
  
Hope from the ashes – Michael’s story
  
I came into recovery for sex addiction in the middle of 2001. I found a meeting of SA in central London by searching on the web 
for face-to-face meetings. At my first meeting I bought a copy of the white book and instantly identified with what was written there. 
The people in the room weren't treating as a freak in spite of everything that was going in my head - continuous, intrusive, abusive 
sexual fantasy. I had had no idea what was wrong with me, but ‘lust addict’ seemed to cover it pretty well. In my own terrified and 
paranoid sort of way, I started to feel right at home
  
I hadn’t realised that the lust fantasy constantly playing in my head was anaesthetising me from the pain of several break ups, as 
well as an incident of buried and dimly remembered childhood sexual abuse. Lust, the anaesthetic had kept me unaware of the 
damage I was doing to others and myself. Finally, though, at the age of 28 'the acid of my pain ate through the wall of my denial'. 
The drug had stopped working. The game was up.
  
As terrifying as this was at the time, it may have been the grace of my Higher Power mercifully pulling out the rug from under my 
feet. If the drug had continued to work, I would never have questioned my lifestyle, my attitudes or even noticed the slough of 
inevitable spiritual consequences that were building up on the inside. Lust and personal grandiosity had combined to distort my way 
of thinking completely. I entertained a series of delusionary beliefs about myself such as 'sleeping with me will raise the level of her 
spiritual vibration and help her personal evolution' and 'I have evolved spiritually to the point where I can cheat on my partner and 
experience no negative consequences.' Both of these proved to be outright lies which I was able to notice and root out in recovery.
  
In some ways, I had been able to argue that my acting out hadn't been that bad. I hadn't slept with half the people I had intended 
to. I didn't usually masturbate more than once a day. The pornography I used was legal and not particularly hardcore. These 
rationalisations kept me from seeing that I couldn't function without lust and that my mind and soul were saturated in it from dusk to 
dawn by virtue of the nonstop pornography 'automatically' generated in my own head. Like a frog who didn't notice the temperature 
in the saucepan steadily rising, by the time I knew what was going on, I was cooked.
  
I entered into a period of sexual sobriety, abstaining from all forms of sex including not masturbating. I started to counter the 
pornography in my head by praying and surrendering it before it became toxic and triggered the craving to act out.  I started looking 
at the underlying brokenness of my condition with a sponsor, in therapy and in my faith community.
  
Attending meetings and making calls on a daily basis gave me the strength to start living in the solution rather than living in the 
problem. I learned, to an extent, to accept suffering as the road to getting better. I decided to stick with reality in spite of the pain. 
Although I was scared and confused the hope dawned in me that I could get well and I could live a normal life. One day at a time I 
have been sexually sober for several years now and my life is pretty much unrecognisable from what it was 11 years ago.
  
I don't know what God has planned for me in the future but one thing I am sure of: he doesn't want me to die a sexaholic death 
(STD, suicide or spiritual death). He has shown me the tools of recovery and it's up to me to use them.

 


