

    [image: cover]


  



  

     

  




  Abby Lee, aka Zoe Margolis, is a writer, journalist and TV pundit. She is a frequent contributor to the Guardian and the Observer among

  many other publications, and a regular guest on Sky News. Her book Girl with a One Track Mind: Confessions of the Seductress Next Door was an international bestseller, translated into

  sixteen languages.




  Zoe’s blog, Girl with a One Track Mind, which began in 2004, has had over 7 million visitors, and it won the Bloggie Award for ‘Best British or Irish Weblog’ in both

  2006 and 2007. The Observer ranked Girl with a One Track Mind as the 24th ‘most powerful blog in the world’ and nerve.com named it ‘the world’s most

  famous sex blog’.




  Zoe has also been the subject of a Channel 4 documentary, The Sex Blog Girls and her book is being adapted into a screenplay and stage play.




  

    Praise for Abby Lee and Girl With A One Track Mind


  




  ‘Witty, moreish and incredibly explicit’ Guardian




  ‘A radical new voice . . . a publishing sensation’ Channel 4




  ‘[A] shining star’ Time Out




  ‘Insightful’ Sun




  ‘Fearlessly frank’ Independent




  ‘Cheerfully neurotic, unapologetically political’ New Yorker
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  ‘This is a message for Zoe Margolis,’ the woman’s voice said. ‘I’m a reporter for the Sunday Times and we’re

  running a story on your being Abby Lee, the author of the anonymous sex blog and book Girl with a One Track Mind.’




  I barely made it into the bathroom before I vomited.
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  A few months prior . . .








  

     

  




  MARCH




  Friday 17th March




  I slept over at Tim’s last night after going to the pub. Tim and I are old college buddies: it’s been some years since we ended up in bed together and

  concluded from that we were better suited as friends. Nowadays we just talk about everything related to dating, rather than acting upon it; handily this enables me to get the no-holds-barred

  low-down on blokes and shagging: something all straight women would like to have, I’m sure. It’s so nice to have a male friend like Tim to whom I can put my explicit questions, and to

  be able to converse about sex with him without any threat to our friendship.




  During the night I woke up and had to pop to the loo. On the way to the bathroom I encountered something rather surprising: Tim sitting on the living-room couch in the dark, naked, with the TV

  on.




  ‘I was just watching the game,’ he said defensively, as he grabbed a cushion and covered himself with it, quickly switching the channel as I entered the room.




  I laughed and pointed to the pillow. ‘So, you normally watch football nude, then?’




  Embarrassed, he clutched it closer to his groin. ‘I know what it looks like, but I was just watching the game, honestly.’




  I raised an eyebrow at him. ‘How long have we known each other? C’mon, Tim, there’s no need to be shy; if you were bashing one out, that’s fine by me. Go right

  ahead.’




  As I spoke, I was recalling a faint memory of him stroking his cock next to me in bed. I remembered how he used to grip his shaft in his left hand and gently tug his balls with his right and I

  wondered whether, ten years on, he still used the same technique.




  I stood there looking at him continue to blush and realized that my thoughts were inappropriate; we are just friends, and the days of sexual experimentation between us are long gone. Time to get

  that thought out of my head, pronto.




  ‘I’ll just pop to the loo – you go right ahead and do whatever it is you were doing before I interrupted you,’ I said, stifling a giggle.




  ‘I wasn’t wanking!’ he exclaimed. ‘I promise.’




  ‘Yeah, right,’ I snorted.




  I walked off towards the bathroom, leaving him to get on with it. But, admittedly, in the back of my mind I was wondering what it might be like to watch him wank again.




  

    // posted by thegirl @ 1:44:00 PM


  




  Saturday 18th March




  It’s not easy being a Girl with a One Track Mind, you know. Not only am I preoccupied with sex, with a libido that exceeds most men I meet, but being the anonymous

  author of a popular blog based on my sex life really does take it out of me. Keeping up the façade which I have had to create in my life, in order to be able to maintain the secrecy of my

  blog, wears me down.




  I began writing my blog a few years ago because it was a space for me to express myself freely, truthfully and honestly; where, as a woman talking about sex, I would not be judged. That’s

  not to say that I don’t attract some horrid, hateful responses to my blog, because there are many, but being anonymous means I can avoid personal attacks. Given some of the vitriol I receive,

  I’m thankful for this shield of protection. Not all the emails and comments are cruel: in fact the majority are supportive, and people genuinely seem interested in thinking about and debating

  sex, rather than just being titillated. What’s been nicest of all are the supportive emails I receive from women: so many of us, it seems, are Girls with One Track Minds.




  Sometimes, I wish I could tell my friends just what it is that I do at home, after meeting up with them; I wonder if they’d be more surprised by my immediate hopping online to post

  something new on my blog, or by my incessant post-martini wanking. I’m guessing the former would shock them most, but I dread to think what they’d make of the latter. The thing is,

  I’m not ashamed by the things I’ve done or written about, but I’d hate my nearest and dearest to read my innermost thoughts and feelings about sex, in addition to reading all the

  explicit details. Nor do I want to be judged by my colleagues on the lifestyle I lead: no doubt I’d never be taken seriously at work again, which would make my job in the tiny community of

  the film industry almost impossible.




