Oh Danny Boy!

Oh Danny boy, my hormones are a'callin'

My thighs a'quiver, your hand upon my knees,

but get this straight, I am not a receptical

of any gross sexually transmitted disease.

Oh Danny boy, please go and buy some condoms,

'cos if you don't, you won't see more of me,

the summer's gone and my knickers are a'fallin'

Oh Danny boy, please buy a pack of three.

I don't mind, I'll let you pick the flavour,

wild hedgehog, plum or gooseberry,

be it ribbed, or fitted with a tickler,

- come in that, and not inside of me.

And if on Turbo you do come home a'reelin,

and your condoms get tangled with your key,

or if it pings, and flies across the bedroom,

I hope your hand, a friend in need will be.

But should ye come a little prematurely,

and you find you've given me your all,

'Tis better far to put your faith in condoms,

not on your poor powers of withdrawl.

So sheath your sword and be ready for inspection,

That's lookin' good, so Ready Steady Go,

'Tis for the best, 'tis for our own protection,

oh Danny boy, oh Danny boy, I love you so.
