs department into the type of yummy entrance that’s going to make any guy want to slip his shoes off, step inside, and hopefully stay the night – AND ALL FROM THE COMFORT OF YOUR OWN HOME! Chop, tweak and sizzle off any unsightly Panty Bacon with our unique blow torch and alcohol combo, creating a mini groinal house fire that will singe away those flappy bits!



(Note: paracetamol is included for the over-sensitive amongst you!)



So crack open the fizzy wine, pop the Pringles, and let’s get to it, ladies!



So assuming you’ve either had surgery or you’ve used our Home Labiaplasty kit, you’ll now have your perfect, stunning, scar tissuey, clumpy pink, waxworky slot – but hang on! The inner workings are a hopeless baggy mess with a big old dangly clitoris to boot. There are exercises to tone and tidy this area and little girls can do this if they look likely to have a particularly rotund or tubby clitoris (and Mum has been too stingy to get the in-utero clit-tuck surgery).

However, no amount of stretching and weightlifting will shrink a real dangler. In that situation, rather like treating a wart, you’ll need to buy a product that will essentially freeze the swinging clitoris right off. You won’t be left with much – if any – feeling, but at least it won’t look like a ghastly stalactity bulb drooping down between your knees.
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By this stage you should be feeling fairly confident having addressed issues with hair, boobs and vulvas. But ladies! Let’s have a quick peep at our:

BACK BOTTIES

Botty Two, colloquially known by GPs as the ‘back botty’, needs to be toned, taut ’n’ tasty if you want to attract and keep a hubby interested in playing hide the sausage in the bike rack. Let’s look at how to groom in and around the area for those of you who have failed to keep it peachy perfect.

COTTAGE CHEESE: Cellulite is a big no-no for guys. With all the gorgeous lady booty on Pornhub for him to pump his lump to, it’s going to be very hard for him to become aroused by your dimply botty cheeks and ghastly puckered thighs. If you don’t have time to get liposuction before the date, do keep your back botty covered and wear crotch-high boots to keep the bulk of your legs hidden and squashed away. Guys love having sex with women in boots. But no wellies, ladies, please!

[image: image]

HAIRY BOTTOMS: Some lasses have a lot of hairs dotted around their botty cheeks. If you’ve failed to maintain your grooming schedule and are on an unexpected date, you will need to box a bit clever with your bum fur and make it appear that you are simply wearing a pair of textured panties. You can always slip to the restaurant loos and colour in between the hairs with a brown felt tip if need be. If you take a while colouring in your bottom, make sure your date doesn’t think you did a number two as that’s a grisly image he won’t forget, so on your return explain there was a big queue, or better still, that someone died in the next cubicle.

ANAL BLEACHING: Ladies, please! We’ve talked time and again about the necessity of a pure white anus. Any woman walking around with anything stain-dark or dirty down there really deserves to be shot.

MIND THE GAP!: Thigh gaps are VITAL and should be ten to twelve inches ideally. The purpose of this thigh ‘tunnel’ is really for ease of penetration for the guys. It’s a simple biological fact that if you’ve got big squashy thighs chafing together, your fella can barely squeeze himself up you. His testes will get trapped, the blood supply cuts off – and boom! Suddenly your guy is left with two dead raisins dangling from his chassis.

We had an incident like this very close to home, involving Stephanie,* Joan’s galumphing PA. She’d somehow bulldozed this pleasant young gent, Alan, into making love to her after church one Sunday. Bear in mind Stephanie is a big, big girl and Alan was particularly slight. So there he was slapping back and forth, bless him, this tiny little man, whacking away trying to pleasure her, but she couldn’t feel a thing because of all her doughy thigh-rolls. Alan pressed on regardless, but eventually got his testicles trapped in the bulk, which promptly sealed up, creating a dangerous vacuum. Stephanie rang 999, but by the time the paramedics arrived they had to actually cut poor Alan off her. Tragically for him, Stephanie was left with his near-dead testes trapped inside her thigh flesh and before long the wound started weeping semen. When he finally called round to collect his testes, she’d already milked off some love-juice, pushed it up inside herself and was now pregnant.

