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About the Book

‘They say MEN think about SEX every eight seconds – I want to know what they think about for the other seven…’

Abby Lee is smart, sassy and perpetually single. Frustrated with her mediocre love-life, she’s now looking for the sex she’s always wanted. This is the intimate diary of her extraordinary journey.

Never one to turn down an opportunity – even if it does include the use of a whip, the thrill of the outdoors, or the involvement of a third party – Abby enthusiastically romps her way through a series of one-night stands, casual flings and same-sex shags.

But as she revels in her sexual quest, Abby meets Blog Boy and begins to wonder: will she ever be able to give up the bed-hopping and finally settle down?


About the Author

Abby Lee is 32, lives in London and works in the film industry.

Her website detailing her real-life sex diaries has had over 2 million visitors and now attracts more than 100,000 readers every month. It was recently awarded Best British or Irish Blog at the 2006 Bloggies.

You can read her blog at:

www.girlwithaonetrackmind.blogspot.com
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Does thinking about sex all the time mean there’s something wrong with me?

It’s a question I ask myself on an hourly basis. Surely not every woman thinks about shagging constantly? Is it common for other women to look at men’s crotches as they walk down the street? Do most women weigh up the fuckability of every man they meet?

I just don’t know – I wish I did. I’m beginning to worry that I might be some kind of freak; that because I have a one-track mind it might make me different to other women.

I know that most people don’t have a problem with talking casually about sex. My own friends appear quite happy to sit in a pub, swapping Sex and the City anecdotes and joking about rabbit vibrators. But, the thing is, if I get into more detail and mention something like, say, wanting to try out a cock ring on a guy while fingering his arse, they all suddenly become rather quiet or jump up and volunteer to buy the next round. And I’d be left sitting there staring at the bartender’s trouser bulge, worrying that yet again I had embarrassed myself with my sordid fixation.

I guess I’ve always suspected I might be a little different. Back when we were in our twenties my female friends would happily chat about dieting, make-up techniques and how to flirt with a man, but I wasn’t interested in all that. I was more focussed on becoming a successful camera assistant in the movie industry, and busily trying to figure out if anal sex would hurt and whether the missionary position would give me enough orgasms to be fully satisfied. (It did, and it definitely does.)

I thought that maybe it was just an age thing then, and that by the time we were all in our thirties my friends’ sex drives would match my own adventurous streak. But now that we’re thirty something most of my friends are either married with kids in tow, or else they want to be and are desperately trying to find a life partner by any means necessary.

So I suppose I do sometimes feel like I have to keep up a façade when I’m with my mates; it frustrates me that I have to hide what is in my head, to spare me or them from getting embarrassed. I wish I could just be myself and talk openly with them, but how can I be truthful and tell them I want to try out group sex when they only seem to care about finding that one special man to have sex with?

But even if I’m the odd one out I’m still sure there’s plenty of fun to be had besides the quest for Mr Right. Why search for a knight in shining armour when you can have a great ride with just a few vodka-based cocktails and a cheap sex toy to hand? When you’re 32, single and horny, why not have some fun?

With all these thoughts going round my head, I decided to keep a diary. It seemed like the best way to express all my anxieties, neuroses and needs without any risk to my friendships. I reckoned that writing everything down would be the only way I could be truly open about sex; I could talk about my sexuality and desires as a woman and not have to worry or care what people might think, and whether they’d judge me or not. It would be liberating.

I also realised that if I had a record of everything that happened and how I’d felt about it, I’d be able to look back over all the sordid/tragic/glorious aspects of my sex life and laugh or cry about it later. I could be objective about it, and maybe I’d finally be able to work out why I was so preoccupied with sex. Perhaps I could even do something about it as a result.

So for the past year I have faithfully kept this diary. In order to write with complete truth and openness, I’ve done it anonymously: I haven’t told my friends, family or anyone at work about it. I have written it free from the judgment or the opinions of others, but I really hope that nobody I know ever reads it. I’m not ashamed about any of the things I have done, but I don’t really want my nearest and dearest to know how obsessed I am about sex, let alone the people I have to work with in a professional capacity.

To protect my anonymity and others’ right to privacy I have refrained from divulging too much personal information and have changed minor details like names, locations and dates, but all the characters, their dialogue and the events that occurred are real. These have been recounted as accurately as possible (give or take one or two Martinis).


