A DAY IN THE LIFE OF AN ADDICT
First thing when I wake is to do 20 sit-ups, or maybe some Yoga. Then I jump into the shower and soak up some chlorine, clean my teeth with fluoride, then rinse my mouth with antiseptic. Now I feel ready for the day. 

My under-arm spray helps keep things under control, and my skin-cream contains glycerine. I put my clothes on systematically…everything is done in the same order - the important thing for an addict is routine. I'll check myself in the mirror at least 5 times.
Down for breakfast and my favourite caffeine (coffee or tea). I can't function without it. Add some substitute-sugar for flavour. My cereal has sugar too, otherwise it would taste dull, and the milk has sugar in it as well. Now my brain is receiving the right chemical triggers; it's off to work.

Outside the office I'm chewing gum, biting my nails, talking about the weather, and checking my star signs. Meanwhile I have some ginseng in my 'Health drink' - or maybe some electrolytes. A health bar a day (with added sugar) keeps denial away. 
At work I'm addicted to positive feedback from my colleagues - not only about my appearance, but also my performance. I need my working space to be organised and clear, and I don't like to be interrupted. Everything needs to be where I had it last time. 

All day at work there are countless opportunities for caffeine, nicotine, or sugar - that's what breaks are for. These times also allow me to mix with others, and satisfy my need to feel wanted, included, interesting, and real. I'm already thinking about what I've got to do for the rest of the day, and if I can control absolutely everything, things will work.
When I get worried or stressed, I can have chamomile tea, coffee, a cigarette, a piece of cake, or a tantrum. When I get headaches I take aspirin. If I get Hay-fever, I sniff anti-histamines; a Flu and I'll use paracetamol. If I get anxiety I just need to talk without stopping for breath, though my doctor can give me prescription drugs if necessary. But I don't like having drugs. As long as I'm sure my rent gets paid, my dog gets walked, and my lover is still attracted to me, I'm fine.
At lunch-time I need to get away. I need to keep fit, so I usually go for a run outside (I need my Vitamin D). This gets my adrenaline pumping, my muscles get to be pushed to the maximum (no excuses), and I can get rid of my toxin build-up. Endorphins make me feel good about myself, even confident…I don't know what I'd do without that.
On the way back I can't get my eyes off the cute butt in front of me, but I really need to check my messages. The rest of the working day is a sequence of events that need to go well, where I need to look good, and which make me feel like I am living a meaningful life.
On the way home I need the traffic to be fast, the radio to be interesting, and my car to be fashionable. My home needs to be comfortable, and a true reflection of my status in society. Dinner needs to be ready, the children need to be organised…and then I can sit down with a good wine (great anti-oxidant). I'll need my meat-fix, plus I must have the right number of vegetables, grains and fluids. Maybe I'll have desert, no, I need to lose weight.
After this, I usually need to watch some T.V show, or read, or connect with my kids. I need to have everything ready for tomorrow, and to get a good sleep. By lights-out I need to know that everyone is fine, and that I'm good in bed.
I'm a totally normal, law-abiding citizen, addicted to being right, being secure, and being liked. Any other way would be un-Australian! 