Stephanie is proudly walking around with his dead genitals lodged within her flesh, expecting the baby she’d always longed for, whilst Alan is left small and single, with only a pair of dangling fake plastic testes for his trouble. So in short we think you’ll agree, a thigh gap is actually a medical emergency and requires urgent usage of:


GAPPY-GAL!

Joan and Jericha’s hefty metal thigh gap enhancer, a contraption that must be worn all night and all day for six months for best results. The metal arm circles and stirs the fleshy area continuously, making it very sore and weepy, but spreading the thighs well apart. This eventually causes the thighs to essentially become afraid of each other, meaning that the excess flesh is then pushed out to the sides creating saddle bags, but guys don’t mind grabbing on to a bit of that side-jiggle if they can have what they truly want – his beloved and vital thigh gap so he can pump til he dumps!



DISCLAIMER: This works best on long, modelly legs. If yours are stout and chunky, don’t bother.



‘GAPPY-GAL: FOR THE GIRL WHO HAS EVERYTHING BUT A HOLLOW BETWEEN HER THIGHS!’



COMPLETING THE TRANSFORMATION

When it comes to overall grooming, we often forget: guys love long nails! He wants those teasing talons driven deep and hard into his big wet back as he’s bumping away on top, knowing his big grunty thrusts are driving you wild! And a quick shout out to our sapphic sisters here, because yes, they love a lengthy nail too! On her return recently from a weekend juggling course in Frome, my daughter Cardinal* surprised me with not only sporting a rather glossy feminine bob (instead of her usual angry mullet) but a banging set of big, shiny nails to boot, whose sudden growth she attributed to a wonderful recipe she had acquired after an interesting rendezvous on her train journey home …

CARDINAL’S CHEESY SPRINGERS

JERICHA: Cardinal may be a drain on my life but goodness she has a way with fromage, and these calcium-packed Cheesy Springers have done wonders for my wiry pudendal hair, crumbly teeth and papery nails which were frankly just bald purple nubs for many years, on both finger and toe. Phillip also wolfs these Springers down on his rare visits home, when he’s often covered in sores from his Far East travels and in need of a protein boost. Cardinal claims she got the recipe from Dame Judi Dench when the wonderful actress was stuck in the toilet on a train from Manchester to London, and Cardinal jimmied the lock, setting Dame Judi free. She then insisted Cardinal join her table and promptly released a very whiffy triangle which she called her ‘cheesy springer’, and insisted Cardinal have a good old munch.

INGREDIENTS

You’ll need:

An old brown loaf with just a rumour of mould

A clump of whey butter

A widow’s clutch of spring onions

A large hunk of patched together cheeses from the back of the fridge

A large pack of calcium tablets from Holland & Barrett (dog ones will do if you don’t have them)

METHOD

Mush all ingredients with a fork and form into a tennis-sized ball. Toss up and down to aerate, shiver on some flour and pop under the grill til sizzly.

Remove and triangulate using spatulas.

Serve with a boozy chutney and a crescent of crisps.

Enjoy! And marvel as your nails lengthen and curve into sexy shiny claws …

Mark, my aforementioned hairdresser, also loves these Springers and was able to gift me the feathery skullcap hairdo I’d so admired on Dame Judi since the early eighties. I’d managed to grab a somewhat blurry photo of her in Stratford-upon-Avon, when I saw her piling up her basket in the theatre gift shop (I think because she plays all those parts she’s allowed to take whatever she wants), and I was so keen to ape the distinguished icon, I rushed out from the theatre, photo in hand and had a botch job done at what turned out to be a men’s barbers, and left sporting a very severe buzz cut, with shaved icons of famous rappers. Cardinal and co were very impressed, but I loathed it and took to wearing some bonnets I’d tucked in my bag during a wonderful backstage tour at Stratford (that I didn’t know we weren’t allowed to take). Luckily Mark repaired my botched barnet on my return to London, and created the height I like at the back with his clever cotton wool padding, which gives me a terrific turret and unlimited confidence!