  So I keep up a pretence with my friends, I lie to my family and I creep around at work; no one suspects that I’m leading another, very busy, but secret, anonymous life online. And I do

  love that life: I enjoy the response my blog receives, I like the contributions and comments people make after reading something I’ve written; I find it cathartic being able to write about

  the sexual adventures I have had. But as the blog becomes ever more popular and interest in it grows – in a few months it’s going to be published as a book – I worry that it risks

  people finding out who I really am. ‘Girl with a One Track Mind’ has been the place where I’ve truly opened my heart, and laid everything bare, but behind the ‘Abby

  Lee’ sexblogger online persona lies me, Zoe, an average thirty-something woman who just wants the normal things in life: a career I’m passionate about; a happy, fulfilling relationship;

  and great sex.




  Obviously I’m most concerned with the latter. Well, for now, anyway.
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  ‘I think it’s great that we’re not having sex any more,’ I remarked nonchalantly, sipping my beer.




  Amidst the hubbub of the busy north London pub, Blog Boy took a slow swig from his pint and then leaned back, a bemused expression on his face. I watched him for clues, waiting for the familiar

  laughter lines to appear around his bright blue eyes, but they didn’t, and suddenly the atmosphere around our table seemed quiet.




  ‘What I mean,’ I clarified, stammering a little, ‘is that with all that happened, I’m relieved we’ve managed not to have sex and remain friends over this last

  year.’




  And I truly was. With him knowing all about my blog – after all, he’s an anonymous blogger too, and naturally we first met online – I have always felt relaxed with him. I guess

  it was inevitable that I would fancy him – and god, did I. We ended up seeing each other over many months, during which time I developed feelings for him and wanted us to enter into a

  relationship. Sadly this wish wasn’t mutual: evidently we weren’t a match. But I was OK with how things were left between us because despite my disappointment, we still stayed in touch,

  and I’m really happy we are able to be friends now. Not to mention we also enjoy each other’s company – hence our outing tonight to hear some live music.




  ‘But,’ I continued, treading carefully, ‘I think the sex thing between us will always be there: I’ll probably always feel attracted to you.’




  Blog Boy smiled at me, finally. ‘Yep, and me too with you. You can’t just switch that off . . .’




  I relaxed and smiled back at him. ‘We just have to make sure we don’t act on it, not give in to our desires: that way our friendship will be fine.’




  Blog Boy grinned in agreement and we raised our beers in a mock toast. At that exact moment, a pretty thirty-something blonde woman approached us. A little tipsy, she grab-bed the table for

  stability and leaned in towards me.




  ‘Is he your boyfriend?’ she said softly, with a suggestive wink.




  I looked over at Blog Boy, our gaze meeting in a mutual ironic smile, which led me to reply, ‘He might be,’ as I grinned back at the woman flirtatiously.




  ‘How long have you been together?’




  I paused, trying to think of an accurate answer. ‘We’ve known each other a few years . . .’




  ‘You look very happy,’ she said, wobbling slightly in her high heels.




  ‘We’re just fine, thanks,’ I replied, stifling a laugh and throwing Blog Boy a look.




  ‘Well, then, I don’t want to interrupt your evening,’ she said, smiling, ‘but could you please spare a cigarette? I’ll pay – whatever it costs. Anything you

  want for it, I’ll give you.’ She swayed a little in Blog Boy’s direction and I raised my eyebrow at him to see what his response would be.




  Because he’s sweet-natured, unlike me, instead of stating a reasonable demand, he simply reached into his packet of cigarettes. ‘Here you go,’ he said, offering her one.

  ‘Enjoy.’




  ‘Oh, it’s not for me, it’s for a friend,’ she replied, but took the cigarette anyway. She stroked each of us on the arm, thanking us profusely as she did so. Then she

  bade us farewell and wished us a pleasant evening together, squeezing us both on the shoulders as she left. At this, Blog Boy and I exchanged a brief look of surprise; instinctively I knew we were

  both thinking the same thing.




  I quickly turned to watch her shapely figure move away from the table and felt the blood rush to my head and my heart begin to thud loudly. I wasn’t sure if it was the excitement of having

  just seen the band The Bravery perform live not even half an hour before; or if it was due to the large amount of beer I had drunk; or whether it was being faced with a sexy voluptuous woman quite

  obviously flirting with us both, but whatever it was, I suddenly felt impulsive.




  ‘Do you realize you could have asked her to do anything for that cigarette and she probably would have?’ I said, smirking at Blog Boy mischievously.




  With a stupefied grin on his face, Blog Boy laughed. ‘Yeah, I guess . . .’




  ‘I mean, honestly, she would be up for it, I’m sure.’




  Blog Boy smiled again, but this time more hesitantly.




  ‘Seriously, she is. I know it.’




  I swung round for another peek at the woman and turned back to Blog Boy. ‘Jesus,’ I whispered to him conspiratorially, ‘if I had noticed what nice breasts she had when she was

  standing next to us, I would have asked her to press them into my face in return for that cigarette.’ I turned to look at her again.




  ‘Actually,’ I continued, even more enthusiastically, ‘I would have asked her to rub them against your face. She’s got great boobs, look at them!’




  We both fixed our gaze on the woman: her tits were indeed great. In fact, all of her was great: just my type, actually. Rubenesque, a big bum, buxom: the exact kind of woman I go for. (Given I

  only have Sapphic leanings about 2 per cent of the time, I am extremely fussy and quite shallow about the type of women I find sexually attractive.) Unable to tear my eyes away from her curves,

  like some kind of drooling character in a cartoon, all sorts of sexy thoughts entered my head and the pounding in my chest became almost unbearable.




