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Content Warnings: 

-​ Addiction, specifically alcoholism. 
-​ Discussion of pluralmisia, discrimination. 
-​ Disscussion of dehumanisation. 

  
Content warning for, as the title suggests, talking about addiction (to alcohol), pluralmisia, 
dehumanisation, and overall discrimination. This is about my experience as an alcoholic 
headmate, navigating that in my personal life, and pluralmisic-shaped bumps in the road I'm not 
sure how to iron out. This is entirely fine to reblog and add onto--discussion is encouraged! 

 

It's a pretty isolating feeling, actually, being an alcoholic in a system who notably isn't one. It's.. 
something very difficult to navigate on its own, without the plural aspect involved. Especially in a 
country where drinking culture is huge, a fundamental part of any event or get-together. It's huge 
globally of course, but we're known for it here. Everywhere you look, it's all alcohol, and 
oftentimes if you go out to socialize it's at a place that serves some. Everything under the sun is 
an excuse to drink. It's so, so hard to avoid in and of itself. Let alone the stigma that comes with 
wanting to avoid alcohol, god forbid. 

When people around us know, however, that we're responsible with our intake and we know 
when to stop? It gets complicated for me. Usually, either they don't know we're plural at all, or 
they don't know me as an individual, or they don't know my history... And then it becomes 
dangerous in a way that's difficult to even begin to explain. In a way that's difficult to even begin 
to try and navigate. 

In my source memories--ones I believe to be a whole past life of mine--I was in fact an alcoholic, 
and it's clearly left its marks on me since getting into the system. It followed me even through 
death. I still think about it, constantly. It's like second nature, something I've had by my side for a 
long ass time. Out with friends? Drink. At a friends house? Drink. Bored? Drink. Upset? Drink. 
Happy? Celebratory drink. Everything points back toward it, almost every thought I have can 
easily be spun into an excuse to pick up the bottle. 
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I don't see it as an escape, really. It doesn't help me escape from anything anymore, if it ever 
did. It's not even something positive. It might've been fun in the beginning, but it's not for me 
now. It's just the default action that comes with going through life. Something so, so hard to 
shake. Like being told to write with your non-dominant hand--you'd still habitually go straight 
toward using your dominant one first before trying to do what you're "supposed" to. You might 
even start writing with it before realizing what you're doing. Maybe you say "fuck it" and keep 
going using the wrong one because you've tried to switch it up so many times before and it 
hasn't worked. Maybe it comes back to bite you later. Maybe it doesn't. But it's all a part of your 
day to day anyway, it's not something to just drop in an instant. Getting a drink when sober is a 
similar action to getting food when hungry--not something necessarily positive or negative. Just 
a fact. 

Previously, in my source memories, I was still essentially functional. The situations I was in as 
well as my own overall.. self, I suppose? It was manageable. My alcoholism didn't affect 
anything any more than any of the other shit I was doing did, I was already in an unwell place 
from the beginning. There wasn't really much to destroy, so I could spend my time drinking and 
not give a damn. Here though, it's different. We can't know if we'd be okay if we drank more, we 
can't risk it. 

My system does drink, on occasion. We like alcohol, enough to take the opportunity at special 
events or on the occasional night out. It's not much at the end of the day though, we can go 
months without a drop and be fine. We're collectively aware it's pretty easy for us to get hooked 
on things though, so we have a few rules in place about our alcohol consumption to try and act 
as a safety barrier between us and any potential addiction. We can't drink multiple days in a row, 
we can't under any circumstance have a drink if we're upset, and we shouldn't drink just for the 
hell of it (though rarely this is okay). This all makes sense, we've all agreed to it, it's been 
working fine for us. 

Unfortunately for myself, I get the urge much, much more than our rules allow. I've admittedly 
broken them a few times. It's so, so fucking common to get urges. This was written in the first 
place because I've been stuck thinking about it all day at the time of drafting this. I had a drink a 
few days ago and admittedly it's ended up being very hard for me to focus on anything else 
since. 

When we're drinking and I'm in front, I try to limit my own intake, for the sake of our collective. I 
don't really care about my own self as much as I care about us. I'll do what I need to for them, I'll 
choose my system over myself time and time again. But the other day, I had one drink at an 
event, then went home. I did good, I was proud of that, I didn't go buy more drinks, I actually left 
without having any more. 

 

 



Though, when I got home, our mother offered me a drink. She doesn't do this all too often, but it 
was her birthday and they were already drinking when I arrived. I didn't say no, of course. I 
drank most of it, I didn't even like the taste, it was disgusting actually. I only kept drinking 
because it was alcohol. I started feeling guilty as hell and managed to put it down. But it got me 
to thinking... She doesn't know what she was offering me. Not on that deeper level. Most people 
wouldn't know. A lot of people wouldn't get it even once it was explained. 

Our mother knows we're plural. She doesn't know the ins and outs of us as individuals, though. 
She doesn't really care to. She certainly doesn't know she just handed an alcoholic person a 
drink after he dragged himself away from a party, irritated that he couldn't drink more but trying 
to do what's best. Maybe I could've explained--but that's the thing with stuff like this. Plurality is 
a tricky concept for a lot of folks, so is addiction. Combining both of those is, frankly, horrifying. 
How are people who barely understand plurality at all going to understand that we aren't an 
alcoholic, I am? That it's only me they need to take care around? That this is a real struggle I 
face and it's not as simple as "don't let Dazai front then" or "just switch him out if there's 
alcohol"? 

Beyond names, pronouns and appearances, a lot of people often don't like to be aware of just 
how different headmates can be from each other, or just how real those differences often are. 
It's uncommon for folks to acknowledge different sexualities, trauma, memories, disabilities, and 
many other things between headmates, as being anything actually real. We've had experiences 
with folks being downright dehumanising to us as individuals before on the basis of "can't you 
just be someone else if it's an issue", for many of those things. It happens and it's disgusting, 
and honestly it makes me incredibly afraid to even think of expressing my needs around alcohol 
to those around me. 

People already don't take addiction seriously. You know, "just stop?", "just get over it", and 
similar sentiments are rampant even among singlets. It is so, so isolating to have these 
struggles and know that it's not unlikely I'd end up faced with that sentiment from both a plural 
and addiction angle all at once, or at least one of the two. Sure, in plural spaces it might be 
much more likely to be safe and accepted. You might be more likely to be understood and 
accommodated. But your regular night out on the town is not usually a plural friendly space. 
Your social group is not usually a plural friendly space. Your family and friends might not even 
be a plural friendly space in the way you need them to be. I don't need accommodations online, 
I need accommodations with those close to us in our physical life. Unfortunately, there aren't all 
that many plural accepting folks around us that we'd trust with this. 

How do you go about explaining it? It's historically been hard enough for me to walk up to 
someone and talk about my own issues, let alone also have to worry about how I might not be 
seen as a real enough person to be dealing with these issues at all on top of it. It's complicated 
and messy, even trying to say it to the right people you know are safe. I don't think anyone 
should have to worry about needing to justify their personhood when seeking safety, but it 
happens I suppose. Even singlets need to do that sometimes, it's nothing new. I don't want to sit 
with that defeated feeling forever, though. I'd love for things to be different. 



I don't really have a satisfying conclusion to this, it's mostly airing out my grievances and 
rambling about my life. In the end, it's one of the ways being plural can intersect with other 
aspects that make up a person and combine in all the wrong ways. One of the ways that plurals 
can face your regular societal issues in a unique, isolating way. One of the things I'd love to see 
improve, even just a little, with time and acceptance. 