1

January

Saturday 1st January

QUITE FRANKLY I need a shag.

The last person I slept with was my ex, Steven, and that was months ago. Now I’m gagging for some more action.

Last night I thought I’d struck it lucky. The whole of London was partying. It seemed like I was surrounded by possibilities; everywhere I looked, there were men with potential. So when I encountered not one, not two, but three promising blokes, I figured something would happen with one of them, right?

With some friends from work egging me on, and the help of a few beers, I plucked up the courage to approach one of the guys. I’ll call him Party Boy.

As we chatted he seemed funny, sweet and kind. I felt confident enough to flirt a little and even blurted out that he had a nice arse, but he said he didn’t want to ‘take things any further’ and left me standing there on my own by the bar. Result: confused.

Round two: Brainy Bloke.

Shy, but witty and clever. We got into a deep conversation about ID cards. I thought I was in there with a chance, but midway through my polemic on the Labour Party’s authoritarianism, he walked off to chat to a pretty blonde girl instead. Result: annoyed.

Round three: Tall Man.

Smart, and handsome in a cute way. After leaving the club, we drunkenly kissed in the street, then suddenly he said he had to go home to get some sleep and left me there waiting for a night bus. Result: gutted.

I can’t understand what went so wrong. I think I’m not a bad looker (if you’re into curvy brunettes who go for a run three times a week); I reckon I’m reasonably intelligent, perhaps even funny. I know I’m clumsy and have big feet, but surely having big boobs balances out the negatives?

Something must be really unappealing about me or my approach; I thought at least one of these blokes would result in some action. I was wrong – on three counts. To misread all three situations so badly must surely mean I’ve lost my mojo? If so, how do I get it back?

And why is this happening now, when I’m in my sexual prime?

I suppose doing a Bridget Jones and sitting in on a Saturday night wondering where all the good men are, doesn’t help matters. But after three rejections, I’m not quite sure if I can pluck up my courage and try a new approach just yet. I need a little time to recover.

I’m going to have to do something soon though, because my vibrators are getting a hell of a bashing.

Monday 3rd January

Combine horniness with a new broadband connection and you get a girl who is spending far, for too long on-line.

It’s all getting too much for me; the fast downloading speed has meant I keep looking at porn, and then I end up yet again with my hands in my nether regions. What a timewaster I am.

It’s not just the porn-surfing either. I’ve discovered weblogs too, and find them totally compelling. I love finding out what goes on in other people’s lives, especially the ones who have more, and more interesting, sex than me. I’m starting to get addicted to some of them and check them every day for new posts.

Not all of my favourites are erotic – well, obviously erotic. Some of them are very funny, and if there’s one thing I like – other than good sex – it’s someone with a killer sense of humour. If they can make me laugh there’s nothing like that endorphin rush; it’s a fantastic release of energy, just like a good orgasm. And I certainly like those.

That’s probably why a man with a good sense of humour has always made more of an impression on me than someone with a handsome face or who is skilled in bed. It’s a very sexy quality for a man to have; when he makes me laugh, I loosen up and then I begin to feel at ease, and then it starts to turn me on.

So I can’t read the weblogs which make me giggle the most without wondering about the men who write them. They make me feel so good that I find myself wanting to know what they’re like in real life, and if they know what pleasure they give me when they write. And that they turn me on. I doubt it.

There’s one which stands out. This guy – I’ll call him Blog Boy – has me in fits of laughter with every post. I love his style – it’s not just that it’s hilarious, it’s also very honest, and that makes me curious about just how warm and genuine he might be in real life. And yes, he makes my pants wet when I read him, even though I have no idea what he looks like or if he’s single.

That sense of humour alone was enough to make me take the plunge and email him to see if he fancied a beer. It’s probably stupid – he could be a weird internet psycho for all I know, but I still have to know what might happen if we meet up. If he’s anything like his on-line persona it could be very interesting. You never know what might be on the cards. If I get my wicked way with him, that is.

Thursday 6th January

When I tell people what I do for a living, they tend to get all excited and start asking me questions like:

‘Ooh! Do you meet lots of famous people, then? Who’s the most famous actor you have worked with?’

