
        
            
                
            
        

    
 
  
 
  
 
  
 
  
More than Desire
Hope for Women in the Shadows of Pornography
 
  
By
Ashley Weis



 WINSLET PRESS
 

 

 

 

More than Desire
Copyright © 2012 by Ashley Weis
 

 

 

 

All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or bay any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, scanning, etc.—except for quotations in reviews or articles, without the prior written permission of the publisher.
 

 

 

 

Cover Design by George Weis of Tekeme Studios
 

 

 

 

 

Printed in the United States of America
 

 

 

 

 

 

First Edition: March 2012
12 11 10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1





 
 
  
Love that Transforms Lives
My Personal Story
Uncovering More Secrets
Trying to Forgive
Unable to Feel Forgiveness
Unwilling to Forgive
Resting in God’s Grace
Restoration Unveiled
Heart of a Woman
Why She Does What She Does
Instability
Doubt
Control
Heartache
Believing the Lie
Answering Questions from Men
Letter to a Husband
 
When You Feel Like Dying
Humility Is Necessary
He Doesn’t Understand
Does Romance Exist?
The Hyper-Sensitive Woman
Personal Insecurity vs. Relationship Insecurity
He Loves Me, He Loves Me Not
Climbing Broken Ladders
The Biggest Tool in the Death of Love
We Love to Be Loved
Baggage Check: What’s in There?
Where Does Your Addiction End?
The End of Lust Addiction
The End of Anger Addiction
The End of Insecurity Addiction
The End of Pride Addiction
The End of God Addiction
Tending the Garden
What Kind of Heart Do You Have?
Which Path Will You Choose?
Looking Beautiful vs. Being Beautiful
Christ’s Bride: An Affair with the Devil
Why a Husband Betrays a Wife
When Should We Have Sex Again?
Beauty Standards
When I Do Turns Into I Don’t Want To
Feeling Sorry Isn’t Enough
Why Can’t He Just Love ME?
5 Ways to Find Healing for Your Heart
 
 Draw Near to God
Seek True Beauty
Cut Your Eye Out
Surround Yourself with Positive Influences
Falling in Love with Truth
You Still Love
Opening the Door to Hope
Fighting to Be Enough to Your Husband
When You Can’t Forgive Him and Move On
Let Go
Believe the Truth
Face Your Fears
Let the Past be the Past
It’s Not About You
When a Wife Refuses to Believe
Trapped in My Marriage
Working Together to Rebuild Your Marriage
He Hates When I Bring it Up
How Men Should View Women
10 Facts About Unrighteous Anger
10 Facts About Righteous Anger
Our Marriage Progression
Our Marriage Before Porn
Our Marriage During Porn
Our Marriage After Porn
Heart of a Man Affected by Porn
Lying
Resistance
Blame
Control
Nobility of Man
Questions from Wives
The Devil or God: Whose Eyes Do You See Through?
Defend Your Marriage, Not Yourself
Ending is Easier than Mending
The Heart of a Porn Star
How She Loses the Light in Her Eyes
Love Letters to Porn Stars
Never Thought I’d Say This
Who Am I to Judge You?
We’re All Broken
You are Beautiful
As a Child I Took Your Hand
More Books by Ashley Weis



Note to Readers:
 
  
Much of this book was taken from the blog MorethanDesire.com that I wrote for many years while healing from my husband’s addiction to porn. You may read straight through from front to back, or use the table of contents to skip around and read as you wish. To follow up, we have a workbook, a book for women, and a novel that highlights the devastation of porn. You will find our other books at the end.
 
  
I hope your marriage finds joy and your heart finds the peace it so desperately wants. You are loved. No matter what the world tries to tell you.



