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4. No dog, maybe some bone

If you get to 30 and haven't had a proper boyfriend since you were at school you can start 

to feel a bit desperate. I decided to try The Guardian's 'Soulmates'. It was a free personal 

ads service. Before everyone had broadband, let alone a smartphone, it was what you did. 

How it worked was you called a freephone number and recorded what you wanted your 

ad to say and then - weeks later - they'd print it in one of the Saturday supplements in the 

paper. Then you'd call the freephone number again and see if you've had any replies. My 

ad ran for about six weeks and I got two. 

Maybe it would have been different if they hadn't transcribed my message wrong. It read 

like nonsense, including describing me as 'full flight' instead of 'forthright'. I still tell 

myself that's why only two people responded. I met one of them in a pub. He had dirty 

finger nails, a hole in his jumper and did not even ask if I wanted a drink when he went to 

the bar. He let me buy him one though, because I was too polite not to offer. Needless to 

say we never met up again.

I spoke to the other one on the phone many times and we seemed to hit it off. Then in one 

conversation he asked me what dress size I was. I thought about how many of those 

Guardian-reading supposedly right-on men specified their soulmate 'must be slim'. I tried 

to dodge the question but he kept asking. Eventually I gave a vague - but truthful - 

answer, which was that some of the labels of my clothes said '12' but others said '16' and I 

explained that sizes were pretty arbitrary in any case. He never contacted me again. They 

call this 'ghosting' now but there wasn't a word for it back then.

Frustrated by my lack of success, I posted another free ad on a less conventional online 

dating site. By which I mean one that traded more in kinks and no-strings-attached 

shagging than everlasting love. I was inundated with replies and I could write a whole 

book about how disgusting, disrespectful and threatening some of them were but as they 

say, that's another story. 

They weren't all monsters. I met up - and sometimes more - with some of them. Ever 

mindful of the dangers I had quite a safeguarding system, including incognito chaperones 

and coded messages to report to designated friends that I was safe and well. I knew you 

couldn't be too careful.
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Some of these blokes didn't seem to really want much more than to email someone and 

swap explicit stories, or the chance to talk frankly about their sexual desires with a woman 
who was happy to listen. One such chap would call me from his office when he was meant 
to be working late. I'm afraid I glossed over the fact that this indicated he was married.

He had a nice voice. This, along with the fact that he refused all requests to send me a 

picture of himself, made me think he probably had a face like a sack of spanners. But he 

was always polite and asked after me; never tried to get me to have phone sex and we had 
interesting conversations so every time he asked if he could call me again I said yes. 

What I could never get my head around though was that his main sexual turn on was the 

idea - and the act if he got the chance - of being made to wear women's underwear (of the 

fussy sort) and told what a tiny dick he had. He told me he had some pairs of women's 

knickers that he wore to work sometimes to give himself a thrill. He spoke about the 

texture of the fabric and about corsets, negligees and stereotypically feminine accessories 

at length. It did not sound as though he were wanking himself off while he did this, but 

who's to say he hadn't mastered the art of doing it silently. 

There was only one conversation in which I felt used, but that was enough really. It 

dawned on me that what he wanted from the arrangement was, partly, all the details of 

what I was doing with the men I actually met up with - but also to have an audience with 

which to share this fetish he had for women's clothes. 

His supposed interest in me and talking about things we apparently had in common were 

his means of getting what he wanted. He'd done nothing to harm me other than take my 

time, which I gave freely because it provided me with company of a sort. Until that point, 

when it started to feel like a sham and a ruse. The rot set in then and after a while things 

fizzled out. Much in the same way a real life fling would have done I suppose. Although I 

doubt we'd ever have flung in reality if he'd insisted on doing so with women's drawers 

on.  

Copyright material - all rights reserved.


	Blank Page
	Blank Page

