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Five Addicts i

1
Sex

Johnny: A nice Catholic boy
overindulgesin a deadly sin.

1 was never exposed to porn growing up,
but when | moved to Los Angeles after college
my roommate showed me some tapes. That's
where it started. | was raised Catholic, so any
kind of sex was bad. Porn was about doing
the naughty, and it escalated almost immedi-
ately. When the addiction was at its worst, |
would spend 15 hours a weekend masturbat-
ing. It was all 1 did. Jerk off, go get some food,
jerk off again. But as with all other drugs,
you build up a tolerance. At the beginning, it
would take me 20 minutes to come, but after
awhile it took two hours. I'd get tired of the
same girl, so | kept buying more porn. I never
looked for it online; it was VHS tapes and then
DVDs. | hoarded them,
. . and spent more than
$10,000—I knew it

The hardest was bad when | ran
part about out of storage space in
dau'ng a my house. My inhibi-

& o) tions were gone, so
prostitute? it wasn'ta very big
Getﬂng her leap to start paying for

hookers. The bottom
to orgasm. came when a prosti-

' ' tute ended up becom-

ing my girlfriend. The
worst part about dating a prostitute? Trying
to get her to orgasm. She fucked for a living,
so getting her off would take hours of elabo-
rate role-play. It was a chore. Still, we were
together—or as much as you can be together
with a prostitute—on and off for about four
years. She's gone, and now | haven't had a
real relationship for four years. Instead, porn
is my primary relationship.

Sound a little too familiar? start here:
sarr.org

Arnold: A healthy eater has
way too much of agood thing.

Throughout grade school and into high
school, | was a chubby kid—my family over-
fed me. When a good friend of mine became
agymnast, | started training with him, and
things changed. By the time | moved to New
York City after college, | was 6'2" and weighed
180 pounds. Then came drugs. I'd do cocaine
for two weeks straight, without eating much
of anything. Afterward | needed nourishment.
Basically, that meant | ate and ate. And ate.
1 would binge on food just like I binged on
drugs. | ate healthy stuff—chicken, fish, veg-
etables—but | ate massive amounts. | would
eat until | was about to puke. | started eating
alone late at night, using food as a replace-
ment for companion-
. ship and sex. Instead

of even trying to have
Instead Of sex, | would eat food
eventrying tofeel happyand
to have sex, content. After sev-

: eral binges, | weighed
Iwouldeat.]  about265.1 got too fat
gottoo fatto toexercise. The lowest

: point came when my
EXErcise. body began react-
" ing every time | even

thought about doing

cocaine—I'd have horrible bouts of diarrhea.
If 1 got in touch with my dealer and he told me
to come over to buy, I'd immediately get the
runs. Simply having that conversation would
make me think about all the food | was going
to eat afterward, and that was enough to give
me the shits. | stopped doing coke, and now |
weigh about 220. That's too heavy, but at least
| don't eat like a madman anymore.

Sound a little too familiar? Start here:
0a.org
foodaddicts.org
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Gambling

Bob: A sports fanatic suffers
more than a few tough losses.

I've always been a sports fan. | filled out
brackets and bet with friends but never put
real money down. Eight years ago, however,
abuddy asked if | ever wagered on games.
That's when | started gambling online. | won
my first $50 bet on a football game, and soon
| fell into the gambler’s trap: the boring tele-
vised football game. It was Oakland vs. Tampa
Bay, agame | couldn’t have cared less about.
But since | love football, | figured it'd be more
interesting to watch if | wagered $50. Well, it
was, and | kept betting. | made about $5,000
in two weeks. At the same time, | lost my job.
That's when things got out of hand. Gambling
was the only way | passed the time. When
football season ended,
an Ifound myself betting
on sports | didn’t know

I ma?@d out as well. It was all via
creditcards,  creditcard, soitdidn't
was dOWl'l feel like real money.
Soon | was down

$25000, $25,000 and had no
and had lost  iob.Iwas borrowing

: money from friends
mYJOb' to eat. | was certain

' ' I'd ruined my life,

and eventually called
my parents to bail me out. But | told them |
owed half as much as | did, and they gave
me enough to convince creditors to give me
more cards. Soon | maxed out five more and
was down an additional $20,000. There was
no place left to turn. In all honesty, though,
the worst part wasn't the debt. It was the fact
that | had no gambling money. Missing the
action—that's what hurt.

Sound a little too familiar? Start here:
gamblersanonymous.org
21stepstostopgambling.com e

Drugs

John: A heroin-using musician
stops bothering with music.

1 grew up in a college town, and there were
lots of drugs around. When | was 11, all | did
was skateboard and smoke pot. By 13 1 was
taking acid and mushrooms. At 15 | was into
punk rock and opiates. The first one | ever
did was called a LOAD. It was a total ghetto
drug—four Codeine 4s and two Doridens,
taken together. We used to go buy them in
South Central Los Angeles. Eventually, | got
into heroin. It was love at first sight. | had a
monster habit midway through high school. |
would come back to school from a few weeks
on tour with a band, and while the other kids
would have acne, I'd have track marks. Pretty
soon punk rock went out the window. | just
became a skinny, lying,
. . stealing, cowardly,
hasn't-showered-in-

¥WOU1d Snealf days junkie. My par-
into my folks' ents gotarestraining
order, but | would still
house Or.‘ 3 do stuff like sneak into
ThankSngng their house when they
and stealall had people over for
Thanksgiving and steal
the purses. all the purses. The

' ' only thing that got me

clean was the threat
of prison—I was facing multiple burglary
counts—but | escaped from custodial detox
my second night. | went out a second-story
window and jumped into a tree and ran to
the street and called all my friends to come
get me. | waited for hours, freezing in a tiny
hospital gown, but no one came. There was
nothing else to do but sneak back inside. It
was Christmas Eve.

Sound a little too familiar? Start here:
na.org
drug-addiction.com

By Steven Kotler lllustrations by David Foldvari
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Alcohol

Tyler: A Cincinnati college kid
nearly leaves Las Vegas.

1 didn’t drink all that much in high school,
but | started drinking a lot at college—just like
everyone else. When | turned 21, | got an
apartment. | thought it would be cool to have
beer in the fridge instead of making someone
buy it for me or finding a party that had it. But
once my student loan money came in, | start-
ed to buy beer all the time. Before long | was
in bad shape. | moved into a new place with
different roommates and decided to get my
act together, but | was afraid my next round of
loan money wouldn't arrive because I'd failed
all my classes the previous semester. Well, |
had good reason to worry. For three months |
lied and told my roommates it was on its way.
But by the fourth
.. month | knew it was
over. | decided there

I Slept n was nothing else to do
random but leave. [ had $70
buildings my grandmother had

N given me as a gift. So |
forfivedays filed my backpack
and chugged with alcohol, slung it
booze. over my shoulders,

and wandered, first
' ' just around campus,
then around the city in
general for five days. I'd sleep in random build-
ings, going to the bathroom wherever | could.
The whole time | was just chugging booze.
This was in the middle of winter—but | had
enough alcohol, so | didn’t care. When the
cops finally picked me up and brought me
home, everyone in my life—seemingly every-
one I'd ever known—begged me to get help.
That was rock bottom.

Sound a little too familiar? Start here:
alcoholics-anonymous.org
smartrecovery.org
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