 Love that Transforms Lives
 
  
Everything is for man to love Christ and all the other problems are taken care of.
 Elder Porphyrios
 



We’re often asked for step-by-step instructions on recovering from porn addiction, healing from a husband’s addiction, and getting a marriage back to a beautiful state. We don’t believe there are a set of rules that work for every marriage or person. We don’t believe that psychology, workbooks, and blogs like this can attain true healing and change. These things may be keys, they may even be the wind that pushes a door open, but a person must walk through the door by their own accord. If they don’t, they can have all the spare keys in the world and a door that’s wide open before them, but they’ll stand in the cold and never experience the warmth inside.
You don’t walk through the door by self-will or obedience. You don’t walk through the door because you want to please your spouse or yourself. You walk through the door because you love God too much to stay outside. You want His warmth, His beauty, His Spirit in your life.
Out of love for God you go through the door. Love for God changes you.
Obedience is a tool in that change, but it stems from love for God. Those who love God with a fierce passion spend more hours thinking of Him than they do their marriage or what their husband looks at. Those who love God with an immense, clear passion love Him too much to objectify women.
The level to which we forgive, repent, and experience joy, can be measured by how much we love God. There are so many aids to healing from this. I write this blog to be one of those. There are great books on the topic, workbooks, websites, and accountability programs. There are tons of resources and aids. There are tons of step-by-step instructions. But for those of you women who are hurting so bad you want to die sometimes. For those of you who have husband’s who aren’t changing and your heart is breaking over your marriage. For those of you with children who hear you two fighting every night. For those of you who have completely changed your hearts about porn but have wives who refuse to give you another chance.
For any of you who can’t get out of the pain to find hope … the only advice I can give to you is this:
 
  
Everything is for man to love Christ and all the other problems are taken care of.
 Elder Porphyrios



 My Personal Story
 
  
We were only five months into our marriage when George, my husband, broke his wedding vows. I text messaged him while he was at work and asked about the link in the browser’s history. He admitted he lusted over the pictures, and my world caved in.
Happily Ever After
turned into a nightmare. Scrambling, I called my friend and asked her to pick me up. George and I only had one car, but I needed to get away before he came home. I curled up in a ball and wept on the floor as I waited for my friend. She finally called. I slipped my purse onto my arm and George walked in the door.
 In tears, he collapsed at my feet. “Please, don’t leave me. Forgive me. Please.”
Annoyed that he would cry after I spent the last half hour curled up in a ball on the floor, I jerked away from him and said, “I’m leaving for awhile. I’ll be back. Don’t call me. Don’t try to talk to me. Just leave me alone.”
I spent the next few hours trying to process my pain, our situation, my ability to return home with grace and love, but the more I thought about everything the more I missed George. And the more I missed him, the more I wanted to shred his heart. I hated that I still needed him after he lied, and I feared discovering more lies.
When I returned home he greeted me with trembling lips.
We talked through things for hours. I can’t remember the details of our conversation, but I know by the end I decided to try not to make his sin about me. I heard it so many times before. His pornography struggle isn’t about you. Trying to convince my heart, I looked at George and said, “Do you promise to never lie to me again?”
“Yes, love,” he said.
“Was this the only time since we have been married?”
“Yes.”
“What about since we’ve known each other?”
“The other night was the only time,” he said with a firmness that revealed truth.
And I believed him.
 
  



Uncovering More Secrets
A few nights later we experienced a beautiful night on New Year’s Eve. I felt like we fell in love all over again. I wanted to believe our marriage would heal, but at the same time, something didn’t feel right.
While we were talking on the floor of our living room, I looked at him and said, “I don’t feel like you’re telling me everything.”


