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Margaret, 52, a grandmother
from Kent, is nostalgic for sex

John, 66, has a girlfriend,
but he still shares a house
with his wife, from
whom he is separated

The sex diaries What goes on (or not) in Britain’s bedrooms

Sarah*, 35, is a shop owner
from Brighton involved in a
long-distance relationship

I want to wear
the coloured

hippy dresses
and have sex
in the fields
like we used to’

‘‘I went from
being a
card-carrying
monogamist
to being in a
long-term open
relationship. It
works for me

’’

Worst day of
my life was

on the Tube. I
was standing,
staring at a
beautiful young
woman. She
sawme staring,
smiled sweetly
and asked if
I’d like her seat’

This morning
I wanted to

leave him. This
evening I want to
propose to him.
Anyone who falls
in and out of love
1,340 times a day
is not normal’

Thursday
8am I’mwriting this in the annex of the
home I share withmywife of 40 years,
fromwhom I’ve been technically
separated for three. But under the same

roof. The annex is not as luxurious as the
house, but in the threemonths since I’ve
moved down, our relationship is much
better because we’re no longer driving
each othermad.
8.02am If we could get back together, I
would be happier. A reconciliation would
have to be onmy terms: no arguments
aboutmoney, and acceptance bymywife
ofme theway I am. I suppose thatmeans
I need to accept her the way she is.
5pmThinking about sex. I am trying to
understandwhy it is thatmywife of 40
years and I couldn’t really get it together
sexually, even thoughwe both claim to
love each other.Meanwhile, my
girlfriend (GF) and I have an amazing
sexual relationship. I amazedmyself and
my girlfriend whenmy first performance
was, in her words, “astounding”,
particularly consideringmy age and
general lack of fitness.
For years mywife complained about

the lack of sex and I was feeling so
emasculated that I asked the doctor to
prescribe Viagra.Which he did, and I
never used.

Friday
7.15am Last night I fell asleep thinking
about work today—didn’t even think
about GF. I told her last Saturday that I
couldn’t see her, but didn’t saywhy.We
did get together on Sunday for the staple
diet of eating, drinking, Scrabble and sex.
7.45amOn the Tube.Worst day ofmy life
was on the Tube a couple of years ago. I
was standing, staring at a beautiful young
woman. Shewas raven-haired and slim
with a wonderful figure and great legs.
She sawme staring, smiled sweetly and
asked if I’d like her seat.

Sunday
1.15pmDaughter just called. The younger
one is a terrific supporter of her old dad;
the older one doesn’t want to know.
8.05pmBack home. I toldGFwhenwe
got back thatmywife and I are talking
about going away somewhere for Easter.
11pmHowwas theweekend? Absolutely
amazing. Never have I enjoyed somuch
sex in so short a time.

Extract The Sex Diaries Project

‘

I
must have the best job in the world. I
collect the sex diaries of strangers. I
find them through websites, friends
and by posting adverts. They use a
computer program to log every
thought that theyhave relating tosex
and relationships for a week. I call

them and ask more questions about how
they feel, and I edit their words. The result
is a portrait of their most private fantasies,
thoughts, emotions—and, of course, their
sex lives.Theyare totally compelling.Who
wouldn’t want to look in on their neigh-
bourandseewhat theyareupto?
What started as a magazine feature in

New York four years ago quickly became
an online phenomenon and I have now
edited thousands of sex diaries from all
over the world for my books and blogs.
Talkingabout sex is never just about sex—
it’s about all the ways we connect and dis-
connectwithpeople.
The diaries really changed my own life.

When it started I was dating and looking
only for people who I wanted to be my
future husband. Iwas 26 andwaiting to get
on the dating escalator that society con-
structs, where you go from dating to com-
mitment, marriage and children, trying to
make itall last forever.Thediariesexposed
me to a lot of options that I wouldn’t have
considered. I went from being a card-
carrying monogamist to being in a long-
termopenrelationship. Itmaynotworkfor
everyone,but itdoes forme.
Havingediteddiaries intheUSandItaly,