  ‘I could get her to do it,’ I said to Blog Boy, eagerly and with sudden confidence. ‘I know I could. If you want me to, I will. Honestly, if you want her tits in your face

  – and, quite frankly, I wouldn’t mind seeing that – I bet you she would do it if I asked her.’




  Blog Boy shifted in his seat a little. ‘No, don’t. It’d be embarrassing.’




  ‘You don’t want me to ask her? Don’t you think she’s sexy?’




  ‘It’s not that. I mean . . . She’s very nice, yeah. It’s just, well, oh, I don’t know . . .’ He trailed off and I knew the potentially heated moment would be

  lost unless I acted on it quickly.




  ‘I won’t embarrass you, I promise,’ I reassured him. ‘I tell you what: how about a kiss instead? Would you like that? I know she’d be up for it; I guarantee

  it.’




  He smiled shyly at me and bit his lip. ‘OK, I suppose . . .’




  Before he had even finished speaking I had turned to look at the blonde woman who was now standing just a few feet from our table. I observed her chatting away with her friend and I tried to

  think clearly, but my mind was racing with adrenalin and excitement. A few seconds later, she saw me staring at her and smiled at me. I immediately gestured to her to come over; as I watched her

  sashaying in my direction, I took a deep breath and hoped for the best.




  When she arrived at the table, she bent down and rested her hand on my shoulder. She was so close to me, her silky blonde locks grazed my face and I could smell the arousing, yet subtle, scent

  of her skin. Her large breasts, tantalizingly, were just an inch from my face and I fought off the temptation to lift my hands and cup them gently.




  ‘Hello again,’ she breathed and leaned in closer so her ear was against my mouth. Electricity rippled through me. Didn’t she know what effect she was having on me? As if she

  read my mind, her hand, still resting on my shoulder, travelled smoothly to the nape of my neck; I could feel each of her fingers delicately pressed into my skin. I took this as a sign it was OK

  for me to touch her too: I rested my fingers on her hip and as I began to whisper in her ear, my fingertips lightly traced a small circle into the exposed flesh above the waistband of her

  jeans.




  ‘You know before, when you said you would do anything for a cigarette?’




  ‘Yes?’




  ‘Well, there is something I would like you to do.’




  ‘What?’




  ‘My friend: he likes you.’




  She pulled back from me slightly and fixed her eyes on mine, searching my face for clues. ‘I thought you said he was your boyfriend?’




  I shook my head. ‘No. We’re just friends – good friends.’




  ‘Oh. I see.’ She seemed relieved and she readjusted her position closer to me, once again allowing me a whiff of her.




  ‘Yes. And, well, he thinks you’re really sexy.’




  She giggled. ‘Oh really?!’




  ‘Really. I do too: you are very sexy.’




  ‘Well, so are you.’




  I paused, taking in what she was saying. ‘Um, thanks . . . Would you kiss him?’




  ‘Kiss him?’




  ‘Yeah.’




  ‘Just a kiss?’




  ‘He’d really like that, yeah.’




  ‘I don’t want to do anything else.’




  ‘No, of course not. Just a kiss, that’s all.’




  ‘Well . . .’ She shifted back and hooked me with her smile. ‘If I get to kiss you too, then I will.’




  ‘Of course, that goes without saying.’




  The words came out of my mouth before I even had the chance to think them. And a split second later, her lips were on mine and her fingertips were softly caressing my face. Time stopped and all

  I was aware of was the faint taste of mint from her mouth.




  Fuck, I thought, I’m actually kissing her: it’s this easy. This is how you get to kiss a sexy girl: you just proposition her! Out of the corner of my eye I quickly peeked to see if

  anyone in the pub was watching: not even an eyebrow raised. But then this is Amy Winehouse’s local, so I guess they’re used to people drunkenly snogging in public.




  With her soft mouth pressing firmly against mine, my mind raced. What exactly did I want her to do? I mean, I knew my objective, but faced with it actually happening, I suddenly questioned my

  motivation. That I fancied her there was no doubt, but why on earth was I proposing that she snog Blog Boy? Was it because he was my mate and I was doing him a favour? Was it because some part of

  me – the old me, when I had fallen for him – wanted to witness his pleasure, because it would give me pleasure? Or was it just that I, a Girl with a One Track Mind, am obsessed by all

  things sexual?




  My conscience ached. I felt like I was objectifying her, taking advantage of her drunken state for our titillation, and ‘lezzing it up’ for Blog Boy: this was definitely a porn

  cliché I couldn’t subscribe to.




  With these thoughts spinning around my head, she moved away from me and over to Blog Boy, planting a large, brief kiss on his bemused smile, whilst I watched, equally confused and aroused.




  Suddenly she resumed her position in front of me and, in one quick move, leant down to kiss me deeply again. All anxiety and worry I had was immediately dispelled by the intense throbbing

  between my legs. This wasn’t about exploitation, or sexist objectification, or even pleasuring Blog Boy. This was about me and her and how turned on I was, and at that moment I didn’t

  give a fuck about anything else: I could have very happily kissed her all night.