“I am,” he said, looking away.
“Are you sure this was the only time you ever did anything?”
“Yes.”
I looked into his eyes. “You’re sure?”
“Yes.”
“I don’t know if I can believe that.” I looked away. “Please tell me the truth.”
He cleared his throat. “I’ve been looking at porn throughout our relationship, and into our marriage.”
“When?” I held back tears. “We didn’t have a computer at home for so long.”
“At work. When I had to stay late, I’d end up looking at porn to ease my anxiety.”
My broken heart didn’t know how to respond.
Head in my hands, tears soaked into my hair, I replayed our wedding night and pushed George away. Marriage brought pain. Something I didn’t think came with the “happily ever after” package. And when those dreams were ripped apart, I didn’t know what to do.
So much for romance, right? My newlywed dreams were crushed and I desperately wanted to get out of the marriage. I married a man who would never betray me. He would never lie to my face. Never!
Suddenly I was married to someone I didn’t know, and I wanted out. My heart heated with anger and melted in sadness and fear. It finally happened. My husband proved what so many other men in my life told me.
You’re not good enough, Ashley.
 
  



Trying to Forgive
Days passed while I tried to forgive in my heart, but my pain deepened. Its roots were already inside of me and the heartache took on new life. The more I thought about it, the more my chest ached.
Eventually, we sought counseling, but it didn’t seem to help. Months later, after hard work and a lot of prayer, we came to a new place. I will share how throughout future posts.
God filled my husband with a God-centered view of sex and purified his heart. He no longer struggled with lust and told me whenever a temptation arose. He looked at the floor as we walked by magazine racks in the grocery store line. His eagerness to learn more about purity and stray from places (like the mall) that he normally visited showed me that I could trust him again.
George’s reformation wasn’t the end for me though. As his path climbed upward, mine sunk into the darkest pits I’ve ever experienced. Resentment still festered, insecurity bled into my soul, and I questioned the reality of the forgiveness I prided myself over.
 
  



Unable to Feel Forgiveness
When everything unraveled, I told my husband, “I forgive you,” but never felt it. I wanted our marriage back so bad that I thought if I said the words maybe it would become reality. Besides, I wanted people to look at me as a good, merciful wife, and feel sorry for me for what my husband did.
At first, it seemed the words did what I wanted them to do. They made me feel better about myself. I forgave him, as I felt instructed by God’s word and our counselor to do. I felt like the good, Christian wife who people could admire for being so graceful and loving after her husband lied about porn. Meanwhile, I grew more fearful and bitter every day. My weak forgiveness masked over my feelings of harbored pain and bitterness.
One particular night, almost a year from the initial incident, my husband slept next to me. I calmed my sniffling and wiped my tears—no different than most nights. Turning to my side, away from his warmth, my eyes settled on the darkness while images of naked women flashed in my mind. Over and over again.
The qualities of women he visually chose over me settled in my heart and stayed there, popping up like a slideshow as I drifted further away from him, emotionally and physically. I didn’t even want to look at him. Clouded by those images, those women, those qualities that deemed me not enough, I couldn’t see love or hope.
Clinging to the edge of the bed in tears, I thought of Jesus’ words in Matthew 18.22. He said to the unmerciful servant, “I tell you, not seven times, but seventy-seven times.” I knew those words were meant for me too, but I thought I only needed to forgive him once. From there we would grow and learn. Perhaps our marriage would be restored. I mean, I said it, right? God would take care of the rest.
But I remembered another verse. “And when you stand praying, if you hold anything against anyone, forgive him, so that your Father in heaven may forgive you your sins (Mark 11:25).”
My own past entered my thoughts—when I lost my virginity at age fourteen, smoked marijuana, drank away my problems instead of running to God, disobeyed my parents, and even blasphemed the name of Jesus.
He forgives me.
At age fifteen when I came running to God He welcomed me, accepted me—like Hosea’s commitment to Gomer—after my unfaithfulness.
His truth took over the images in my mind, reminding me that I am to forgive as He has forgiven me. What an extreme forgiveness. How would I ever be capable of something so remarkable?
 