I can tell you one thing: Britons are wordy
people. You have a charming way of sum-
marising very basic sexual acts in more
words than necessary. There is a total
avoidance of being straightforward about
physical acts. The British diaries are
double the length of theAmerican diaries,
and it’s not because more is happening.
The British diaries are also more creative.
There is, for example, aBritishbuilderwho
has a fantasy about a post-op transsexual.
I’ve seen somuch of people’s relationships
thatmy friends come tome for advicenow.
I can’t give advice but I can give
context. One of the things that I have
learnt from reading somany diaries is that
the diarists who are happy all have two
things in common: they know what their
needs are and they feel as if they are on the
path to having them met. That isn’t quite
thesamethingashaving themmet.
For example, if youhave a couplewhose

marriage is falling apart and they agree to
go to therapy for six months and really
work on the relationship, the wife or
husband in that relationship is fairly
serenebecause theyaredoing thebest that
they can. It’s the people who don’t know
what theywant andareunhappywho tend
toblametheirpartner, leading toangstand
insecurity. For a lot of people, when they
start writing diaries it’s the first time that
they ask: what do I want, what do I need,
whereamI in this?
Even if the diarist can communicate

something to me, it amazes me how little
they tell their partner. Often the partner
has no idea and it’s really causing them
angst. They might send text messages to
their partner all day long but they are not
actually communicating what they want
to say. The first thing I learnt is that if you
ask for what you want, the chances are
substantially higher that you will get it. If
your partner doesn’t know what you are
upset about orwhat your needs are, you’re
never going to get towhere youwant to go
withthisperson.
One of the diaries that changed my

perspective a little was an American one
back in the first year of the project. Hewas
an investmentbanker.The first twodaysof
his diaries were very boring and exactly
the same. He got up, went to work, came
home, masturbated and went to sleep. It
was so boring that I almost wasn’t going to
use it. Then on day three he calls in, takes
the dayoff andgoes to the airport and flies
to the middle of America for a pre-ar-
ranged sex date with a couple. He had a
great time, went home and went back to
work the next day. This diary amazed me
because what he did sounds extreme —
but at the same time it was consensual and
soundedhealthy.
It’s really obvious when reading a diary

about a relationship that is going to fail,
because the person is doing something
different from what they are saying. For
example, a woman might say I really love
my husband, but what that person is doing
on a day-to-day basis is being passive
aggressiveandnotcommunicating.
Many of the happiest diaries are by

peoplewhoarewilling to let their relation-
ships be what they are supposed to be
rather than over-analysing and forcing it
into something that theywant.My hope is
that people will find something new about
theirsexlifebyreadingaboutotherpeople’s.
At my website — sexdiariesproject.com

— you can keep your own sex diaries and
also catch up on what happened next for
theUKdiaristson thesepages.
Astold toRuthLewy

‘

‘

LEAH NASH FOR THE TIMES / POLARIS

5.48pmRoast in the oven. Been thinking
a lot about how to reassert myself.
After somany years of being a shadow,W

Sunday
10.38amAman just walked intomy shop.
He smiled thewaymen smile when they
fancyme.When I was 20,mymum told
me that it wasOK to be fussywith guys.
She also warnedme that once beauty and
youth wore off, I could no longer be fussy.
At nearly 40, I finally understandwhat
shemeans. I’m notmarried, I’m not a
mother, my boyfriend, Josh, is 6,000miles
away. I’m scared of looking back and
having regrets.
12.05pmThe shop is empty. After being
single andwild for a decade, I found
myself an amazing boyfriend . . . around
the globe. In the beginning, I thought a
long-distance relationship would be
exciting. After one year of expensive
travels, I’m not so sure.
7.30pmWent to the pub alone.Men
are looking at me. I wish I could see the
same desire inmy boyfriend’s eyes. He’s
more respectful and romantic than
sexual—he’d never throwme on the
bed and spankme.
11pmYay! I danced! I drank! And I kept
my knickers on! I texted him all night, and
got typical responses.
I like it when he’s a bit jealous. It shows
passion. Right?

Monday
10.12amOuch.Ouch. Ouch.My head
is spinning. Sambucas. That’s all I
remember.
11.25am I haven’t had sex for three weeks
and two days. I am feeling horny. I’d love
to think that when I see him next week,
we’ll spend the first day doing it like
rabbits. But that’s not how it works with
him.He needs to be “in themood”.
12pm I’ve spent theweek thinking that I
should really endmy long-distance
relationship. Somany problems.
3.30pmThankGod I have Pat, a little
vibrator named aftermy boyfriend’s
middle name.
8pmCall from Josh, and I’mmelting.
So I do love him. Thismorning I
wanted to leave him. This evening
I want to propose to him.