  But the kiss ended as it began: swiftly. Grinning at me, with a glint in her eye, the blonde woman turned and left our table. I found myself in a state of shock, looking over at Blog Boy, whose

  face clearly matched my own stunned expression.




  ‘What just happened there?’ he asked.




  I shook my head. ‘I don’t know. I really don’t.’




  He laughed. ‘You just made a girl kiss me!’




  I slowly nodded.




  ‘And you!’




  ‘Evidently . . .’




  Blog Boy and I continued musing on the events and drinking our beers until closing time. Then we said our goodbyes and separated with a smile: the perfect way to end an evening with an ex-lover,

  especially given how painful it had been for me when things didn’t work out.




  But it wasn’t until later that a sudden, frustrated thought struck me: something more might have happened tonight – but not with Blog Boy. I might be a bit crap with men, but you can

  multiply that by a thousand when it comes to women: if only I didn’t have such shit ‘gaydar’ perhaps I wouldn’t have been making my way home alone on the night bus . . .

  Damn it.




  

    // posted by thegirl @ 0:12:00 AM


  




  Sunday 19th March




  I’ve been thinking that some of my blog readers might assume that I’m well versed in girl-on-girl action: a sex diarist should be successful in all sexual

  ventures, right? I’m really not; I may have a one track mind, but I’ve had as many crap shags as good: I’m not always successful in sex. So, with the events of last night ringing

  in my (hungover) head, I’m reminded about the first ever lesbian experience I had: what a nightmare that was.




  I was always bi-curious, I think, but have felt very hesitant about pursuing that aspect of my sexuality. For starters, I much prefer to fuck men. And I neither represent, nor am I attracted to,

  either the ‘butch dyke’ or the ‘lipstick lesbian’ stereotypes, so I’ve always been rather sceptical about exploring another woman sexually.




  However, the desire to experiment was there, so when Claire, a friend from the writing class I took in my early twenties, suggested I go to a lesbian bar and offered to help me try to pull, I

  jumped at the chance. Claire was a lesbian, so hopefully she would know the ropes and point me in the right direction; she said she’d give me some tips on chatting a woman up –

  ‘Just talk to her!’ – and on making the right approach at the right time. Given my previous attempts at chatting up women had only resulted in my managing to smile at a pretty

  girl from afar, it was clear my picking-up-women technique needed some assistance.




  After settling down into a prime position in a Soho lesbian bar, I hoped we would spot some talent. It was odd being in an all-female environment: I felt strange, even uncomfortable, ogling

  women in the same way I usually ogle men. But Claire and I gulped down copious amounts of wine, which helped me relax a lot, and before I knew it I was distracted by an intense conversation about a

  writing assignment. I was excited about being there, of course, and wanted to scout around and catch a few girls’ eyes, but I was trying not to be rude and ignore Claire: after all, she was a

  good friend and had generously offered to assist me – the least I could do was give her eye contact and converse properly.




  As the evening went on, though, and the early hours neared, and I was no closer to looking at another girl, let alone chatting her up, I found myself getting drunker and more frustrated: why was

  Claire so intent on having a deep discussion about writing projects with me? Surely she wanted to advise me about chat-up lines and how to approach cute girls? She was there to help me pick up a

  woman, right?




  Wrong.




  Over time, I had always tried to ignore the way Claire’s eyes frequently dropped to my breasts as I talked. I put this down to the fact that, yes, my tits are big, and yes, it might be

  hard for her not to notice them. But I dislike people staring at my breasts when I am speaking and, given the situation in the bar, was now feeling pretty uncomfortable that Claire’s eyes

  were glued to them. She barely gave me eye contact as her gaze continually fell to my nipple line. Fine, she likes my breasts. I can deal with that. But at some point she leaned across the table

  and grabbed hold of my arm, stroking it from my shoulder down to my hand, clasping my fingers in hers, saying, ‘You’re so fucking sexy, god, I like you so much. I want you.’ And

  then she pulled me to her and kissed me deeply.




  I was so shocked I didn’t know what to do; this was entirely out of the blue. We’d been friends for a year: I had no idea she might fancy me. But at this point, analysing it was

  irrelevant: Claire had her tongue down my throat.




  The thing is, I just didn’t fancy her. Although Claire was very pretty – luscious, sleek auburn-red hair, deep green eyes, trim, svelte body – she just wasn’t my type.

  There I was, being snogged by a girl who I didn’t find sexy, and who also happened to be my friend, and at that point I should have pulled away, had some strong moral words with her about us

  not getting sexually involved, said goodnight and made my way home.




  But by now – and in public, I might add – she was running her hands across my breasts, making my nipples rock hard. With her deft fingers stroking and cupping my tits, I felt my body

  respond to her touch and between my legs I began to ache, yearning to have something to relieve the pressure building up there. I felt my breath quicken and looked at her, this slender, petite

  woman I wasn’t particularly attracted to, and tried to think.




  With a combination of alcohol and the heat between my legs, I selfishly didn’t end it right there. OK, so her tits are non-existent; and she is skinny; and she has no arse. Not to mention

  that she is my friend. But she is a woman; and she wants me; and my pussy is soaked and needs attention; and I am drunk. And if I close my eyes and concentrate really hard, maybe I can just pretend

  she is Salma Hayek.




  So – I am ashamed to say – I pulled her to me, kissed her deeply and started caressing her breasts, teasing her nipples like she was doing to me. And when she then suggested having

  sex in one of the toilets, I followed her downstairs enthusiastically.




