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Slugs and snails

Girls” trousers just lie flat between their legs but with men
there are loose folds of cloth. That's what gets me going. I
pinched the cloth and felt a firm little shape rolling under my
fingers. He backed up against the tumble dryer. Got him!
Zips and tucks, Y fronts, dig and delve,

‘Seen bigger than yours!”

Now I'll peel back the skin but (oh rats!) I can't hold it
still, it curls up like string. Both hands, rolling a cigarette. No
problemo. Ease out the little damp morsel inside and the skin
rolling up all crinkled behind it.

‘Men are disgusting. Slugs and snails and puppy dogs’
tails!”

Slowly. Pull flap tug! I've not yet got the hang of this.
How can I make it slide and not keep snagging?

‘Is this right?’

That's better, up and down, plap lap lap lap much better.
Oh mega! Point it down and then let go, boing! ‘Faster now?’

Plaplaplaplaplaplaplaplaplaplaplap.

The look on his face, cool! ‘Not hurting?’

Laplaplaplaplaplaplaplaplaplaplaplaplaplap.

‘Someone’s coming!’

‘Quick then.’” Plaplaplplplplplplplplplplpl!

Here it comes! No, bugger, there isn't time but just a sec



yes! Hot slush don’t stop now pulps squish grease my palm.
Any more? Squit. Squit yes blob but quick, bend it down
(ouch!) Tuck it away still leaking.

‘Dawn? Hurry up! What's taking you so long?’

‘T'll be with you in a minute.’

Wipe hands, where? The back of my shirt. Don't take my
jacket off now whatever happens.

‘Coming.’