I wearily mention that being a camera assistant in the film industry often means having to be at work at 5 a.m. and then getting home after 10 p.m., and that the constant tiredness rather takes the glitz and the glamour off being surrounded by celebrities.

Because I am freelance, it means I also have to be ready to work at all times – with no preparation – because a job could come up at the last minute. The last minute being, for example, 6 a.m. this morning.

Last night I stumbled in drunk from a gig at about 2 a.m. and fell into bed, only to be woken by the phone a few hours later.

What cock-sucking-bastard-wanker is phoning me at this fucking hour? I thought, as I tried to recall whether I gave my number out last night and wished the painful pounding in my head would go away.

The call went to voicemail, and a moment later, I picked up my mobile to listen to the message, just in case.

It was an emergency plea. Film freelancers get a lot of these. Invariably they need you now because their regular person is ill/hungover/been sacked/gone onto another (better) project, and they’ve got work for you, but can you be there in an hour? That sort of thing.

I had to think it over: I felt rotten. Hardly any sleep, my head like a fucking vice, the knowledge that if I said yes I would have to be on my feet for more than 12 hours – none of this was appealing.

Then again there’s not much work just now and I have tons of bills to pay, so I ended up calling them back and saying I’d be there as soon as I could. Like a doctor grabbing their medical kit, I did a last-minute check on the work bag I always have standing by to make sure I had everything:


[image: image] Comfortable boots – check. [Must be waterproof, warm and not give you blisters after wearing them for 17+hours]

[image: image] Comfortable trousers with many pockets – check. [You can never have too many pockets as a camera assistant]

[image: image] ‘Coolmax’ socks – check. [To soak up the (inevitable large amounts of) sweat that your feet will produce during the day]

[image: image] Non-cotton t-shirt – check [Ditto on the sweat. Plus, having an ironic slogan on your chest always brightens people’s days and prevents boredom on set]

[image: image] Super-duper fleece – check. [It’s a prerequisite that all crew members wear a fleece with the insignia of the last film they worked on – preferably a major movie. That way, people know you are in demand, and not some small fry who only works in TV]

[image: image] Thermal leggings + vest – check. [Just in case. You never know when you’ll be standing outside for 15 hours freezing your tits off]

[image: image] Second pair of socks – check. [In case of leakage, or if your toes just get damn cold]

[image: image] Waterproof trousers – check. [Nothing like working in wet jeans, yuck]

[image: image] Waterproof jacket/coat – check. [Must be waterproof, not water-repellent. There IS a difference]

[image: image] Scarf + gloves – check.

[image: image] Warm hat – check. [If it’s waterproof too, even better]

[image: image] Work belt – check. [Must be able to carry the weight of heavy-duty tools]

[image: image] Work bag for the belt – check. [For all my worldly goods and the camera paraphernalia]

[image: image] Radio-holster – check. [For the annoyingly heavy walkie-talkies]

[image: image] Covert ear-piece – check. [So we can receive/give instructions quietly on set]

[image: image] Pink see-through lacy thong with a sequinned heart on the front panel – check. [OK, not a necessity, but after all the ‘manly’ heavy work-wear I have to don, I like to feel sexy and feminine underneath it all]



Aside from the last-minute bookings, there is one thing, one major thing that I do dislike about working in film: being knackered all the time is not conducive to my regular frigs. When faced with four hours’ sleep or three hours 45 minutes’ sleep between work, I choose the sleep almost every time. Sometimes a girl is just too tired to have a rub.

Sunday 9th January

Blog Boy has returned my email! And, I am happy to say, is flirting back with me on-line. More importantly, he has agreed to meet me for a drink next week, and I’m overjoyed.

There is something about the way this guy writes that I find utterly captivating; I have to get to know him. I probably shouldn’t get my hopes too high but I can’t help being excited about seeing him in the flesh.

I can’t help but wonder what he looks like naked.

Tuesday 11th January

Although I got a result from contacting Blog Boy, it’s clear I still need to perfect my chat-up skills because I just missed a fantastic opportunity because I wasn’t confident enough.

