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For Allie, the mistress of my universe, who has a laugh like Sid James and loves a good ‘Ooh err, missus’ even more than I do.
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Testimonials


“A nakedly cynical commercial rip off. The perfect stocking filler this Xmas.”


– Nigel Marsh, Bestselling Author of Fat, Forty and Fired and the new Fit, Fifty and Fired Up


“This book is the perfect size for losing down the side of the couch.”


– Cal Wilson, stand-up comedian, radio and television presenter




“If you look hard enough you can find the map of my life in these words.”


– Julia Morris, writer, comedian, actress and television presenter


“Just like Fifty Shades, but well written.”


– A. Critic




‘I hope I’m not being too forward,’ Christina teased with a sassy grin, ‘but I’d really love to see your tackle?’


Dave shrugged nonchalantly, ‘It’s just average. Same as most blokes.’


‘I doubt that looking at the size of your fingers,’ she purred, lightly touching his hand.


‘It’s not the fingers that determine the size of your tackle,’ Dave said looking confused. ‘It’s body height, shoulder position, but most of all it’s the size of your ticker.’






Christina came up behind Dave and put her hands around his neck. Then she slowly began to squeeze and hissed into his ear, ‘Have you ever tried asphyxiation; cutting off the airways?’


‘No way! That’s just bloody wrong,’ Dave’s fury surprised her. ‘Grapples … chicken wings … It’s meant to be footy, not wrestling.’







As they flopped back down on the leather couch, Christina and Dave both groaned in agony.


‘Oh my, Dave. That was a whipping and a half. Humiliating, totally demoralising.’


‘Just shocking.’ Dave sighed deeply and tried to push away the memory of the awful spectacle he’d just witnessed. He shuddered in revulsion, ‘What can we do? At the moment, we’ve just got no answers against the All Blacks.’






‘Your balls are too fluffy,’ Christina giggled and playfully held them up a little higher for him to see.


‘Sorry,’ Dave shrugged. ‘There is a tin of new ones under the spare rackets.’







Christina grinned lasciviously and sighed, ‘Dave, that is the PERFECT length.’


‘Awesome,’ he said trying to hide his excitement. ‘Now I just have to learn how to aim it at the wicket.’






Dave and Christina quietly walked along the grass together. Eventually she broke the silence, ‘I love that you’re a gentleman, and always try to come last.’


‘What? No way,’ Dave said passionately. ‘I’m sorry but I don’t care if you’re a lady, if we play tennis, I’m there to win sister.’







‘Don’t worry, it’s no big deal. It happens to all men,’ Christina cuddled up to Dave and ran her fingers through his hair.


But he turned away quickly, wiping a tear from his eyes, mumbling, ‘I still can’t believe it. I’m so sorry Christina. Match point down and I double faulted.’






Christina was tender but resolute, thinking of the possibilities, ‘Before we start anything like this, you need to tell me your boundaries.’
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