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key

We asked every contributor certain facts about themselves and included their answers at the end of each letter. Some contributors didn’t answer every question, and in those situations responses have been listed in the order they were provided:


	Age

	Ethnic group and nationality

	Religion

	Annual income

	Sexual orientation

	Relationship status

	Children






introduction

What happens when women speak the unspeakable? When women write down the fantasies they’ve only ever whispered to themselves – or, perhaps, never dared whisper at all – and boldly carry them into the light?

This was the question at the heart of Want.

In early 2023, I asked women to tell me what they think about when they think about sex. The idea came after I read Nancy Friday’s 1970s cult classic My Secret Garden, preparing to play sex therapist Jean Milburn in the TV series Sex Education. It was a book that challenged the cultural dialogue (or lack thereof!) around ordinary women’s sexual desire. Collecting and publishing women’s anonymous sexual fantasies, Friday revealed that women weren’t lacking fantasies, they were secreting them away like contraband. She proved that women had richer and kinkier desires than society had acknowledged – and, even more shocking for some, had as diverse and erotic an inner life as men. Her book allowed women to peek over the fence at one another’s private worlds and realise that they weren’t alone. She normalised sexual fantasy as a healthy part of every woman’s life.

While the book opened up a colourful world of desire, I was equally struck by the way these fantasies revealed how much women were ashamed of, kept to themselves, and never expressed. So many women shared their sexual frustration, and sadness (despite the sexual revolution!), that what they wanted wasn’t necessarily what they were getting. These unvarnished, funny, and relatable fantasies were also sometimes tinged with shame and guilt. Many women had never experienced an orgasm, and many still felt embarrassed about sex and the nature of the fantasies they had. But the book marked a moment of change: in publishing these fantasies, taboos were turned on their head, fears and truths were shared – women saw themselves on the pages within. It made women reflect: it started a critical conversation; it was a quiet revolution.

Half a century later, you’d think the rulebook would have been shredded – gender, desire, identity all tossed into the cultural blender. And yet I wondered: have women’s internal landscapes really changed? Are they freer in their own heads, or just better at pretending? I wanted to hear from everyone – every age, every cultural identity, sexual identity, every relationship status. Their longings, their frustrations, their private ‘surely I’m not the only one in the world who. . .?’ moments. I wanted them to describe their fantasies, what they felt was pleasurable, forbidden, sexy; I wanted to hear about their joy, their fetishes, their insatiability, their longings. As Friday wrote in her original introduction, ‘In trying to understand what it is to be a woman, neither nationality nor class helps define us so much as the honesty of our feelings about ourselves and our desires.’ I wanted to know, despite all that has changed, are women still the silent sex? And from our fantasies, what can we learn about what it means to be a woman today?

When we put out that initial call for submissions for Want, the first collection of anonymous sexual fantasies, I had no idea what sort of response we would get. But the letters poured in. Women wrote from crowded cities and quiet kitchens, from countries with restrictive laws and from offices where they’d stolen five minutes to type something brave. Reading letter after letter, each addressed ‘Dear Gillian’, I was struck by the trust these women had instilled in me to safe-keep their fantasies, sharing deeply personal stories and desires, their truths, their vulnerability, and their long-held hopes and dreams. I saw the world today reflected in the letters – fantasies about robots set in a tech-run future, fantasies from hard-working women and mothers tired of making every decision, fantasies that mirrored books and films like Fifty Shades of Grey and anime, or fantasies that captured the voyeurism of our social-media-immersed lives. I was moved: we had managed to create a space of inclusion, of acceptance and of non-judgement, where a multitude of women could write openly and honestly, confiding their secret sexual imaginings, leaving their fears, at least in part, at the door. There was a sense of exploration, adventure and discovery in their letters. Yes, they told me what they wanted deep down inside. But in so doing, they told all of us who they were.

As the great Belgian psychologist Esther Perel commented when I appeared on her podcast: ‘Fantasies reveal you at your most bare; they tell truths about you that are hard to get at otherwise. They reveal not just what you want sexually, but what you want emotionally and psychologically. Once you understand it is a coded language for some of our deepest emotional needs, wishes, fears, aspirations, rather than just plain sex, then it reveals yourself in a way that is irresistible. And once you find yourself with a huge gap between the permissible and the possible, then you cannot stay in your seat. [Fantasies] are that powerful because a good fantasy states the problem and offers the solution.’

Wow, I thought, who knew fantasies could be that constructive and valuable, but also how exciting because, once you acknowledge what they reveal about you, you can’t unknow it. It’s a profound self-reflection and personal growth.