There I was this evening, having a relaxed glass of wine in a pub with my old college friend Fiona, and who should walk in but my number one crush of the moment: Graham Coxon. All I could do was throw shy glances towards the guy who was the guitarist in Blur. I had no idea how to approach him though. I went through the options in my head:


[image: image] The sycophantic route?
‘Hi Graham, I think you’re amazingly talented, you are a true spokesman for our time.’

[image: image] The empathetic route?
‘Hi Graham, I truly feel your angst. Your lyrics have really touched me.’

[image: image] The name-dropping route?
‘Hi Graham, I’m Abby. I used to work with Kevin at EMI; you know him?’

[image: image] The blagging route?
‘Hi Graham, I work in film. Ever thought of acting? I could put you in touch with the right people.’

[image: image] The egotistical route?
‘Hi Graham, I think you’re great. I’d love to shoot your next video. Here’s my card.’

[image: image] The chat-up route?
‘Hi there. I just had to come over and say hi – you have lovely eyes, you know. Can I buy you a beer?’

[image: image] The totally unrealistic, yet I can always dream route?
‘Hi Graham. I think you’re a superb guitarist, but I’m not sure who would win in a contest between yourself and Justin Hawkins from The Darkness. Perhaps you should bring him over to my place and then I’ll be able to decide which of you is the most skilled musician.
   ‘Of course it’s not obligatory that you are naked whilst you play, but it will give you extra points and assist me with my decision. The winner of the contest gets to shag me; the runner-up, wins a blow job. If it’s a tie, you’ll just have to simultaneously share me, I’m afraid. Best of luck!’



Obviously I did none of the above. After finishing my wine and saying goodbye to Fiona, the only bit of Graham I got close to was his voice, on high volume on my iPod. Oh well, I can but dream.

Wednesday 12th January

This desire for sex … it’s starting to interfere with work. It’s getting harder to focus when I keep checking out my colleagues’ arses. I should be concentrating on cleaning camera lenses but I’m getting distracted by the thought of cock, and if I drop such an expensive piece of equipment, no one will want to hire me.

But films crews are largely male, so I’m surrounded by men all day and this is playing hell with my current sexual frustration. I’m beginning to fantasise about shagging some of them. It’s not good; you can’t mix business and pleasure. I’m the only woman in my department and I want to be taken seriously on the film floor.

Still, I’m bored of having no action and there’s so much out there to tempt me. Surely being single means I should be having lots of fun?

Friday 14th January

Finally I got a chance to perfect my flirting skills; last night I met up with Blog Boy.

God, was he handsome. Well over six feet tall, dirty blond hair and a huge grin to match the sparkle in his bright blue eyes. Yum. As I’d expected, and hoped, he was every bit as smart and warm as he’d come across in the blog; I found myself laughing out loud at his jokes. When he went to the loo I couldn’t stop myself having a good look at his arse too. Very nice.

Five hours zipped past and I was completely relaxed and enjoying myself no end. I was doing well – even though we’d talked non-stop and got through plenty of booze I’d managed not to mention sex once. I was worried he’d be able to tell that all that was running through my head was hardcore porn images of me and him fucking, but I don’t think he caught on, thank God.

With some regret we had to end things at midnight because I had to get up for work at 5 a.m. today. It was so annoying; I just wanted to know if he was as attracted to me as I was to him, and if he wanted to see me again, but as luck would have it, as he walked me to my bus stop our arms kept touching and that made us both giggle self-consciously. I held my breath, hoping we might snog before my bus pulled up.

As if he’d read my mind, Blog Boy leaned in to kiss me and gently rested his hand on my back. I had my answer. I finally knew the attraction was mutual: we snogged for over half an hour. Sod the bus.

He got me so heated up I found it very difficult to just leave him there – I could feel his erection pressing against his jeans – and I wanted him so badly. But I had to go so that I could get some sleep before work today. Happily, we arranged to meet up again next week – just before I go away to New York on holiday, and yes, as I sat on the bus I had a big smile all over my face, and sopping wet knickers. I didn’t sleep much for thinking about him, which was a bit inconvenient after a 15-hour day on the set.

If he’s as good in the flesh as he was in my fantasy, I think we’ll be having some fun together.

Saturday 15th January

I can’t stop thinking about Blog Boy; it’s like being a school girl again, and that’s making me feel all nostalgic. It reminds me of my first boyfriend Danny and what a huge crush I had on him too.