9.54pm I think I am a freak.My friend
says I amnormal. But anyone who falls in
and out of love 1,340 times a day is not
normal.
10.04pm I knowwhat I need. I need a
manwho behaves like aman.
10.45pmAnd if I can’t have that, I’ll
have a woman. If this doesn’t work, then
it’s time to switch.
10.48pmTo a woman like Victoria. She
was only 19, fresh, beautiful, naughty and
very keen. I now knowwhatmen feel
whenwe are on top of them. I know how
empoweredmen feel when they grab our
hips. I know because two years ago, a
night with Victoria became themost
divine thing I’d ever experienced.

Tuesday
4.48pmPacking! Formy surprise trip!
What shall I bring? I don’t even know
where we’re going. It will be like a
honeymoon! This will bemy chance to
seduce him. I want to do something so
that he can say: Ten years ago, she did
——tome.”
10.30pmDone packing! Clothes,
shoes and accessories. But I’m dreading
the jet lag, and the usual customs
questions. Also dreading the first
awkwardmoments in the airport, when
I’mwondering whether Josh notices the
newwrinkles.
11:15 pm I can’t wait to look into his
amazingly tender blue eyes, smell
his hair, laugh at his silly jokes, fall
asleep to the sound of his voice. And I
really— Imean, really— can’t wait to
finally get laid.

She knows your
secrets: Arianne
Cohen has edited
thousands of sex
diaries from all
over the world

New York author
Arianne Cohen
has interviewed
thousands of
people worldwide
about their sex lives.
But what did she
discover when she
asked the British
to kiss and tell?
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Sex now
resembles

not overcoming
a quivering doe,
but harpooning
a beached whale’

Natasha is a worried
27-year-old expectant
mother from London

Alice, 43, is a London publicist
who uses meditation to
‘ask the universe’ for a man

Kieran, 43, is a gay journalist
from London who hasn’t
had sex for two years

Ed, 52, is a house husband
from London who misses
intimacy with his wife

Emily, 43, is a housewife from
Devon who feels trapped
by her bipolar partner

‘‘Am tempted to
enter ‘erotic
photography’
into Google.
Or shall I go
and do some
washing?

’’

Wife just got
back from

work.We didn’t
kiss or touch
because neither
of us is inclined
to do so. It’s not
a big deal. This
is not a novel’

I’ve just
completed

a year of celibacy
– a little bubble
where you don’t
have to think
about men’

It’s been so
long since

I had sex that
it seems a
ridiculous idea’

‘‘Finding
myself ogling
the ample
thigh of the
young, chubby
woman
opposite

’’

Did I mention
that he’s

a closet
transvestite?
Normal would
be lovely’

Tuesday
7.49amWoke an hour ago.W[wife]
clattering in kitchen.Mendelssohn on
radio. Imasturbate, swiftly, fantasising of
unspeakable acts withmy best friend’s
wife. In real life she looks you directly in
the eye.
2pmWatching one of my three children,
sonNo 3, sailing beneath a good sun and
in a cool breeze. An instructormentions
that he thinks buying boats for children is
a waste when they’re hopeless sailors. I
agree.
5.56pm I’ve put on the stew, telephoned
the insurance people, and I amnow
tempted to enter “erotic photography”
intoGoogle. Or shall I go and do some
washing?Hmmm.
6.06pmHad a quick look for something
in erotic photographs. Couldn’t find
much. I’d like to have had sex with all the
women I have liked.
8.09pmWjust back fromwork.We
didn’t kiss or touch because neither of us
is inclined so to do. It is not a big deal.
This is not a novel. She is tired. I heat up
the stew for her.

8:17 pmWasksme how sonNo 3’s day
has been. It’s been good. Howhas her day
been? Exhausting. She is going to bed. I
cannot stand the clothes she is wearing.
Her shoes are clumpy. She is fat. She is
beautiful. I do not fancy her right now. I
do not say any of this, obviously.
9pmHowdo I rediscoverW’s sexual
allure?My toothpick ismymost intimate
companion.