  



Unwilling to Forgive
I knew I had to make the choice to forgive again. Jesus’ life and death, and all of his words made it clear, but a part of me wanted to hold onto the past and remind George of the pain he caused. I wanted him to know and feel and live in the pain that I dealt with since the day I uncovered his secret.
A few days after thinking about God’s forgiveness, I tried again.
I approached my husband and said, “I forgive you. I really do,” hoping I’d feel it.
His eyes welled with tears. “Thank you. I love you, and I’m so sorry for all of this. I never wanted to break your heart. My actions were wrong, and I really want to show you that God has changed my heart toward these things.”
Later that night porn stars tortured my dreams.


I woke up and stared at the ceiling. How could he do this to me?


In the midst of my accusations, emotional pain, and desire to hold the past against George forever, the truth presented itself silent, but thunderous. “Greater love has no one than this, that he lay down his life for his friends (John 15:13).”
Oh, Lord, help me to forgive. I just can’t feel it. I know it’s the right thing, but I still don’t want to. How will I ever be able to forgive like You?
 
  



Resting in God’s Grace
The next day I pushed George away when he reached for me, wondering how to overcome something so painful. I knew the answers. The Bible. The truth. But I ignored those answers, feeling justified by my pain.
I blamed my husband for the growing separation between us—not realizing that my unforgiveness kept us from healing, too.
I thought of Paul’s words in 1 Corinthians 13:4-6. “Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud. It is not rude, it is not self-seeking, it is not easily angered, it keeps no record of wrongs. Love does not delight in evil but rejoices with the truth. It always protects, always trusts, always hopes, always perseveres.”
In my heart, I wanted to be what Paul described as love, but it didn’t seem natural, besides, I already forgave once. Why did I need to continue forgiving? I didn’t understand how I could ever forgive George the way God had forgiven me.
I opened my Bible, and then spilled my heart to God in the pages of my journal. That’s when I realized God’s grace is all I needed to love and forgive. His power is perfected in my weakness (2 Corinthians 12:8-10).
I tried to find my own level of perfection and live up to it—from forgiveness to being the perfect wife—forgetting that God’s grace is sufficient. Even if I didn’t feel forgiveness, I could rest in Him and allow Him to work in my heart.
I needed to continue forgiving and loving my husband, even if I didn’t feel like it. Stepping away from my emotions and allowing God to transform our marriage started with my choice to forgive each time those memories popped up.
 
  



Restoration Unveiled
Finally, I understood forgiveness and the truth of God’s love for me. When I recalled His motivation to give His only son to innocently die for
my
(and everyone’s!) sins, naturally, I would think of my broken marriage. Through prayer and scripture reading, it became easier to love my husband through the pain from our past.
Our marriage is in a much better, healthier, beautiful place than it was when we said our vows years ago. For years images still appeared in my thoughts. At this point I can honestly say that God has healed me 100% of any insecurities, anger, and pain birthed from this situation. I know it sounds impossible, but anything is possible with God. You can read more of my story in
Beyond the Mirror.
When everything first transpired, I never imagined my marriage being restored. Romance? Out of the question. As far as I was concerned, I would forgive him, he would work toward a pure view of sex, and we would never look at each other with love again.
God had other plans.
Not only has my husband developed a surprising perspective of intimacy and beauty, but I have learned what it means to forgive and love. Because of his daily choice to combat lust, and my choice to forgive, our marriage can be just as beautiful as it was in the beginning. Actually, it’s more beautiful today.
If the past tried to bring me down and I didn’t choose to focus on God, love, and forgiveness, our marriage would begin to fall from the healthy place it was. It’s happened before. We’ve regressed because of my reluctance to choose forgiveness.
But today, I choose forgiveness, remembering that marriage is not always perfect, but it is beautiful and worth fighting for. Some days the choice may be challenging, but I would much rather forgive and watch our relationship grow stronger than to return to another winter season.
Besides, like Paul says, “Love . . . always hopes, always perseveres (1 Cor. 13:6).”
Today, I choose forgiveness.



