IN JUNE 2005, I WENT TO MY FIRST
EVER MEETING FOR LOVE AND SEX
ADDICTS. I resssured myself thar [ didn't
belong there — on the ourside, I was an
academic with a successful career and a
lovely home Bor 1 was also 41, single and
desperace to change my life. T sat and
lisrened, trying not to associare myself
wirth rhe woman mllking shonr having sex
in 2n alleyway with a stranger. One man
described how he crepe away from his
fancée’s bed at night to cnaise porn sites.
His voice crumbled 25 he said he was
rerrified he'd lose her As [ sar chere, I
starced to shake. I belonged here afrer all.

"Like me, these people couldn’t stop
whar they were doing, even when it burr
them. They'd lost jobs, homes, marriages.
So had 1. Foeger everything you'd imagine
about a sex addice: T was 2 straighe-A
student and only lost my virginity ar
university. Bark chen, | was juss like any
ocher student, experimenting. Bur in my
final year, [ fell bard for a man for che frsc
ume. We dared, slepr rogether, and then
he rold me he didnt wanr o see me. Thar
was the moment [ f]l in love, and ic took
me months to get over it. My friends
begged me o forger sbour him, but most
women can emparhice: the moment 2 man
pushes us away, we cling on harder.

My cwenties were a whir of one-might-
stands. As a freelance journalise, my life
lenr irself m crazy nighes our and losr
weekends. Laderte culture was 2t ics zenich
— we were liberated, we were feminisrs, we
could break the mould. 1 sleeady knew
thar [ had a raste for danger My friend
Stasia was my partner in cnme, bur we
never went for the same guys. She called
my tasee in men “shiny penny syndrome™
— it was danger and drama char turned me

o | jusc thought [ was advenrorous,

flving the flag for independent women,
striving against the conventions of serdling
down. My childhood had been anything
bur tradivional: my dad left when [ was
four, and my mum was a parry girl 1
spent years trevelling around with her, as
her drinking spiralled our of control.
“Thar'’s when it hir me. | knew someone
else belonged in chis room: my mother.
She was the originsl love junkie. She'd
pick up men in bars chen bring chem
home_ Firer 1 would hear whispers, chen
laughrer A bed creaking. I tried to drown
our the sounds with my radio. She'd pick
up men essily, bur spend months getting
over them — addicred o the highs and
lows. I doa't know if she ever got over my
farher and I never gor to ask her She hung
herself in 1977, on New Years Eve.
“When [ was younger, she would mke
me to bars and leave me doodling on beer
mars wiile she firted with men She had
2 penchant for men who trested her badly.
Ir's hard m believe, bur Mum was a blue-
blood Boston debuance, educared and
bezuriful  She lost custody of me when 1
was 12 and | was mken into care. Bur »
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far from seeing chis as tragic, [ always
assumed it had been the making of me.
I seemed ro thrve on change- ar each
different school I went to, I mede my mark
in a different way. Lirrde did I know thar
those years with Mum would become =
descructive blueprine for the next 20 years.
‘As an adulr, | was cermin I was m
congrol. Afrer all, T didn'e ger wasted on
drugs or donk. Bor 1 never went home
alone — flirang With men was what raised
my heart rate. Whar I hadn't noticed was
thar my pulling buddies were vanishing —
they were meering Mr Righr and sercling
down, while I was stll going for men
who were patendy nor hushand marerial.
When I was 31, I metr Eddie. He was the
archetypal “rormured arnise™, a paineer wich
a druzg habit who lived wich bds ex and
daughrer, becanse it was “convenient”. My
friends wonld have ron a mile from such
zn unsuitable unavailble man. Bur this
is whar reeled me in. Our cwo-year
relanionship was as descrocrive as it was
passionare, from having chreesomes o
lerting men wanch s have sex. I was
desperate to Iive up to his image of me as
a free spirit and did anything w keep him.
“When things wich Eddie came ro an
end, | numbed che pain with a string of
sexual encounrers. Falling in “love™ gave
me a jolt. Arousal became my chemical fix.
I've lost count of how many men I had sex
with — it was in che bundreds. 1 was inan
alrered stare, drugged on “love” and hooked
on aronsal There was 3 woman, Ivena who
I met ar = yoga class and had 2 three-way
relarionship with. There was Wincheseer, a
porgeous dancer who wrote me poetry but
forgor my birthday. And there are the ones
whose names I can't remember — many are
simply “boy on the hill after pary” or
“man at bar”. Amazingly, I dida't see
anything unssisal shour ir. [ reliched the
facr thar I was “the wild one”. 1 rold myself
thar my fnends gor s chrill from hesring
my crazy storcs, 25 they'd rurned “square”