Wednesday
7.03amWoke early to get sonNo 3 off.
Grabbing a fewminutes onGoogle.
Looking but not touching.
8.30amMakingWa cup of tea. Just asked
her how she is. “It feels like it has already
been a very longweek,” she said. I said,
“Sorry”.
3.30pm Spending far too long fishing for
porn. The easy availability of porn—and
in particular the immediate access to the
moment’s fantasy—diminishesmy
desire forW.Would I have strayed
without it?Dunno. I ammarried with no
intention of being otherwise, but at the
same time, almost obsessively desirous of
the loving touch of another. I am in love
with almost everywoman I like.
I think ofWworking and guilt
overwhelmsme. As ever, I have the
nagging consciousness of my uselessness
as a breadwinner.My children are the
biggest favour I’ve done the world and are
a continuous source tome not only of
anxiety but of joy. I shall never be able to
earn asWdoes, andmy failure to earn
anything is the chief obstacle to pure
marital bliss. Although. if I am honest, a
svelte and obligingmistress in her
mid-twenties would be nice.

Thursday
8.19amWoke up, got out of bed, dragged
a comb acrossmy head . . .
9amWlost a job during the night. She
works so hard, it is heartbreaking. Still no
loving touch this week, although I did pat
her back thismorning.
12.13pmDroveW towork.We kissed
goodbye. Sweet. On to dentist.
2pm Is there something sexually
interesting about having yourmouth
worked on and pain inflicted by two not
unattractive and terrifically authoritative
women?No, there isn’t.
5.17pmWhile walkingmy dog, I passed a
woman in her late thirties with a small
child. I waited formy dog andwatched
thewoman go by, in the hope of catching
sight of a well-proportioned bottom. It
was. This wasn’t a sexual event, though. It
was simply a pleasing thing to look at,
that bottom.

Friday
8.10amMassagingW’s neck and
shoulders. Trying to stop her filling the
dishwasher.W and I discuss some
interior decoration. I’m happywith plain.
She has ideas. I accede to them.
10.47pmWand I have enjoyed our
evening sorting pictures and choosing
sofas. Naturally we argued about both,
which is as it should be.Wemay even
have sex tonight.

Saturday
6.45amAwokewith a raging erection.
The best cure for these conditions is, of

course, rampant sex.W is already up,
tidying. She simply never stops. Living
with her is exhausting, let alone trying
to keep up.
8.57amHad rampant sex! Followed by
full English. Now reading about maps.
God is in his Heaven, etc.

Thursday
7.59amUsedahypnosisCDtoget to sleep
lastnight.Workeda treat.Beinga
half-whalemakessleepmoredifficult, and

Istruggle toswitchmymindoff.We’re
expectingour first child in fourweeksandI
flitbetweenexcitementandsheer terror.
8.37amSelf-love.Not that Iwas feeling
horny—Radio4wason. I justneededto
prove tomyself that Iamstill capableof
suchthings.That I’mmore thanahuman
incubator.Feela tingeof sadness that ina
fewweeks’ time, thatpartofmyanatomy
willbeunrecognisable.
10.15amTrain.Findingmyselfogling the
ample thighof theyoung, chubbywoman
opposite. It’snotasexualurge, just
attraction to theproud fleshiness, the
arroganceofbeing fatandsensual. I don’t
possess that gorgeous sexuality.
10.17amBabykicksmetosay: “Stop
perving, you’reamothernow.”
3.59pmFeelingmyidentityasa
hard-working, eruditeprofessional slip
away.Colleagueshavestarted tousea
differentvoice toaddressme;all soft and
gooey, like there is an invisiblebaby
already inmyarms.

Friday
9.48amArare lie-in together.Talked
abouthowour relationshipwill change.
10.02amOtherHalf says: “Iwas thinking
howwe’vebeentogetherall theseyears
andI still loveyou.” Iwellup.Oxytocin is

pumpingaroundmybodytoprepare for
labourandbondmeto thespermprovider.
4.11pm Been thinking about the Virgin
Mary.Hervirginity seemsaconvenient
solution to theconflict asyoumove from
girlfriend/lover/wife tomother.Maybethe
virgin talehasbeenperpetuated for
centuriesbecause it’sagoodwaythat
motherscanstill besexualbeings.