So there we, are ladies, you’ve got long lush hair, big boobs, a bald vulva, a smooth botty two and big talony nails! Bingo! But, we have one final word of warning!

PERIODS

A big NO NO for a lady and a guaranteed way to turn off any self-respecting guy is him EVER having to experience the ghastly whiff of a lass ‘with the painters in’ – whether it’s the browner waft of some old menstrual leftovers, or the violent meat honks of a gal at the crest of her crimson tide. Of course there are rare cases where a man enjoys a bleeding lady and wants to wag his willy in her vaginal bolognaise, but they tend to be mentally ill or living on a barge (often both). So what can we do if the rightly named ‘curse’ threatens to throw cold water over a fella’s desire? You need The Menohoove:


THE MENOHOOVE

For big-hipped ladies with a hefty monthly flow, the Menohoove is a pretty, mini vaginal hoover that sucks out your entire menstrual contents for the month so you can enjoy yourself whatever the occasion! Maybe it’s your wedding day and you’re about to say ‘I do’ when you feel that tell-tale dribble in your gusset. Don’t force your groom to say ‘I don’t’ because of the big nasty red stain on your bridal gown!

Your tubby boss passes your desk and winks. You know this means it’s time for some forbidden cupboard intercourse but your pants are telling a different story. With your sexy Menohoove hanging by its pearly chain off your handbag, you can simply slip to the ladies and hoover out your innards, making you fresh below so your boss can pound away to his heart’s content.

Don’t let your period deprive you of marriage or a promotion! Try Menohoove today.



‘Cheer up your menfolk with the MENOHOOVE. Swipe right with your monthly discharge and swipe left for blodge-free intercourse.’



Warning, the Menohoove may cause irreparable internal damage.



So there we have it, ladies! It’s time for you to get out there and nab yourself an actual hubby!

 

 



* Fun fact, both Chris Martin and Brad Falchuk were Amazon delivery guys before marrying Gwyn and still keep their hand in now..

* See Appendix B.

* See Appendix B.

* See Appendix B.

* See Appendix B.



Chapter 2

WHY HE PUMPS THEN DUMPS

Getting A Ring On That Desperate Finger

As many of you will know, we’ve had eight husbands between us, so we certainly know a thing or two about getting a guy down the aisle! But how do we do it? Well, as fully trained Flirtologists both being fluent in the secret language of love, we have helped countless lonely celebrities, and since we are asked time and again by folk right across the globe, ‘Please Joan! Please, Jericha! How do I flirt?’, we thought it was about time we spilt the sex beans.

[image: image]

JERICHA

Yes, well my first marriage, as you know. Joan, was arranged by Mother, to a much older gentleman called Randy (I was fifteen, he seventy-one), and his idea of flirting was taking out his dentures and chomping at my crotch through my jeans until he did a dribble into his pyjamas.

JOAN

Sweet! And since then, you’ve had what I think is the perfect marriage with Phillip!

JERICHA

Bless you, Joan, I am lucky. Of course, as a tireless scout leader in Thailand, he does spend 98 per cent of the year away, tending to these young boys.

JOAN

But when he comes home for those couple of days it must be so charged?

JERICHA

It’s electric, and he’ll always bring me a gift – some big men’s socks or a snack from the plane. He does unfortunately return with these nasty cold infections, but, as he has explained, they don’t get colds over there like we do, it’s more a type of a penis cold. But he’ll still Skype the boys each evening, and if I walk by his office door, there he is, with his poor willy sneezing away.