I was 16 and naïve. Danny was tall and good-looking with dark brown hair, intense green eyes and a gruff voice. We were in English class together. The first day I saw him I knew. I said to my friend Kathy, ‘This is the guy I am going to lose my virginity with.’

And I just knew I would. And that he would be mine. It wasn’t that I was super-confident about obtaining hot men, just that I had a feeling somewhere in my solar plexus that this boy and I were meant for each other.

Within two months, we were together.

We used to bunk off class to be with each other and hang out in the park, me smoking, him smiling. And we would kiss these innocent kisses – not like now, when I get all hot and bothered and have to adjust my clothes – but the ones where you look at each other and as your lips touch, you taste sweetness and feel a spark that is intoxicating and rejuvenating at the same time.

And we would fumble. He fumbled. I fumbled. We were fumblers; inexperienced, but in love, so whatever he did I enjoyed. I adored him. He worshipped me. And when the time came, he was the sweetest, gentlest person on the planet, thinking of everything.

Him: ‘Do you have some towels?’

Me: ‘Towels?’

Him: ‘Yes, preferably dark ones.’

Me: ‘Um, dark? Towels?’

Him (whispering conspiratorially): ‘You know, in case there’s blood …’

Me: ‘BLOOD?’

Him: ‘Um, yeah, you might bleed a little …’

Me: ‘I might bleed? What? No one said there’d be blood!’

Him (trying to calm me): ‘No, no, no. Just in case though, we don’t want to mess your sheets up. I’ll be careful; you probably won’t bleed anyway …’

I trusted him, so I went and got some towels and the condoms and we got ourselves ready.

Him: ‘Now are you sure you want to do this? We don’t have to, you know …’

Me: ‘It’s now or never. Let’s do it.’

And we did. Of course there was no blood, which, after that build-up, disappointed me somewhat; I felt that maybe it should have been more dramatic or something.

But it was OK; not bad, not terrible. I think we both enjoyed it, mostly, but neither of us was experienced. He had only had sex once before and at this point, I had no idea what an orgasm was, so the experience was enjoyable but nothing to write home about.

Not that we hadn’t tried to make me climax. Boy we tried. We’d gone in search of my clitoris countless times, and sometimes I’d be shouting:

‘Yes! Yes! That’s it!’

And him (coming up for air) saying:

‘Sorry, where was that again?’

And, of course, then we couldn’t find it, but since I didn’t even know how to bring myself off at that point, there was no point expecting him to be able to get me there.

It wasn’t until a few months after we broke up that I finally discovered the pleasure of self-pleasure, which was bad timing, but I’ve never looked back since.

Monday 17th January

Yet again I’ve been thinking about sex all day. I’ve been rushed off my feet for the best part of 14 hours at work, so there was no chance of taking a sneaky break to try to alleviate my horniness. It wasn’t till I was driving home that I could finally slide my hand in between my legs and reach the part of me that had been aching to be touched all day.

Not that this was easy:



	I had three layers of clothing to get through: waterproof insulated trousers, thermal leggings and a black lacy Lycra thong;

	I had to steer the car on the motorway at 70 miles an hour with only one hand;

	I was interrupted by calls and texts whilst I was driving/playing and had to keep removing my hand to check my phone.





For almost an hour I was on the brink, but I couldn’t risk orgasm-induced temporary blindness on a dual carriageway, so when I finally got home this evening, I bolted inside, kicked off my boots, dragged down my trousers and my thermals, and tugged down my pants.

And do you know what happened? For all my randiness the 5 a.m. starts, the long day and the sleep-deprivation finally got to me, and all I could manage was a bully wank.

This is where you’ve mildly got the horn but you’re tired/had a long day/been wanking all day anyway and then you force yourself to masturbate on top of all that. Of course consent is involved, it’s not like you have to coerce yourself into grabbing your own genitals – oh come on, honey, you’ll like it, I promise! – more that you feel you should have a play, even given the state you’re in, and you really try to enjoy yourself, but your heart’s just not in it. Which may lead to:



	not being able to climax

	or it taking ages to climax

	or a climax which is hardly worth it





In my exhaustion I ended up passing out, waking four hours later with my right hand still lying between my thighs and my clit still pulsing. I was robbed! How dare I? I’d been dying for this all day and I hadn’t even had the decency to complete the task at hand. Outrageous!