After carefully selecting the letters to include in Want, I knew we had something special. But the prospect of releasing these letters out into the world made me, I will admit, conscious of my responsibility. Women entrusted these letters to me, they were addressed ‘Dear Gillian’; I had to keep them safe and honour their anonymous revelations. I had also submitted my own fantasy which was included in the collection so I experienced this vulnerability first-hand. I saw myself as a caretaker of the letters. What if they weren’t received well? What if they were mocked? What if the response led to women being less open, more alone in their desires? What if my role as an actor, rather than a real sex therapist or expert, undermined the project?

The response to the publication of Want in September 2024, however, was astounding and quickly allayed my concerns. An instant bestseller, these letters were being read by hundreds of thousands around the world. Podcasts, television programmes, magazine and newspaper interviews followed. The media were making time to talk about women’s desires, and they wanted to talk to me about it and to talk about it among themselves. They embraced all of it.

As part of the book tour, we held live readings where actors, authors and comedians gave expression to the anonymous letters. I will never forget the feeling of standing in the wings of the Royal Festival Hall, the Barbican Hall, the Royal Albert Hall – spaces that have hosted symphonies, award ceremonies, major sporting events – and hearing women’s most private imaginings echoing off the walls. Fantasies that had once been secret were suddenly filling these grand halls, taking up space, and being received with respect, recognition and joy. It was electric. It was liberating.

These public events also gave me the opportunity to talk to some of Want’s readers. It was quite overwhelming to hear how passionately everyone engaged with the letters. The courage and raw honesty of the fantasies had had a significant impact on women – how they thought, how they felt about themselves. Many of the readers I talked to told me that the letters inspired them to think about what they wanted in all areas of their lives, not only in the bedroom. I learned that we live in a world where, for many women, asking for what you want feels incredibly difficult. We had provided women with a space to be curious about themselves – and each other – free from consequence. The book and the discussion around fantasy was a key, one that gave women the chance to begin a new conversation. One not only about arousal and sexual pleasure, but also about the desire for a life with agency; about making dreams come true and having the courage to take action. Through all the publicity and ongoing public discourse about Want, I hope the authors of the letters themselves are aware just how many lives they have touched.

As part of the promotional tour in the UK, we commissioned Edna Edna, the female-led brand experience studio, to create an installation – a confessional booth featuring interactive walls. With pink silk curtains one walked through to reach the inner sanctum, the booth was a bit like a vagina. Inside, women read and listened to readings of the fantasies from the book, and were then encouraged to share their own. One day as the team was setting up, a man approached and asked about this mysterious pink box. When it was explained to him, he paused, then reflected: ‘I’ve never thought about women’s pleasure before.’

How telling. My guess is that this man is not the only one who has never considered women’s pleasure. But what can we expect if knowledge is not handed down or taught? If today, in 2026, the mere mention of women’s pleasure is shrouded in shame? Indeed, such is the taboo that as much as 95 per cent of online promotions relating to women’s pleasure, and not just sexual health but maternal health and well-being, are blocked by the very search engines and social media platforms that dominate so much of our daily life.

Obviously, there are many, many men out there who take great pride and joy in pleasuring their female sexual partners. In fact, I received wonderful and grateful feedback from men telling me how much they loved reading the letters, some because they found them hot, and others who said they’d learned a lot. A number said they felt they understood women better. Others declared they were buying the book for their wives and sisters. One man told me he had bought it for his teenage daughter, in a bid to counterbalance the insidious discourse of toxic masculinity online.

As I continued to speak with readers and journalists around the world, it became increasingly clear that Want had unlocked so much more than we had ever anticipated. Women – people – had needed this book. We had opened a door and I wanted to keep that door open.

So we did. We sent out another invitation for women to share their fantasies. Where the letters in Want had been intimate monologues – rich and raw – addressed to me, these new letters felt like they were written to the community we had created: a broad-shouldered space in which to nurture an exciting dialogue between us all. When the letters came in I was struck by the confidence that defined them, as if Want had paved the way and created an environment that encouraged women to really spill it. In this new collection of letters, so many of the women aren’t just sharing their fantasies, but unpicking why they have them. As one woman writes, ‘I’m grateful for the space to write this letter – I feel like I understand myself more now.’ Some of these letters contain fantasies that bleed into the realities of the women’s day-to-day lives, where fact and fiction aren’t always clear. Others have fantasies that they would never want to happen in reality. There is also an unapologetic brazenness to many of the fantasies. I felt there was often a sense of questing and questioning; these women may not yet be who or what they want to be – or wish they could be – and are aware of the discrepancy between their erotic yearnings and what they see as their reality. These women are owning their right to take up space; their right to reveal and say whatever they want to say, feel whatever they want to feel. Many of these women admit they have ego; yes, they say they want things; and yes, they want, well, more.