  It wasn’t long before we were stood in front of each other naked, her slender body appearing tiny next to mine. It suddenly struck me why I dislike skinniness in my sexual partners: I need

  them to have a strong physical presence like me, or else I feel like I dominate things. And because I like to switch roles in bed – being both submissive and dominant – similar body

  shape and size are preferable.




  Or, in other words, I don’t want to feel like a huge gallumphing cow having sex with a flimsy flower – that just doesn’t turn me on.




  But I was trying to ignore all that. After all, I was horny as hell, a pretty girl was naked in front of me and I was finally about to get intimate with another woman. So, shallow selfish person

  that I am, I concentrated instead on the task at hand: moving closer to her so she could press her tits against mine.




  Finally, porn gets it right: this is as great as it looks!




  I rubbed my nipples against hers, feeling the throbbing between my legs increase as I did so. She slid her thigh in between mine and we ground our hips against each other. It felt so good

  – even if it was a little frustrating because I kept wishing she had a cock to slip in between my legs, rather than just her slim thigh.




  Still, moments later, I had a bit of relief: she slipped her fingers between my legs and I did the same with her. It was a miniscule celebratory moment for me: the first time I ever felt the

  inside of another woman’s vagina and I was struck by the wetness, heat and tightness – it’s just not the same when you touch yourself.




  With her fingers rubbing me frantically and my orgasm approaching, I leaned in to kiss her, and that was when she whispered the magic words in my ear, ‘I’m so in love with you. I

  want you. Come back with me, I want to make love to you all night.’




  Which of course made my climax disappear spontaneously.




  There was I, selfishly enjoying having drunken sexual liaisons with a woman I didn’t fancy, who was also a close friend, and she had the audacity to be in love with me. Great. I

  couldn’t have hoped for a better introduction to lesbianism.




  It certainly wasn’t like that in the porno.




  My horniness deflating like an erection caught out by a ripped condom, I pulled out my fingers from deep inside her and tried to explain that I just wanted to be friends – which was a bit

  contradictory, given that my fingers were still soaked with her juices. But she deserved honesty from me, and although she was upset about my abrupt ending of our heated embrace, I know it was

  better to have nipped things in the bud, so to speak, than to let anything develop any further.




  You see, it’s one thing to have drunken sex with a mate, but it’s another thing entirely when they are in love with you: the sex becomes loaded with anger, people get hurt,

  friendships get damaged. Claire and I fell out some time after our dalliance, and I’ve not seen her in over a decade, so having sex with another friend is not something I plan to rush into

  again.




  I’m happy to say that most of my ex-lovers are friends of mine now: we’ve realized that we’re better suited as mates who don’t have sex. Even though, admittedly, it can

  be a bit frustrating sometimes if you’re both gagging for it.




  Thank god for vibrators, is all I can say.




  

    // posted by thegirl @ 10:21:00 PM


  




  Wednesday 22nd March




  Thinking about my night out with Blog Boy, and the snog off that gorgeous girl, made me realize something: I don’t believe in luck.




  Let me rephrase that. I don’t believe luck can be made, as if some people have a knack in striking lucky and some people don’t. No. I believe in chance. Taking chances. Putting

  yourself in a position where there is an equal chance of failure or success, and accepting whichever comes your way.




  I do this regularly, though I am often not aware of it till much later. People who know me ask me how I have the balls to:




  

    

      Demand a refund due to the terrible projection of a movie in the cinema?




      Send food back in a restaurant when it’s not exactly what I ordered?




      Greet Ken Loach as if he were an old mate (he’s not)?




      Ask for a job from someone I have just met?




      Walk up to a stranger and ask him out for a drink?


    


  




  And when I think about it, I really don’t know how. I mean, it’s not that I am not scared to do all these things – I am. I have a delayed reaction, I guess;

  the fear doesn’t hit me till later, usually when I get home, and then I think to myself, ‘What the fuck did I just do??’ – just like I did with that woman and Blog Boy.




  I understand that to others I may seem super confident, outspoken and flirtatious, but inside, I am shitting bricks like everyone else.




  It is in my nature to be outgoing and assertive, and I think I also enjoy taking chances and putting myself on the line, especially when it comes to men. Maybe I like the thrill of it. I mean,

  as well as the possibility of failure, there’s also the chance of success – and both get the heart racing. Take the following examples over the last year:




  

    

      asking the sales assistant who was helping me try on ski trousers out for a drink (he had a girlfriend).




      walking up to a guy I had seen on the studio lot where I work and asking him out to dinner (he had a girlfriend).




      chatting up one of my gym instructors (he had a wife and kid).




      meeting a guy from a newspaper personal ad (we ended up shagging).




      chatting up a guy on the bus (we ended up shagging).




      following a cute guy around in the supermarket (he had a boyfriend).




      flirting with a guy in my local newsagent (both of us with the Guardian, him with a smile, me in a hurry – haven’t seen him since).




      asking a total stranger out for a beer (haven’t heard back from him).


    


  




  All of these situations have made my heart beat a little faster, which must be good for my soul, if not for my nerves. And even though I have been gutted (to say the least)

  about the ones that didn’t work out, at least I have taken chances and put myself ‘out there’.




  Without risk, there is no serendipity. Life would be exceedingly dull. And a dull life is one not worth living, I reckon.




