As far as I’m concerned, everyone I’ve ever slept with now lives on planet Lauren, they sit in darkened corners sobbing quietly and lamenting whatever it was that led to the demise of our relationship. Fortunately for the sake of this reading, that isn’t true. In actual fact those men have been quite prolific in acquiring new girlfriends, girlfriends I tried to entice into reading this, with the promise of free wine, and no hard feelings…

My favourite ex is seeing a girl who works for woman’s hour, her hair is only an inch long and she has a face made of plasticine. She has a really good voice, husky, and when we met I liked her, even though she was wearing a flowery skirt. I asked her to read this for me but she was busy. She also said she’s not seeing him any more. I already knew that but I thought it wouldn’t matter. She didn’t know that I had gone out with him. She definitely wasn’t aware that we were together when they met, or that he cheated on me with her. I guess that should have been embarrassing but it wasn’t really, not for me anyway.

Myspace has proved and excellent source of women who might take part.  My ex who is perpetually twenty-one, has a girl in his top 8 who has an afro and some really cool belts. She had never heard of me, and said that he was seeing a girl from France who I should ask and gave me her number. I left her a voice mail but she never called me back. 

So I called a girl who went out with a different ex, while we were still seeing each other. Her eyes are too far apart and she looks like she needs a good wash. I saw her at a party way after the event and she tried to apologise but I told her that I hate her and she should never talk to me again. She’s a theatre type so she would have been perfect but she told me to fuck off because I was so rude to her before. Which was fair enough.

Eventually I hit my archive and asked a girl who went to the same school as me. I always thought she was simple. I was right. She didn’t really understand the premise, or why, after ten years and a mountain of animosity, I would ask her for help.  She said it was my fault that her relationship with my ex didn’t work out, although she didn’t say why.

I thought of asking the girl who’s with my first ever ex, but I couldn’t get her number. I couldn’t even get his number. He was a bit of a philistine so I don’t suppose it would have worked anyway, and according to a friend of his she works in the city as a high-profile PA and definitely wouldn’t have time for me or my project.

So then I thought of my musician ex. He was a nice guy. His girlfriend is a primary school teacher, she has an enormous arse and is a bit simpering, but she seemed nice. When I called her she thought it was strange but said she would do it, when I sent her a draft of the piece she changed her mind. She said she didn’t think it was healthy for me to bear my soul for the sake of a project and asked if I was ok. I said I was but she said it sounded like I had a lot of demons to exorcise and maybe I should consider talking to someone about it. I said that writing the piece had been cathartic and that I was trying to be funny. She said it wasn’t funny, it was aggressive and I should consider another angle. I didn’t ask her to critique the piece, I just asked her to read it. We agreed to differ.

I had so far avoided the fact that the ex that still makes me cry, the guy whose facebook I stalk, the one who got away and all that, has been shagging his way around London since we split up. If I was being authentic, it was probably that blasted harem that I should contact. 

First I tried the most recent, because rumour has it she’s got a good personality. I hate that rumour. She thought it was a cool idea, and said she would have done it but she’s touring this month. She said she was sorry when I accidentally went to a party they were at, I told her there was no need to apologise and that I had been embarrassed that I wore my ‘gutted’ hat. ‘Anyway’ she said, ‘he’s her ex now’.

That was nice of her. I hope she doesn’t tell him I asked, he already thinks I’m stalking him. 

A lot of the time I am.

Then I asked one of the girls he was dating when he met me. She didn’t reply to me but she wrote on his facebook wall ‘dude, your ex is a loon’.

She had a point. 

So then I asked a girl he pulled a few times in the period where we had broken up, before we got back together. I was starting to scrape a fairly hostile barrel.  She was also cross. She asked if I was the one who looks like a little boy, I said I’m normal sized and she laughed. When I explained the project she said I was brave, and asked how many girls had I spoken to, I said too many and she laughed again. She said he had made me sound like a nutter when they were seeing each other. I said he said the same about her, she laughed and said she is a bit of a nutter. 

She wanted to help but said public speaking wasn’t her strong point, she did say that she had a friend who might be up for it, I asked if her friend had shagged my ex at all, and she said she didn’t think so, I said that wasn’t really the point. She wished me luck.

Then I asked the girl that he was dating just before he met me. She asked me if I was mental and called me an idiot and told me to fuck off. She also said he had been shagging her for the first three months that we were together, I knew that though so it wasn’t a big deal. I said I was sorry he’d hurt her and if it made her feel any better he hurt me too, in roughly the same way.  She said ‘good’.

Finally I called the girl he’s seeing now, even though I’ve spent months trying to convince myself that he’s not seeing her. She’s an actor, she wears clown shoes and silly hats. She asked me why I would do this, I said I was drunk when I signed up for it and didn’t realise it would be such a headfuck.

She said it sounds like a headfuck but that she was cool with it if I was, I said I could pretend to be if she could. She asked if she should invite him to see it. I said no, I kind of hope she does though. 