 Heart of a Woman
 
  
The heart of a woman is wired very differently from that of a man. In the very center of her person is the desire to be beautiful. The reason for this, is because she was made for that reason. She is the crown jewel of all creation. Man is the glory of God and a woman is the glory of man. This doesn’t mean she is a mere object, but that she was designed with beauty in mind. Further more, Scripture tells us that a wife will long for the approval of her husband (Genesis 29:31).
To make it all worse, the enemy has worked very hard to make this world a mess for men and women. Both man and woman alike are wrapped up in a dirty scheme that objectifies women and shames man as well.
The heart of a wife has been harmed by this scheme loooooong before you entered the scene. It started very early on for her I am sure. It continues to this day. And it will be a fight to the end to keep free from the lies flung at her heart and mind as it will be for the husband … but it will get easier.
So, what is it that she feels deep down? She longs to be that crown jewel … her husband’s crown jewel! When porn enters the scene it combines with her past wounds and makes that deep desire seem impossible. She thinks everything is a lie. Romance seems like something only actors in movies experience. But hope is not lost. First, God made every woman (regardless of what the world thinks of her) to be beautiful. Her beauty far transcends that of mere physical and aesthetic beauty. It is the very nature of a woman to be beauty … to be tender, loving, faithful, gentle, nurturing, strong in her own way, and so on.
A wife is a husband’s beauty.
In this world, a woman is told “You are never beautiful enough … you are not beautiful as you are… you need this and that and the other to be
more
beautiful.” What is worse, is that every advertisement out there shows a woman who has been make-upped, lighted up, taped up, plastic surgery galore, air-brushed and edited with Photoshop. In short, the models held up as “beautiful” are, in fact, fake to the core. They are a man-made unnatural and unobtainable image … and women who try to attain this fake “beauty” (don’t even like to use that word for it) feel they will never measure up.
At some point as a young guy, men bought into it as well. These thoughts make men fools who don’t know what beauty really is. But!!! Both are sinning in this. A woman covets and so does a man. A man becomes a slave to lust and a woman becomes a slave to comparing herself to every other woman and straining for an unobtainable beauty.
The husband’s part in this is to nurture her beyond all belief. He should do everything above and beyond to show her that he values her and her alone as his beauty. Sure, it is necessary for both husband and wife to recognize that there are other “attractive people” in the world… but … so what! She is the husband’s beauty, and he is her hero. Sounds kind of silly, but I assure you it is true. Her heart needs God’s healing touch above all, but a husband can choose to be a tool God uses to help her, or he can choose to be a tool the devil uses to further break her heart. Be the gentle loving hands of God. Husband’s should never allow themselves to become upset when his wife doesn’t trust. He should endure it for the sake of her. Do everything to make her feel comfortable.
For example, if movies make her feel uncomfortable, stop watching them!
At the same time, she will need to give grace even though it is difficult to trust. She needs to give her husband a safe environment to be honest without manipulating with her emotions or getting angry. And yet, no matter what, a husband neeeeeds to be honest even if it doesn’t feel safe in the moment. Do you see how this works? Both give to the other above and beyond what they think is normal. If she gives him her all and he gives her his all, they will be laying down your lives for each other. He will be respected and appreciated, and she will feel loved and valued as the beauty and crowning jewel of his crown.
God is for your marriage, and so are we. Be in battle together FOR your marriage. Do not give the devil a place to work in you. Put a stop to his schemes and show him that he has no place in your life. Thank God regularly for what He is doing and give him praise for His love and goodness. You will not be disappointed. He will never leave you nor forsake you. He loves you and your marriage more than you can possibly imagine.
 
  



Why She Does What She Does
All of those moments of desperation I had. All my freak-out moments that made George feel like our marriage would never taste goodness and beauty again. I want to talk about the
why’s and how’s
beneath our actions.
 