  Even if I do cringe on a regular basis, wishing I hadn’t been so forward . . .




  

    // posted by thegirl @ 9:33:00 PM
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  APRIL




  Sunday 2nd April




  I don’t talk about my job on my blog, for fear of discovery, but it is something that is a hugely important part of my life – alongside sex, of course. I love

  being a runner in the assistant director’s department on feature films. It may be the bottom rung in the department, but when you’re on set you’re an ‘A.D.’ just like

  all those above you, and people come to you with questions about the running order of the day. So I primarily take care of the actors (and their egos), and co-ordinate action on set, whilst trying

  not to collapse from exhaustion doing 70+ hours a week, month in, month out. It sounds tough – and it is – but I love it: once you have the movie buzz in your blood it never leaves

  you.




  I do struggle, though, especially being one of the few women on the film set, and the only woman in my department.




  But there are some advantages to this:


  





  

    

      	

        1. 


      



      	

        No one forgets my name, even with a shooting crew of 100+ people.


      

    




    

      	

        2. 


      



      	

        Many of the crew feel protective towards me and look after me like I was their sister or daughter.


      

    




    

      	

        3. 


      



      	

        Guys jump to my aid with any favours I need (tasks to be done; heavy things to be carried, etc.).


      

    




    

      	

        4. 


      



      	

        I am frequently offered cups of ‘builder’s’ (very strong) tea.


      

    




    

      	

        5. 


      



      	

        Cakes from the afternoon break on set are always saved for me.


      

    




    

      	

        6. 


      



      	

        I get a lot of attention from other crew members.


      

    




    

      	

        7. 


      



      	

        All the guys flirt with me, which helps to relieve the boredom on set.


      

    




    

      	

        8. 


      



      	

        I get chatted up by various crew members; given that many of the guys on set are young, fit and strong, this can be quite enjoyable.


      

    




    

      	

        9. 


      



      	

        Being surrounded by blokes means I get to ogle bums and crotches all day and fantasize to my heart’s content.


      

    




    

      	

        10. 


      



      	

        Whilst the men’s banter on set can be graphic and full of innuendo, I have an unending supply of sarcastic replies that soon shut them up.


      

    


  




  

    But there are also some disadvantages to being the only female on the set of a film:


    



  




  

    

      	

        1. 


      



      	

        As soon as a pretty actress walks on set, all the blokes ogle her, leaving me ignored – not helpful when my job hinges on my ability to issue instructions to the

        crew.


      

    




    

      	

        2. 


      



      	

        Many of the crew are threatened by me and undermine me at every opportunity.


      

    




    

      	

        3. 


      



      	

        Some guys will obstruct the tasks I need to do just to show that I am less competent than them.


      

    




    

      	

        4. 


      



      	

        I get asked, ‘Make us a cup of tea, love,’ every five fucking minutes by any number of random blokes on set. (See here!)


      

    




    

      	

        5. 


      



      	

        I rarely eat cake (or any of the other stodgy, high-fat food we get provided with at work), so end up offending the kind-hearted men who are trying to fatten me up at

        tea-time.


      

    




    

      	

        6. 


      



      	

        Being the focus of attention is not always appreciated: when you look rough from working so many hours, or are feeling down, it’s exhausting having to project

        happiness all the time – women are expected to look beautiful in my industry, and if you don’t, you basically don’t exist.


      

    




    

      	

        7. 


      



      	

        Having to deal with constant flirtation distracts me from my work, plus it makes working relationships on set less professional.


      

    




    

      	

        8. 


      



      	

        I dislike being chatted up by middle-aged married men; I have no interest in being their ‘bit on the side’ (a frequent occurrence in the industry). Sadly, they

        are in the majority on the film-set floor.


      

    




    

      	

        9. 


      



      	

        Being surrounded by fit blokes all day can be frustrating because I don’t have time to relieve the tension between my legs.


      

    




    

      	

        10. 


      



      	

        Dealing with constant sexual innuendo and harassment can be exhausting, and I regularly have to fend off personal attacks.


      

    


  




  

    But really, I suppose I’d just be happy at work if:


    



  




  

    

      	

        a) 


      



      	

        I was doing fewer hours.


      

    




    

      	

        b) 


      



      	

        I was treated with more respect in general.


      

    




    

      	

        c) 


      



      	

        I had a boyfriend who was willing to turn up during the ten minutes I get for lunch and sort me out with a quickie in the toilets.


      

    


  




  

    I’m back at work tomorrow, on a quick commercials shoot, and somehow I doubt that any of these are going to happen – but I live in hope.


  




  Tuesday 11th April




  Over the years I’ve had some weird emails from readers of the blog. Many of these are nice – in fact most of the emails I receive are supportive and friendly

  – but a few are disturbing, either because they’re abusive, or graphic, or just plain odd. I guess it comes with the territory, writing so openly about sex and my sex life; it also

  doesn’t help that I am a woman doing so: I’m sure male sexbloggers don’t get emails from people threatening to rape them.




  I received such an email tonight, and it made me cry. I desperately wanted to tell one of my close friends about it – Fiona, my old college friend; Kathy, a childhood school friend; even

  Tim, my sex-gossip partner-in-crime – but to do so would destroy my anonymity. I would lose all the security I feel, and the freedom of expression that I have in my writing. God only knows

  what they’d think about my broadcasting every last detail about my sex life on the Internet; I shudder at the thought of them reading my blog. It’s not that they’re prudish, but

  it’s so personal it’d be like them reading my diary.