JOAN

Bless him. And of course I’m on to hubby number six, managing Ralph in his ‘turtle coma’ – because he goes in and out of it – but having lost three of my guys to suicide, I’m hopeful that once Ralph ‘goes’, hubby number seven will finally be ‘the one’!

JERICHA

Oh, I’ve no doubt about that, Joan! So to get back to all our dear readers – how do we flirt?

JOAN

Well, of course there’s all the tried and tested methods – lots of eye contact and twirling your hair, and that actually goes for both sexes, doesn’t it?

JERICHA

Yes! Nothing sexier than a guy playing around with his hair, perhaps tugging away at a few lone strands if he’s balding.

JOAN

And should he mix the hair tugs with some eye contact?

JERICHA

Yes, nice big staring eyes, please. No blinking.

JOAN

Oh, I love guys who don’t blink. And there are men who can actually bring a woman to climax with their eyes alone, aren’t there?

JERICHA

Absolutely: Omar Sharif, Jeremy Irons …

JOAN

James Galway, the flautist, with his quickly quivering eyes.

JERICHA

Goodness, yes, all the women and many of the gay men in the audience at his concerts would spontaneously orgasm, just through watching James’s flicky eyes.

JOAN

His flute obviously had an impact, but his vibrating eyes were key, so do men need to be able to do something fancy with the eyes if possible, perhaps going cross-eyed?

JERICHA

Cross-eyed is very sexy on a guy, but he’ll need to keep those crossed eyes trained on our lady’s boobs.

JOAN

Can he drag them up to the face occasionally?

JERICHA

Momentarily, Joan, yes, or swoop them swiftly down to the vagina, but then straight back up to the boobs, please, guys! And that should bring her to climax pretty quickly in a wine bar, particularly with those swivel stools.

JOAN

And what about touching? When should a guy touch a gal? Say, you’re on the first date, you’re at a restaurant.

JERICHA

Well, guys need to cut to the chase, so don’t waste time touching her hand or arm.

JOAN

Go in for the boob?

JERICHA

Go in for the boob, Joan, if you grab at her boob or pummel her vulva she knows something’s going on.

JOAN

So is that reaching across the table as you’re having the starter?

JERICHA

Exactly. And he can do some light punching motions too, grappling, grasping, pulling, tugging.

JOAN

And this is with the vulva?

JERICHA

Yes, or the boob, or both, punch and pummel between the two.

JOAN

OK, and what about the lady here? Should she reciprocate by snatching at his penis?

JERICHA

Now be careful













[image: image]

Shout Out To All The Sexy Guys





‘I’VE GOT A DATE! BUT WHAT SHOULD I TALK ABOUT?’



‘WHAT SHOULD I EAT ON THE DATE?’



‘I’VE HEARD GUYS LOVE TO FEEL FAT, FULL’N’ FARTY AFTER A MEAL. HOW DO I MAKE SURE HE’S SATISFIED?’


YOUR BIG SPOON


‘SHOULD I AGREE TO SEX ON A FIRST DATE?’



‘SHOULD I COOK FOR HIM AT HOME?’
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‘COFFEE?’ OR ‘WHEN SHOULD I FIRST INTERCOURSE?’





















































WHO IS RESPONSIBLE FOR CONTRACEPTION?
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‘HOW MANY SEXUAL POSITIONS SHOULD I OFFER HIM?’
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Yummy Nosh So Your Guy Can Go Again!

















Love Horoscopes


VIRGO WOMAN AND TAURUS MAN

VIRGO:


TAURUS:


LEO LADY AND ARIES GUY

LEO:


ARIES:


PISCES LASS AND GEMINI FELLA

PISCES:


GEMINI:


LIBRAN LOVELY AND SAGITTARIUS GENT

LIBRA:


SAGITTARIUS:


SCORPIO GAL AND CAPRICORN MAN

SCORPIO:


CAPRICORN:


CANCER MISS AND AQUARIAN MISTER

CANCER:


AQUARIUS:


Marriage


JOAN


JERICHA
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