Which brings me to the title for this book. The word ‘more’ kept calling not just because these letters reveal more bold sexual desires or come from more diverse voices, but because more is a rallying cry: to want more, ask for more, explore more, discover more. This book is about having the audacity to demand more in a world where, so often, we are not heard. And it is an affirmation that our sexual desires are not frivolous – they are fundamental.

The voices in this book come from women living in fifty different nations, from Azerbaijan to Australia, India to Ireland, Brazil, South Africa, Sweden, Iceland, Turkey, Japan, China, and more. The sweep of actual lived experience, and the range of different cultural, social and religious influences, is breathtaking. And yet the themes in these fantasies are universal: desire, shame, power, vulnerability, connection.

The book is divided into five sections and each section reflects a different facet of sexual fantasy. ‘Crave’ is about longing. ‘Ask’ is about voice. ‘Dare’ is about risk. ‘Adore’ is about intimacy. ‘More’ is about expansion. But, above all, this book is about agency. About the radical act of saying: I want, I need, I deserve more.

As one woman writes:


When you publish the collection of these letters, I dream that I’ll find mine tucked somewhere inside, on a page I wasn’t looking for. And I’ll smile, knowing I don’t need to hide any more. Maybe someone else will read it too – and feel a little braver. Yes, my fantasies are full of women who know who they are. Who don’t rush and who love deeply. Some might say that’s impossible. But isn’t that what fantasies are for? To believe anyway?

Reading your first book really helped me to not feel so alone. I realised I was part of a village of women from around the globe that all had wonderful, healthy sexual desires.



I was staggered by both the beautiful writing and the creativity at play in these letters. The fantasies you are about to read are bold, nuanced, intricate and moving. And they are so compelling. They speak about longing and of risk, intimacy and power, shame and liberation. They speak to the complexity of our minds and our imaginations. And in many letters, women are not just imagining – they are remembering, reflecting, reclaiming their histories, their lives, their relationships, their bodies. In so doing, they are offering us a richer, more textured understanding of desire – of what it is to be a woman today.

To every one of you who finished your letter and pressed send: thank you. Your words matter. Your stories matter. You matter. And to everyone reading this book: welcome. I hope that as you read More you find something that resonates. Something that brings you pleasure. Something that challenges you and makes you feel seen and less alone. And perhaps more than anything, I hope it inspires you to crave, to want, to dare, and to own that you too want MORE.






crave

The erotic imagination is unique. Our sexual fantasies have the power to fulfil many of our most basic emotional and psychological needs, but first and foremost they serve to bring us sensual pleasure. They intensify sexual excitement and arousal, and ultimately satisfaction. Happily, too, because they exist in our minds, in the realm of the imaginary, we can conjure them at will, when we want, and as often as we want, like having our very own X-rated movie on which we can press play and rewind, and edit at whim.

That’s the thing – often, as women, our real-world pleasure is minimised, trivialised or regarded as dirty. The multi-billion-dollar porn industry is made by men, for men, with both men’s fantasies and men’s pleasure driving its viewership and its success. It is only in the last few years that there have been creatives and platforms genuinely placing women’s pleasure, from a woman’s perspective, at their core.

What has also become clear as we hear from women across the globe is that, sexual pleasure within relationships, and what each party might most desire from the other is rarely spoken about. This is the bit that interests me – the ways in which women continue to shy away from speaking up in order to get our needs met. Living in a world where our wants and desires are rarely put front and centre, being able to express what we want – or even really knowing what that is – seems to be the biggest challenge. As I know too well, it’s not always easy finding the words, or being able to translate what sometimes feels intangible to the tangible.

Once again, in More, I have included my own anonymous letter. And I must admit that, once again, I put off writing it for a really long time. I was curious, as I procrastinated, what exactly my nervousness was about. It wasn’t until I eventually forced myself to sit down and start that I realised how challenging it was, despite being able to talk very openly about sex, to find the right words to describe my fantasy, images and scenarios that have existed in my head for some time. It wasn’t so much about making the letter perfect or interesting to read, I simply found that to write about the sex act, and about pleasure, with any grace and eloquence was surprisingly hard. I found I really didn’t like writing certain words, not because I’m prudish, but because, somehow, those words just didn’t feel right. They felt smutty, which was not my intention. I wanted my letter to be sensual, sexy, intimate, startling. It was fascinating to be made aware of my limitations not just as a writer but as an openly sexual being.

