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It’s a good thing for Caveh Zahedi, an au-
thentically “independent” filmmaker, that 
the phrase “sex addict” didn’t exist in the 
1960s and 1970s. Because if it had, it would 
certainly have appeared in various forms in 
the names of dozens of porn movies, de-
priving him of a title which guarantees his 
film will do at least a modicum of business. 

He certainly needs it. Once a rising star, 
considered to be the next Todd Haynes or 
Richard Linklater, Zahedi’s career never 
quite took off after his UCLA student film 
was shown at the Sundance Film Festival. 
The 46-year-old Zahedi’s press bio almost 
gleefully details a lifelong succession of woe-
fully failed projects, including several that 
were rejected after years of development 
and one finished feature that he spent sev-
eral years developing only to be rejected 
by his sponsors and several finished ef-
forts that were “virulently panned by most 
American critics and a box office disaster.” 
Even his positive reviews describe his films 
with phrases like “paralyzing angst.” 

You might expect that anyone who would 
include such self-deprecating informa-
tion in his resume would be someone who 
doesn’t take himself too seriously. That’s 
half-true. On the evidence, Zahedi takes 
his life very seriously indeed, to the extent 
of making it the subject of most of his work. 
But like Woody Allen he is able (at least 
from a distance) to see the humor in his 
own failings and obsessions. 

These include what he calls a “fetish for 
prostitutes,” which is more specifically the 
subject of the film. Narrating from the 
church where he is about to be married 
for the third time, Zahedi leads us back-
ward through a lifelong fascination with 
prostitutes, mostly of the variety who ply 
their trade on the streets. Engaging their 
services is only a small part of his obses-
sion. He spends more time observing and 
approaching them, inquiring about their 

rates and services, than he does in the actu-
al cavorting, which seldom lasts for as long 
as you can keep your head underwater. 

If you’re expecting titillation, you’ll have to 
look elsewhere. A thin, toothy, curly-haired 
fellow who might be called “nebbishy” 
if it weren’t for his Persian roots (the un-
charitable might classify him as the type for 
whom the practice of prostitution exists in 
the first place), Zahedi is more interested 
in showing the effect his self-destructive im-
pulses had on his relationships. A former 
philosophy student, he seems to have spent 
most of his life discovering the difficulties 
of applying philosophical tenets to the nit-
ty-gritty of human relationships. 

For instance, honesty. Zahedi is a great be-
liever in honesty and hates keeping secrets 
from his wives and girlfriends. They profess 
to be glad that he has chosen to reveal his 
darkest secrets to him. These moments 
usually turn out to be the beginning of the 
end for the relationship. 

Like most filmmakers who work in this self-
confessional vein, Zahedi realizes that hu-
mor is the only way of getting an audience 
to subject itself to his navel-gazing. And I 
Am a Sex Addict is amusing enough to get 
you through Zahedi’s study in self-loathing 
and redemption. 

But compared to a film by, say, Ross McEl-
wee, who makes stylistically similar diary 
films (Sherman’s March is the best known), 
Sex Addict lacks poetry and depth. We only 
feel like we’ve skimmed the surfaces, both 
of Zahedi’s psyche and the larger issues of 
male sexuality. Maybe that’s asking for too 
much. Zahedi says that the original script of 
Sex Addict, written in the early 1990s when 
he was first starting to come to grips with 
his problem, was “kind of hostile…Back 
then, I had a kind of antagonistic relation-
ship with the audience.” Sometimes a little 
hostility to the audience is a good thing: It 
certainly would have helped here. 

ADDICTED TO, UH, LOVE
I Am a Sex Addict
review by M. Faust
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To see trailers of the movies reviewed, visit ARTVOICE.COM.  To respond to any of the film reviews,
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