  Ironic that I don’t care if millions of people read my blog – because they don’t know who I am – but it would destroy me if my nearest and dearest did. I hope they never

  do.




  Monday 24th April




  I’m back on a feature film for a few weeks of shooting, and this means one thing. I’m not referring to the early mornings, or the stroppy diva-like actors

  demanding frequent cups of tea, or being given mundane tasks to do by my boss. No, I’m talking about chatting up cute men on the new crew; it’s one of the (few) perks of the job.




  So I was delighted that a flirtation with a sexy special effects man – I’ll call him Adam – on another film set has now transferred to the new movie I’m working on. Our

  banter has become increasingly sexual – as conversations are wont to do on a film set – and I have really been enjoying our chats. Until, that is, he began to argue with me, this

  lunchtime.




  ‘The main advantage to being a man,’ Adam said, ‘is the fact that I don’t need to take off my work belt when I go for a piss.’ He tugged on his radio holster to

  emphasize his point.




  I couldn’t disagree: our work belts are cumbersome, heavy and especially inconvenient when needing the loo. A well-practised balancing act is required if you need to sit down on the

  toilet, so as not to drop your walkie-talkie in it. And if you’re horny and needing some release, you’ve got five minutes of negotiating with holster-removal just to be able to gain

  access: not good, if you’re in desperate need of a quick frig.




  It was true – being a woman on a film crew is a disadvantage. I nodded at him and shrugged in agreement.




  ‘And,’ he continued, ‘we don’t get periods or childbirth or anything like that, so really, you’ve got the bad end of the stick being a woman.’ He looked at me

  triumphantly and I suppressed my desire to hit him. Hard. Annoyingly, though, what he said was valid: it’s a struggle just to get past basic discrimination like bosses not hiring you because

  you might, at some point, get pregnant. Even once they’re hired, women are paid less, treated with disrespect and suffer regular harassment on film sets, so it seems women can’t

  win.




  Then it occurred to me: one female quality that beats anything men have; that there is one skill that, were they to have the chance of experiencing it, would make men beg and plead to be a woman

  just for one day.




  ‘Well,’ I said, fixing him with a steady gaze, ‘there is one area where women have the advantage. And nothing men have comes close to that.’




  He stared at me, a confused look appearing on his face. ‘What’s that, then?’




  ‘Two words. One of them is multiple.’




  ‘Multiple what?’




  ‘If you have to ask, then clearly you are missing out,’ I said, flatly.




  As it dawned on him what I was insinuating, he glared at me. ‘Well, I’ve got two words for you too.’




  ‘Oh yeah? Which two?’ I replied, and expected him to say, ‘Fuck you.’




  He looked at me jubilantly. ‘Every time.’ He shot me a sarcastic grin.




  I burst out laughing.




  ‘What’s so funny?’ he demanded. ‘You’re the one missing out: at least men come every time.’




  I couldn’t help but utter, ‘If it’s only the once, then it’s definitely you who’s missing out, my dear.’ I carried on laughing as I walked back to the office,

  turning to see him still staring at me, even more confused.




  For the rest of today I had a smile on my face, thinking that if he knew just how many times I normally climax during sex he would be eating his words.




  As well as possibly eating something else – but he’s definitely blown his chance for that now: chauvinism’s my number one turn-off.




  

    // posted by thegirl @ 8:45:00 PM
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  I want to talk about orgasms.




  Granted, it’s not the first time I have talked about them, but I feel it’s an important subject. This is because I regularly get emails (from both women and men) asking me advice on

  how women can achieve better (or any) orgasms. When I hear that supposedly around 25 per cent of women never climax during sex, it makes me sad, as well as angry: surely it should be a

  woman’s right to always come? It bloody well is mine, I can tell you.




  But I’m no sexpert, so I’m not going to suggest techniques to help women get off. However, being quite partial to the odd orgasm or five, I’ll put my two pence in – for

  what it’s worth.




  I haven’t always been multi-orgasmic – far from it. In fact, the first couple of years I had sex, I never climaxed at all; the men I was seeing were far more skilled in achieving

  their own climaxes than helping me obtain my own. With them fucking like jack-rabbits, it was all over and done with in two minutes, leaving me horny – and unsure what to do.




  At the time, I remember complaining to an older friend of mine that I didn’t know what an orgasm felt like. She replied, somewhat incredulously, that if I never explored myself with

  masturbation, I would have difficulty climaxing, regardless of how good in bed my partner was. ‘Mama knows best,’ she said, winking, and suggested I should get to know my nether regions

  better, with my fingers or a vibrator.




  So I did. Whilst I’d masturbated before, it had always been half-heartedly – and never resulted in an orgasm – but now I had an objective. I took my friend’s advice and

  attempted to master the art of self-exploration, dipping my hands between my legs at every opportunity – I was a keen student, you see. I learned a lot from my constant playing:


  





  

    

      	

        1. 


      



      	

        That I could climax easily.


      

    




    

      	

        2. 


      



      	

        That certain types of stimulation get me off quickly.


      

    




    

      	

        3. 


      



      	

        That I love orgasms.


      

    


  




  

    When I discovered just how easy it was to give myself pleasure, I felt robbed: all those times I had had sex and not climaxed – not enjoyed the divine goodness of an

    orgasm – and yet the guy had always come. How unfair was that?