and had serded into a sexless exisrence with
some dull man. Bur chings changed when
I curned 40 — the friends who cared werent
lznghing any more. They dared o wonder
our loud how [ could be so independent,
and yer pur up with so many concrolling
and abusive men I'd bemaan the fact char |
hadn’t mer Mr Right ver — I really ¢ r
it was just bed lock thar I badn't found
him ar 3am i a lare-nighr drinking den.
“The turning point came when [ was 41.
I got pregnant by Spencer, who I'd met on
a daring websire and fallen for (despite the
facr thar his nickname for me was “Tis™
and he'd senr me a list of faws m work oo
if our relationship was to wodk). I realised
thar this was my kst chance to have a beby
and decided Spencer was The One. Bar ar
six weeks, I miscarnied. I was devastared —
ir inally dewmed on me rhar [ drd wanr all
thar stuff, 3 home, a family. Spencer reacted
by breaking up with me. I reacted by
offering blow jobs to scrangers ar nighe,
and consranely calling Spencer by day. One
afrernoon [ was on the mororway, dialing
his number, when I nearly smashed inmo a
car angd veered off the road. I phoned 2
imend, aving, "1 could have killed
someone.” She said, “This 150t normal,
something’s wrong.” It was the first rime
I really heard those words. She explained
that there are 12-step programs for people
who have problems with sex and love.
Lisrening o the people in thar room,
I realised how much I'd missed oor on
because of this addicrion. For decades,
I'd avoided gering married and having
a family by choosing men who were
umavailable, cold, critical, degrading. Sweet
men asked me our, | mrped them down,
thinking they were boong. I'd lost the
chance to have children, I had no savings,
no partner. | had spent yesrs orying ro avoid
dealing with ssues surrounding my mum’s
deach, and also her life, and had been using
the thnll of sex o blor i all our Afrer thar
first mecting for love addices, I swore off

any conract with men and gor & sponsor,
someone o call in my wesker moments.
Then a brul physical withdrawal kicked
mn. I experienced all the symproms of cold
rurkey: exrreme anxiery, Nausea, iNsomnia;
sexnl dreams, severe depression. It was one
of the toughest times of my life, bur for the
nexr rwp and half years, I chrew myself e
work and, by being celibete, mamaged o
examine my life in 2 way I'd never done
before. 1 learnr char | was addiceed o a
process, shoosing up on the high thar each
new encounter gave me. This was Mom's
parcern, and | was repearing it | wondered
whether, rowazds che end, she was cying o
figure our her struggles with men. She had
started coming to terms with the fct dhat
her behavigur had probably affecred me.
Before she died, Mum phoned me mask
how I was. I said, "T'm fine. I won the
spelling comperition, | have grear friends,
I'm doing well ar school.™ She saad, “Thar's
wonderful, Rachel,” adding, "Bur I know
you're messed up inside "

"Today, I'm finally ready to date again —
locking for the som of man [ wonld have
dismissed 2 “safe” and “hasing™ juse a few
vears ago. Sedly, I now know I won't have
my own children_ It's becanse of my own
mocher char I've remained childless bue,
in a way, I'm glad [ dida’t have children
ar 2 ome when [ could have passed on a
dangerous legacy like Mum did to me."w
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