So, with some determination, it has to be said, I dragged myself out of my slumber and forced myself to endure a few minutes of extreme pleasure.

This resulted in an orgasm that was far from spectacular, but still, it was delicious to imagine that it was Blog Boy’s hand doing the business.

Tuesday 18th January

I’m not sure that this diary is helping me with my sex obsession. How else can I explain sending this text to my ex, Steven, earlier today?

‘I want to taste you again. Lick and suck you deeply. I am so turned on thinking about your lovely cock in my mouth. Feel like something sweet to eat? I can be at yours in two hours.’

I sent this to the man that cheated on me with a younger woman; I must be crazy.

I quickly called Fiona to get some moral support and some sanity.

‘Why the hell did you contact him again, Abby? After what he did to you, why lower yourself? He’s just bad news; if you want sex that badly, find someone new!’ she screamed at me down the phone.

I know she’s right, but just the thought of some hot cock action stopped me thinking clearly. Thankfully, though, fate dealt me a good hand: Steven turned me down, saying that he had other plans.

So I am still frustrated but I’m very relieved that nothing happened: Steven is in my past for a good reason and I’d like him to stay that way.

Even if he was fantastic in the sack.

Wednesday 19th January

I just packed my thermals and waterproof clothing for a few days’ work filming on location and I added a few extras:


[image: image] 2 x see-through lacy pants (one black, one pink)

[image: image] 1 x satin g-string (black)

[image: image] l x French knickers (black with a cream trim)



I threw in an assortment of condoms (plain, ribbed and flavoured) too, so you could say that I have something other than work on my mind right now.

It’s all Tony’s fault. A new colleague of mine – with gorgeous eyes – he has been flirting with me all week. Our conversation is filled with sexual innuendo and it’s got to the point where even the slightest joke seems like a blatant come-on.

What’s a girl like me to do? I know that fucking someone from work is a really bad idea, but I can’t help myself – I need a shag so badly! And being away from home all week and staying in the same hotel as Tony doesn’t help matters.

It’s no good. I think I am going to have to seize the next opportunity that arises – even if it is with someone from work.

I just wish it were Blog Boy instead, but I’ve got to wait for that until filming’s over.

Thursday 20th January

Got a sweet text from Blog Boy checking we were still on for dinner when I get back from filming next week. His message was like a little shot of joy: I was standing outside for ten hours in the freezing rain today and knowing I have a date with him to look forward to really cheered me up.

Friday 21st January

I feel like a woman again. Finally I got some sex! I just couldn’t wait any longer, despite all the texts from Blog Boy – my will power had evaporated.

And what a shag it was.

Last night Tony and I arranged to meet up after work in the hotel bar. We drank some wine, made some idle chit-chat about our day on set and then moved the conversation on to sex, Tony saying he hadn’t had any for a while, me shyly agreeing, my pants already drenched.

It began to get late and with an early start this morning, we made our way to our rooms to go to bed, Tony stopping off at mine (supposedly) to ‘compare’ the room with his.

It didn’t take long for things to happen: within minutes we were down to our underwear and were frantically grabbing at each other.

I finally got naked with a man for the first time in months.

I ripped off my pants and begged Tony to fuck me hard from behind as he bent me over the edge of the bed. He was just as charged up as me; he’d made me climax four times before even entering me. We both came together and I felt like months of frustration were relieved in one go.

Trying to work today with only one hour’s sleep after all that action and then getting up at the crack of dawn wasn’t really the best idea. I almost dropped a camera lens and got shouted at by my boss, which wasn’t fun.

Plus I found out that Tony has a girlfriend. I can’t believe he neglected to tell me that. If I had known, I would never have shagged him; I’m just not the kind of woman to be some bloke’s ‘bit on the side’, nor do I want to be responsible for another woman being cheated on. I know how that feels. First Steven, now Tony: why do I seem to meet these arseholes? There must be some good men out there, who want to have some fun but aren’t attached, surely?

Monday 24th January

After a flurry of text messages over the last few days, I met up with Blog Boy again this evening at a lovely French restaurant in Soho. He looked even more irresistible this time. I could barely stop myself from looking at the curly chest hair that peeked over the open neck of his shirt. I wanted to run my fingers through it, but luckily I found some self-control from somewhere and kept my hands on the table where he could see them.