Instability
Throughout the healing process for a woman, there are so many things that pull us in so many different directions. To an outsider we may seem unstable or mentally crazy. Literally. But in our hearts, we are battling something in the core of us. We’re trying to fight for love and beauty and everything we desire and cherish, and we feel like the very person who is
one
with us is fighting
against
us. Our husband’s
are
us. When they work against us, it literally feels like we’re ripping apart. And we are.
So much of this process is emotional, so it’s easy to base our reactions on our feelings without even realizing it. One minute we might feel strong, like we can get through this, we don’t care what he sees, then the next minute a woman may walk by with revealing clothing and send us right back where we started. Our instability happens naturally in the healing process. Our roots are uplifted and we realize our marriage foundation was made on a bed of lies. We have to search through truth and lies and find ourselves balanced again. But it’s not easy.
We can get through this instability by learning to rely on God’s truth, instead of our husband’s. We can rely on God’s faithfulness, instead of our husband’s. We can ground ourselves in the reality of God’s truth, instead of allowing our emotions to toss us back and forth like an unsteady ship. We can allow God to steer our ship, instead of going in five-hundred directions and feeling more lost by the second.
Is this easy? No. Nothing about this is easy. But we can find rest and peace amidst the storm. We just have to take the hand of Jesus. Or … we can doubt …
 



Doubt
Everything. I doubted everything from God’s existence to the existence of true romance and love. I doubted George and all of his actions. If he told me he didn’t lust while he was at work, I didn’t believe him. If he told me he did, I didn’t believe he was giving me all the details. If he said he wasn’t tempted by anything, I pried, looking for something, some sort of evidence to be upset at him and justified in my pain. Why? Because his lies broke all of my truths to pieces.
You can’t just trust a husband overnight. Not after he’s bruised your heart and has yet to prove that he’s trustworthy by valuing your heart. But you can forgive. And forgiveness mixed with love and grace will eventually birth trust, if he is willing to work with you and truly change. But trusting our husband’s is one thing. Trusting God is an entirely different thing. And we shouldn’t doubt God just because our husband’s fail us. We shouldn’t doubt that God loves us and He has a plan for us through all of this pain and devastation.
Some women email me and their marriages have failed. So, trusting God doesn’t mean that we trust our husband’s to change and our marriage to suddenly be thriving. That’s just not how it works. Trusting God means that we give Him our lives. No matter how much our husband’s fail us, no matter how much they refuse to change, no matter how broken our marriage becomes … we trust that God loves us and He will use this time for good. We just have to be willing to let Him, instead of clutching the victim label. We have to stop doubting God and allow Him to be glorified through our pain.
 



Control
I don’t know about you, but I wanted to control everything about my husband’s life. I wanted him to change so badly for
me, that I would have loved to have strapped a camera to his shirt so I could prove he was lusting, even when he wasn’t. But this control doesn’t help a man change, it helps him freak out and start obsessing over everything he sees.
Did I just lust? Uh oh, I saw an attractive woman and recognized that … was I lusting? Uh oh, short skirt approaching. Oops, I accidentally looked again when she was in my path. Did I lust? 
George literally started to go crazy. And I was going crazy, too. Every single attractive woman who crossed our paths was scrutinized by me so I could compare myself and depress myself with thoughts like, “I bet George thought she had a better….” He didn’t think like that at all, but I liked to drive myself crazy with these thoughts, always thinking I needed to look like every other person in the world in order to captivate my husband. Why was I this way? Because George’s actions proved to me what the world so often said …
you are not good enough, you are not captivating, your beauty is not enough to hold my attention.
He made me feel like I needed to be a porn star, or be sensual, or be everything I wasn’t, just in order to have the beautiful intimacy I so craved in my marriage. So, I wanted to control him to get that intimacy back.
But this control drives a man crazy and can drive him away. But it’s almost as though we can’t help it. We desperately want them to change. We want our marriage back. We want to feel captivating and beautiful, and this world makes it such a fight.
We’re not meant to see another woman’s thighs, but we do. All the time. Intimacy meant for marriage is displayed on our television screens. It’s hard. It’s hard to
allow
our husband’s to watch TV when we know it’s going to harm our marriage. But ladies, here’s the thing … if your husband doesn’t choose these things on his own he will not have a true heart change. If he’s just modifying behaviors to keep his wife from playing mommy in his life, he will not have a true change of heart. Let him be. Pray for him. Be honest with him. But let his own heart change. You can’t change it for him.
 