Saturday
1.34pmWentback tobedmid-morning
andspent thehoursnapping,making love,
napping,making love.Amazing. “Thought
youweren’tdoing ‘naughty’ anymore,”he
grins.
1.45pmHegetsoutofbedandsays: “Allof
thatcan’t begood for thebaby.” I tellhim
not to thinkabout thebaby. “It’spretty
hardnot to.”

Tuesday
11.20pmOtherHalf steppedout toseea
gig, camehomepleasedtoseeme.
Headingupstairsnow.You’dhave thought
thatatovereightmonths’ pregnant,
there’dbesomesortofhealthandsafety
procedure for lovemaking,but it remains
surprisingly spontaneous, thoughsexnow
resemblesnotovercomingaquivering
doe,butharpooningabeachedwhale.

Saturday
9.13amMypartnerhas takenour
ten-year-olddaughter toLondon. Ikeep
gettingexcited texts. I’mthrilled forher.
10.01amGot tostop feelingsorry for
myself. It’snot that I’m lonely. Justnot
coping. I’mstuckathomewith twokids
anda long-termpartnerwithbipolar
disorder.Did Imention thathe’sa closet
transvestite?Normalwouldbe lovely.
1.18pmHowcanI findhimattractiveafter
everything thathe’sdone tomakeour
livessodifficult?All thatmoneygone.All
themoodswingsmakingour life so
miserable.
1.20pmWhatamI talkingabout? Ihavea
showIwrotebeing stagednextweek, just
oneof the fewchosentobeperformed.
I shouldbeproudofmyself.
1.48pm IwishIcould just gobacktobed
withavibrator forhalf anhour.Cheer
myselfup.Myson isbouncingon thesofa
andwantsmetokeephimcompany.
3pm Iwish Icould talk toPeteraboutallof
this.Talking tohim,evenonthephone,
makesme feelaliveagain. Imagining
myself away fromhere,wheremy identity
returns, bringsmy libidoback.Peter.We
metat college,hadamadaffair, thenspent
twoyearsnotmanaging toget together.A
great loss inmy life.
6.05pmListening toall thewonderful
thingsotherparkparentsdidwith their
kids thisEasterholidays. I lookedaftera
violently ill, suicidalman for threeweeks.
9.45pm IwishPeterwerenot so faraway.
Even if I could justgeton thephone to
him.Buthehas to remainasecret.My
kidswould foreverblamemefor the split.
Peter ismypast, andIcan’t let that
interferewithmypresent.
10pmMysonsleepswithme.Mypartner
andI sleep inseparate rooms,havedone
foryears.But in themornings,whenI’m
horny, I reallywishPeterwashere.

Wednesday
6.02amAwake.Wonderingwhat towear
today.Worriedaboutmyever-expanding
waistline.Andworried that I’ll neverhave
sexagain.I’m long-termsingleandI’mnot
surehowthathappenedas Iwas sexually
busy inmytwentiesand thirties. Ihaven’t
hadsexorarelationship inmore thantwo
years. It’s beenso longsince Ihadsex that
it seemsa ridiculous idea.
7amLetchedafteraguyrunning faston
thetreadmill at thegym. Ihavea
penchant for short, dark,beardedmen,
andforyears lived incountrieswhere
Icouldhone that taste.
8.15am In thecaféhavingmymorning
cappuccino, fantasisingabouthavinga
threesomewithacoupleofbeardedguys
whoaresittingatanearby table.
4.15pmE-mail frommyex.Wewere
together for 16months. Itwasgloriousat
first—the joyofdiscovery, feeling
attractiveand feeling “normal” for
havingapartner.Butwewere toodifferent
tomakeagoof it.Also, Iworked;he
spent.Weremaingoodmates.
6.13pmDinnerwithmyfriend
Andrea.She thinks that Ineed some
timetobemyownpersonafterbeing in
relationshipsprettymuchconstantly
sinceIwas 17.But lookwhere itgotme!
Feel fat andbloated.
10.58pmFlatmate is, I think,havinga
Gaydar shag inhis room: frontdoor is
locked,but theTVisonandthereare signs
of life (wallet, bag, etc).Yes,Gaydarshag.
His laptop isnot in itsusualplace,which
makesme think thathe isprobablyhaving
apornfest.Ratherhimthanme. I’moff
pornography. It started to feel abitwrong
andexploitative, andnot inkeepingwith
mynewfoundspiritual approach to life:
Buddhist-with-a-twist. (Thetwist? Iwear
leatherandIbooze.)
11.15pmThis said, canmynewapproach to
lifegetmewhereI seemyself? Ina lovely
homewithsomeone that I consider tobe
mysoulmate.