  




  It wasn’t the bloke’s fault, though. It’s too easy to lay the blame on men for women’s lack of orgasms. Sex is an interaction between two people (usually), not just one

  ‘giving’ another pleasure. That’s not to say that some men aren’t responsible for some lame sex (and believe me, I have shagged a few crap lovers in my time), but in my

  opinion, the reason most women don’t climax is because:


  





  

    

      	

        1. 


      



      	

        They lack confidence in bed.


      

    




    

      	

        2. 


      



      	

        They are insecure about their bodies.


      

    




    

      	

        3. 


      



      	

        They feel ‘dirty’ somehow about their enjoyment of sex.


      

    




    

      	

        4. 


      



      	

        They are uncomfortable with asserting their needs.


      

    




    

      	

        5. 


      



      	

        They are unfamiliar with their bodies.


      

    


  




  

    It is the latter point that I am concerned with here: how can women expect to climax if they don’t even know their own bodies? There’s no point expecting men to

    know what turns us on if we don’t even know ourselves.


  




  I am saddened reading comments from women on my blog who complain how they just ‘lie back’ because they ‘know’ they’re ‘not going to come’ or how they

  just ‘don’t feel comfortable’ about sliding their own hand between their legs, whilst in bed with a partner, to ensure they climax too. Or, worse, that they fake a climax so that

  their partner won’t feel ‘inadequate’. It depresses me immensely to hear this from women: not only are they missing out, but their partner is too – what man doesn’t

  want to feel a woman come (around his cock, over his fingers, under his tongue)?




  I say to the women who have difficulty climaxing: go and fiddle with yourself. Immediately. Discover what your vulva feels and looks like; become familiar with your arousal and what turns you

  on; focus on your pleasure. Every woman is different: clitoral stimulation might work for you; G-spot pressure for another; penetration might get you off; perhaps labia rubbing is your thing.

  Whatever it is, you won’t know it until you’ve tried it, so grab a toy and have a play. At the very least, you’ll have fun trying, so why not get stuck in?




  Being knowledgeable about their own bodies allows women to be more active in their pleasure, as well as increasing their confidence: a clued-up woman who frigs a lot is far more likely to grab

  her lover’s hand/head/cock and stick it between her legs in just the right place than one who doesn’t masturbate and rarely (if at all) climaxes. And a woman in touch with her body

  – and who has developed self-assurance (and self-esteem) through self-pleasure – will have no problem reaching between her legs with her own hand whilst in bed with a partner. Whilst

  she might do this because it turns both of them on, she also might do it to ensure she will climax – which always helps if the bloke lacks these skills.




  I think it’s time women took the pressure off men; removed the expectations of them being responsible for ‘giving’ us orgasms. Instead we should become more active in our own

  pleasure, taking charge of ensuring that we too will get off, regardless. Because not only will that mean women will enjoy sex more, and feel more relaxed, but as a result, men will too – a

  win/win situation.




  So, ladies, get busy and get those fingers sticky. Just make sure you have enough batteries.




  

    // posted by thegirl @ 11:21:00 PM


  




  Tuesday 25th April




  I could be getting a little paranoid, but after my conversation with Adam at work yesterday, he has been giving me strange looks today, and it made me wonder: has he read

  the blog? I mean, it’s unlikely that he has, but with its ever-increasing popularity, it could just be a matter of time before one of my colleagues skims over it, and wonders if they know who

  Girl with a One Track Mind is. I’ve tried to be careful online, never alluding to my job role on set, or using real names, or even which actors I might be working with, but it’s

  possible that if I talk about sex at work and then write about it on my blog, then someone could put two and two together and realize that Abby Lee is me, Zoe.




  I don’t know, perhaps Adam’s odd glances were just because I’ve been ignoring him since his ignorant ‘women can’t come’ statements, and maybe my worries are

  all in my head. Still, what with the book coming out soon, I can’t take any risks: I’d better be quiet about sex and keep my mouth shut at work a bit more, I think.




  Although, saying that, I would open it again given the chance to suck the new camera assistant’s cock: he’s a sexy bastard and it’s been bloody ages since I had a shag, damn

  it; I’m not exactly an ‘active’ sexblogger right now.




  Wednesday 26th April




  On set this morning, I got into a very deep conversation with one of the grips – I’ll call him Alex – and, in contrast to Adam, it showed me another side

  to the whole blokes-at-work stereotype.




  We’d been watching a gorgeous baby being filmed in a scene, and I made a comment to him about how cute it was and that seeing it had made my heart melt a little.




  ‘I’m broody too, you know,’ Alex volunteered, and he looked at me mournfully.




  I gazed back at him, raising my eyebrows in mock sympathy. ‘Oh, of course; and being twenty-four, you’d know all about desiring kids.’ I shook my head in mild exasperation.




  ‘Actually, I’ve wanted kids since I was nineteen,’ he said. ‘So the last five years have been quite frustrating for me, still being single and all.’




  I studied his expression for a moment, trying to detect the usual film-set sarcastic banter. His face was serious; too serious. I couldn’t figure out if he was for real.




  He continued. ‘Look, I know it’s probably not cool for me to say it, but I do want kids. I want to settle down. I want to meet someone special and share my life with them. I’m

  not getting any younger,’ he added.
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