Heartache
There are so many things we do throughout this process, but it all comes down to heartache. We have been wounded in the place it hurts worse. Our beauty as a woman has been scarred again, told that it’s not good enough. Our essence as a woman, to love and be loved, has been sliced and stepped on. We always feel like we need to do something in order to measure up. We wear masks. We put on make-up. We spend money on clothing. We clean up our houses before people come over when we know we are not being real. We have this pride. This pride of wanting to be the best at everything. To be the most beautiful, most nurturing, most strong and courageous, most loving, most clean … we are always striving and hiding. And it’s all because of this ache in our hearts. This ache to love and be loved.
 
  
Believing the Lie
We strive, so endlessly, to be beautiful. We hide, so purposefully, our flaws, our dreams, and our realities. Because we want to be enough.
The heart of a woman affected by porn has also been affected by the world. This is why her husband’s sin really, really wounds her. And this is why it’s so important for the man in her life to step up and fight for her, not against her. He can either be a tool of the devil to wound her further, or a tool of God to heal her wounds and help her rest in who God made her to be.
But this doesn’t change the fact that the way we have been affected by the world has caused great pride in us. A former pastor of ours once referred to insecurity as wounded pride. Think about that. You have a prideful desire to be beautiful and alluring, and when the desire feels unmet you put on more make-up, buy more clothes, whatever you can to fulfill this desire. And when it still isn’t satisfied you are left with wounded pride—insecurity.
We can use our insecurity wounds as an excuse for our husband’s to stop sinning and treat us right, but that’s not a beautiful or admirable quality. We are expecting our husband’s to nurse our pride. I often wonder why we aren’t more concerned with our husband’s thinking our virtue is beautiful.
Think about it. Throughout this process of lust and betrayal, we like to believe that our husband’s sin is the reason we are so insecure, so unbeautiful feeling. But really … it’s not just his actions. It’s our actions throughout our entire lives as well. We worship ourselves. I know it feels better to be the pitied one throughout all of this pain. The one who is good, while the husband is the horrible sinner. But we both are. Both husband and wife worship themselves. That’s why the man is so wrapped up in self-pleasure and objectifying women. That’s why the woman is so wrapped up in being physically beautiful to an unattainable perfection. And when this pride of ours is wounded … our insecurity spreads like a wild fire.
This world. I really think it causes so many lies in our hearts to be seen as truths. And I think men buy into the world’s view of beauty. It allures them. They treat women, even their wives, as objects. And in turn, we want to be objects to a degree. We like when head’s turn, when other women want something we have, and we so value our husband’s praise about our physical appearances. There’s nothing wrong with physical beauty. Women are physically beautiful. And you know … so are flowers, and men, and children.
But we so often refuse to rest in who we are, in the beauty God gives us, and instead we strive after something the world created, something unreachable.
So we hide our real, natural beauty, and we strive for a beauty we will never attain. We value sexiness more than virtue. And we wound ourselves when we allow wounded pride to take over our hearts.
But it doesn’t help when our husband’s are infatuated with lies.
 






 Answering Questions from Men
Here are some questions men have asked me over the last few months, and some of my answers. I’m also going to have George answer the same question under my answer. Here goes:
 
 
  
She doesn’t believe anything I say. So what does it matter what I do or don’t do for her?
 