‘Extract The Sex
Diaries Project
X pillow, buffer, even I don’t actually
knowwho I am. I am certainly not the
pretty girl in the wedding photo. Nor am I
the self-effacing womanwith all the
grandkids alwaysmilling around.
Rebellion is churning in the pit ofmy
stomach. I want to wear the coloured
hippy dresses and have sex in the fields
like we used to.
10:29 pmEveryone in bed, including
[husband] Sam.He seems so accepting of
theway things are.Maybe he is right,
maybe platonic, respectful friendship is
OK and I should stop fretting about what
we aremissing and be grateful.
1:36 am I’ve been awake for a long time,
just thinking about howwe used to be.
Wewould grab any opportunity tomake
love—on hismum’s bathroom floor
(real tricky, that odd-shaped floor), in the
back of a car. The timewewaited for his
parents to go to bed and jumped on the
sofa, not realising that his younger
brother wasn’t home. He came in just as
we reached the point of no return, and
stood in the door watching us. For years
he calledmeCita—Caught In TheAct.
Little s***.

‘
Wednesday
6.56am I’vebeensinglenowfor fiveyears,
andI’mactuallyquitehappywith that, in
that Ihaveseennothingout there that
temptsme—nothing.However, Ido
eventuallywant tohavea familyof sorts,
soIamremainingpositiveandopento
opportunities.

Thursday
7amGoingtomeditate. I’vealso just
completedayearofcelibacy—awhole
yearofmeditating, cuttingkarmiccords,
“givingback”energy toexesandbeing
ina littlebubbleofnothaving to think
aboutmen.
6.30pmAnex-loverofmine is flirtingon
Facebook.WhenIdatedhimtwoyears
ago, I endedwhatwewereabout tostart
whenI found thathehadagirlfriend.
6.55pmHe’s stillonline. In truthhebroke
myhearta little and it feelsgood toknow
thathe is still “interested”, but Ihave to
close thatbook.

Friday
10amWokeupfeelingwell sleptand
horny.Anythoughtsof sexwere instantly
killedwithaphonecall frommysister
aboutherdivorce.She is still livingwith
herhusband,whoshehassecretly
recorded inhis study lookingat themost
depravedthings. Shehasn’thadagood
snog in12years.

Saturday
10.07amYouknow, I feel I’vemissedout.
I’veneverhadgoodregular sexwith
anyone.Yeah, I’vehad threesomesand
beentiedup,but inreality, they’vebeen
one-offs, and justcrazy fun.
8.48pm I’mhomefroman impromptu
walk in theparkwith thecoolguyImetata
charityevent!He foundmynumber
througha friend. Ibelieved it could
happenand it justdid, incrediblyquickly!
10.50pm I couldn’thelp feeling the
fecundityof theearly spring in thatbleak
park.Laterhaving tea, Imentionedhow
fertileourwalkhadbeen, andhe
mentionedthathiscleanermightbe
pregnant. It just struckmethat thewhole
afternooncouldbe fertile, asPhilipLarkin
said: “Thetreesarecoming into leaf /Like
somethingalmostbeingsaid.”

Sunday
12.15pmFor the first timehaven’t tolda
friendabout thewalkyesterday, as Ialways
getcrass “How’s the love life?”questions
frompeoplewhoseemto think thatmy
emotional life is for theirentertainment.
11pmJustgot in fromgroupdinnerwith
thecoolguyandamutual friend. I feel
very feminine tobewantedbysomeone
sodynamicanddominant.
11.43pmReadingbackovermywish list.
Thecool guy is, verbatim,what I filled two
foolscapsidesofmydreamdiarywith.
Absolutelyunbelievable.

‘

‘

‘

CopyrightArianne
Cohen.Extractedfrom
TheSexDiariesProject,
tobepublishedbyEbury
onFebruary3at£11.99.
Tobuy it for£9.99plus
freep&p,call0845271
2134orvisit thetimes.co.
uk/bookshop

*Allnameshavebeen
changed
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