But, also, I felt as I knew others had about the process of writing it down; that I was giving something of myself away. I felt not just vulnerable, but that I was in some way betraying myself in the process. Exposing the imagery of my private arousal to the air was a deeply intimate act and I hadn’t expected to be so shy about it.

Many women told me that their sexual fantasy felt too sacred, and to give it words, write it down, in a book to be read by hundreds of thousands, might somehow diminish it. I respect this sentiment not least because I felt it myself. And it makes me doubly grateful to all the women who felt like that and wrote it down anyway. For me, pushing past that and hitting send felt like a most unselfish and radical act, and it is with that same humility that I accept the gift of your courageous admissions. One confession, however: in order to grant myself the same anonymity as every other letter-writer, the identifying details of my submission have been changed.

Reading your letters, I continue to marvel at how bravely, evocatively and specifically you women have been able to translate their desires to the page. The fantasies in ‘Crave’ are complex scripts of the erotic imagination. They pulse with intensity, with hunger, with the ache of wanting. They speak of longing – for touch, for connection, for surrender, for that sense of being wholly filled and overwhelmed. These are the fantasies that consume us, distract us, turn us inside out. The ones that never leave us; the ones we return to again and again.

Each fantasy is rich in evocative sensual detail, taking us into a host of imagined spaces – the heavy garlic scent of a warm restaurant kitchen after all the customers have gone home; the ticking quiet of an office after hours; the pulsating noise and screaming guitars of a heavy metal concert; or the sun-bleached paving stones of an ancient Roman bazaar. But, importantly, for me, here women are articulating an intimate narrative of their inner lives, and in so doing, write about something deeply emotional and particular.

There is so much rawness, complexity, and joy here – I learned a lot about how different we all are in terms of what we crave from an exchange with another person.

In the first chapter, ‘Touch Me, Feel Me’, the letters are visceral, sensual, describing that irresistible, all-consuming touch of skin on naked skin, flesh meeting flesh. There is a sense of quietness and slowness to these imagined encounters, each long lingering touch and kiss described in wonderful cinematic detail. I got goosebumps as I read. One woman writes: ‘The way she touches me, it’s like she’s writing something into my skin, something permanent.’ Another writes: ‘I forget everything but the way he feels. . . skin to skin. We don’t speak. Just move together. . .’ And this: ‘heavy, hot breathing and long caresses with achingly wet kisses followed by a slow and deep rhythm that still feels like I’m part dreaming but also overwhelmingly alive. We become so melded together it almost hurts.’

In ‘Fill Me Up’, for the women, no matter their sexual orientation, it’s all about penetration. For some, the fantasy is a penis. As this woman writes: ‘I need a penis to fill me, to come and bloom inside of me. . .’ Or this woman, ‘size really does matter’: ‘I want,’ she writes, ‘to feel the thick, veined length dragging against the walls of my cunt that have never been touched like that. . .’ For others, though, it is tentacles and beaked mouths, muscular octopuses and rippling snakes – or the sleek, dark trunk of a beech tree.

In ‘Take Me, Hurt Me, Don’t Hurt Me’, the highlight is that sweet spot between tenderness and pain with fantasies featuring an array of erotic accoutrements – silk ropes and blindfolds, metal collars and handcuffs, tall red boots and tightly laced corsets, even an ingenious mechanical ‘sex machine’. Here is a hunger for surrender, of owning and being owned. As one woman says: ‘This is what I’ve always wanted. To be simply and completely his. . . I cry when he takes [the collar] off. I want to stay in this tangle of desire and lust and spit and sweat and come and love and protection.’ Here you feel the push and pull of desire in its purest, most fundamental form – the kind that engulfs us, and refuses to be ignored. Just a note, however, that many of the letters in this section explore real violence, trauma and acts that may be triggering, uncomfortable or offensive for some readers. Please read with care.

To crave is to feel deeply, desire intensely, and to admit, even if only to ourselves, that we want more. Perhaps, through that admission, we can begin to breathe life into that want. In this section, you will read fantasies that are wild, tender, bold and touching. You will hear women who are unafraid to name their hunger. And perhaps, in a word, in a turn of phrase, in an explicit longing, you will find a reflection of your own desires, your own cravings and, more significantly, your own truths.
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