The thing is: I like him. I mean, I want to fuck him very much, but I also think he’s a great guy. I can’t help ticking off some of the boxes on my Potential Boyfriend Material checklist. Maybe it would be better to keep him on the backburner, for the future – when I’ve had some fun? Though given the opportunity of fucking him now, I don’t think I could say no, especially since I spent most of the meal trying my best not to imagine him naked.

After we finished eating, he leaned over towards me and asked if he could kiss me. So I said yes; who am I to turn down a talented mouth artist who makes me squirm in my seat?

We snogged for ages, my hands somehow finding their way down his back, his around my waist. Finally the manager asked us to leave; it was past midnight and they wanted to shut the restaurant. Spoilsports.

We made our way to my bus stop, but got sidetracked on Oxford Street, his lips firmly pressed against mine, my hips firmly fixed against his.

‘God, you’re so sexy,’ he said to me, as his hands slid underneath my top. ‘You’re a sexy, sexy girl, do you know that?’

I smiled at him shyly. ‘Thanks,’ I replied, and I gripped his arse tightly and pulled him closer to me, feeling his hardening cock against me as I did so. He grinned when he realised I could feel it too.

It wasn’t long before his hands had wandered up under my skirt to rest on my bare arse (I do so love the combination of hold-up stockings and a thong). Thank God I was wearing a long coat – my skirt ended up hitched around my waist. We kissed and groped for ages, but once again I had to break it off – I had to be at the airport for my flight to New York in a few hours.

We walked on to my bus stop. ‘See you when you get back in a week, yeah?’ he asked.

‘Definitely,’ I replied and we kissed quickly once more, then I jumped on my bus and waved goodbye through the window as it pulled away, leaving him on the pavement.

And now I am sitting here drunk, horny and happy. I don’t know what will happen with Blog Boy, but I can’t wait to get to know him more.

It’ll be difficult not to tear off his clothes and fuck him senseless when I get back from the States: I want to shag him rotten and I’m not sure if I’ll be able to hold back next time I see him.

Tuesday 25th January

Finally on the way to New York, though my late-night dalliance with Blog Boy almost made me miss my plane. I’m sitting here scribbling about him instead of watching the in-flight, but I’m still excited about going to New York, even if it means I won’t see him for a few days. It’s been years since I’ve seen my old friends in the Big Apple and I have a lot of catching up to do.

And maybe I’ll even have a little fun while I’m over there, too.

Thursday 27th January

A girl never knows when horniness might strike. It could be at work, travelling on a bus, or during a business meeting. When it does kick in, you have three options:



	Ignore the feeling and continue with what you were doing;

	Postpone the feeling until you make it somewhere safe to play;

	Indulge yourself there and then until your horniness is sated.





I found myself doing number three today in the lingerie section of Macy’s department store. I tried very hard to keep quiet about it too.

It came out of the blue. I was trying on bras in the changing room, hoping to find something that would be simultaneously comfortable enough to wear to work and unbearably sexy to all who saw it. An ambitious wish, I know.

I was stripped down to my pants and doing the old lift, hook and fasten when I noticed that my nipples were erect, sticking out like bullets, even in the stifling temperature of the cubicle. I looked at my reflection and was struck by how hard they looked in the mirror. I pushed my hands into each cup of the bra and cradled my breasts, grazing my fingers against my nipples and feeling myself getting steadily more turned on.

It wasn’t my reflection that was getting me steamed up; it was imagining what Blog Boy would see and do to me if he saw me so aroused, and that was making me wet.

I began to picture him standing behind me, his hands sliding up around my waist – like they’d been that night on Oxford Street – and then over my breasts, letting his fingers linger on the nipples, teasing them as he felt them growing firm under his touch. I went on cupping and squeezing my breasts in my hands as I fantasised about feeling his soft wet kisses on my bare skin. I pretended Blog Boy was behind me, pressing his body into mine, his rigid cock against me. When I pressed my fingers against my wet pants, I imagined it was his hand rubbing me, then pulling down my knickers and sliding himself into me.

I looked at myself squarely in the mirror. My pupils were dilated, my skin felt electric, my breath was heavy, and I was slippery with horniness. I began to rub harder, getting carried away, closing my eyes, faster now, then sliding a finger inside.

All of a sudden I heard ‘Miss? Do you need any help in there? Did you try them all on yet?’

I suddenly remembered where I was – the lingerie section of a department store in New York City. The sales assistant wanted to give me some more bras to try on. She didn’t know I was standing in front of the mirror with my hand between my legs. Not a good place to have a frig.

I was too far along and I had to finish what I’d started. With no other option, I threw my clothes on, grabbed my stuff and tried to find the ladies’ room, but Macy’s was huge; I ended up going up and down the escalators three times before I found a busy bathroom.

By the time I got there, I was throbbing, but I had to queue up with everyone else and wait my turn. I could have done with some sort of guest-list line for horny English girls, standing there with my pussy thrumming away like a fucking motor. At last I was in one of the stalls and set about preparing myself:



	Remove iPod – check

	Remove hat – check

	Remove scarf – check

	Remove coat – check

	Remove jumpers (x2) – check

	Pull down jeans – check

	Pull down thermal leggings – check

	Pull down pants (wet) – check

	Slide hand in between legs – check

	Notice the one-inch gap between the door and the wall – check





There’s a gap? For some reason, in American public toilets, either side of the door there is a gap large enough to see into. I can’t figure out if this is some government rule to prevent drug usage in public loos, or whether the people responsible for building these places were just bad at measuring up, but either way, it makes for a somewhat frustrating experience should you choose to masturbate in one of them.

So as well as having to silently frig myself into oblivion, I also had to position my body in such a way that I couldn’t be seen through the gap either. A difficult task, yes, but I am pleased to report, not impossible. With the queue tapping their heels outside, I played to my heart’s content, thinking about Blog Boy fucking me hard, and a short while later, all was well in my world.

And I managed to buy five bras after that too, so all in all, a good afternoon.

Sunday 30th January

Staying in Manhattan with Harry for the last few days has brought up a lot of old feelings. Five years older than me, I’ve known Harry since infancy. We are as close as siblings can be, without any of the rivalry you normally get between brothers and sisters. We love each other very dearly. When I was 17 our relationship changed and I fell in love with him. Although it’s more than a decade since then, seeing him now, after two years in which we’ve barely spoken has reminded me how much I love and miss him.

Our closeness was always immediate, no matter how much time or geographical distance came between us. When I was little and he came round with his mum, we would be playing together within seconds, running off to have adventures in the park out of the grasp of our parents. Harry was the one who taught me how to roller-skate; he was this effortlessly cool older kid who I looked up to and learned from, and to him I was the sweet younger sister he never had.

So when I lived with him for some months during my seventeenth year, we shared a bed together – as we always had – and slept arm in arm, cuddling till we fell asleep. It all seemed normal, until one night altered everything.

I awoke to feel Harry’s hand stroking my back. Nothing unusual; I turned towards him and sleepily draped my arm across his chest. We held each other for a minute. Even when his hand moved down towards my waist I thought nothing of it. It wasn’t until his fingers slid under my right breast and began slowly caressing my nipple that I became aware that we were crossing a boundary. I felt Harry lift my breast gently, clasp it and then trace its outline with his index finger. I was conscious that my nipple was growing under his touch, and when he ran his thumb around it, it tingled enough to make me shiver.

We pressed closer to each other, I ran my hand across his chest. I remember hearing his breath quicken as the back of my hand touched his nipple. We looked at each other dreamily and began to kiss. It was so passionate, so gentle and so innocent. Our eyes were locked onto each other, we didn’t need to say a word. It felt like the most natural thing in the world, even when Harry shifted and I could feel his cock against my thigh. Our bodies were in sync, our feelings expressed through this sexual closeness. We were two friends, hungrily searching and exploring each other, discovering the unknown parts of the other, adding to the love we already had.

So, we made love. It was amazingly intense, emotionally and physically. I truly loved him in every possible way and the time I spent with him all those years ago is something that to this day, I only recall fondly.

And now I find myself staying with him again, writing this diary entry at his very desk. A lot of years have passed since I was in love with Harry, some of them when we didn’t get on so well, some when we didn’t manage to see each other; our lives have become very separate.

But now I remember why I
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