 ASHLEY: Remember how much you loved her in the beginning of your relationship? You were willing to do anything to spend time with her. It felt good back then. It may not feel good to lay your life down for her now. You may want to be justified. You want her to believe you. When she doesn’t, it gets under your skin. You feel like your peddling a bike uphill, getting nowhere. She never lets you get anywhere. Love anyway. Just like you did in the beginning. Treat her with more love and grace than you did back then. Love. Fully. Unconditionally. Like Jesus. Love changes lives. If someone doesn’t believe you love them, prove it. Make it so that they could never, ever deny that you love them … and eventually, they will believe you along with the rest of the world.
 
 
  
GEORGE: It matters A LOT. One important lesson in all of this — for a man — is that a woman longs for her husband
to fight for her. In the tough times that come out of this betrayal, it is so important to fight to re-prove your love and devotion to your spouse. Do above and beyond what you think you are able to do. Lay your very life down. In the sight of heaven, it matters little what her response is in reference to you, so, lay your life down, and expect nothing in return … not even trust. If you have repented of your sin and have started anew, then you must
do it and continue to do it for God,
and then for your wife. The whole of Christian life is wrapped up in loving God with your whole person and then loving others as yourself. Perhaps in due time, your work will begin to help heal the woman you helped to damage.


How much should I tell her? What does she need to know throughout this? Anything she shouldn’t know?
 
 
  
ASHLEY: What she
needs
to know and what she
wants
to know are often two different things. She wants to know everything, even things that may hurt her. But what she needs to know is that you’ve sinned against her, you are repenting, and you so desire her forgiveness and love. She doesn’t need to know details, but if she asks you … don’t lie, don’t hide, even if you know the truth will hurt her. But by asking details, she is hurting herself. See, as women, we have this pride of wanting to be outwardly beautiful in an unhealthy way. This pride makes us so jealous of other women. So, we ask details not because we care about your heart or your healing, but because we want to compare ourselves to these women. We want to know what you like about them that we don’t have, not so we can go get plastic surgery, instead, we will torture ourselves with these thoughts until we realize that there is no competition. We are who we are. But it’s not your job to hide the truth if it’s painful. It’s not wise of a woman to ask certain things, but if she asks, express to her your desire not to tell her details, and if she still wants to know … tell her with gentleness and love. (Women, I hope your desire is soon passed these things, that you eventually come to a point where you don’t want your pride nursed or your insecurity worsened. Love your husband enough to not probe for details. It will only devastate your marriage further. I know, I’ve done it. A lot. And it never helped heal anyone.)
 
 
  
GEORGE: This is a tough question, indeed. First of all, you should be willing to appease her need for details, but secondly, she shouldn’t be probing too deep. So, the two need to move forward in agreement. I know this is easier said than done, but it is wisdom. Again, for a man, he needs to be willing to lay everything down, but women ought to know that they will not benefit from details that paint too much of a picture. A man’s job in this is to confess and be honest, but a woman’s job is to forgive … not to control the situation or to treat the husband as a child. Mutual love and respect go a long way.
 
 
  
My wife thinks I should be in a counseling program or have an accountability partner to be recovered, but I have truly changed without that and I feel like doing it would take away God’s glory of healing me without those things. Any ideas what I should do to make my wife believe that I don’t need that?
 
  
ASHLEY: Don’t try to make her believe anything. Love her through actions, not words, and she will eventually see that you have changed. But you know what? If she wants you to go to a counseling program, go. What will it hurt? Glorify God in the counseling program. And love your wife by choosing to do something you don’t want to do. God will be glorified in that.
 
 
  
GEORGE: Nothing can take away God’s glory if He has brought you through this. it may not be *right* for her to ask this of you, but it may not be wrong either. Perhaps she feels in her mind that it is a necessary part of the process. You could go and be honest and by telling the truth of how you struggled and then were delivered through obedience to God and that He is the source of your renewal, then perhaps it will be clear to both your wife and to the councilor. Sometimes it is not our job to make someone believe. If it is true, it will one day be seen as the truth … sooner or later (sadly in some folks cases very late).
What can I do to show my wife that I really do think she is the most beautiful woman in the world to me, even though there are other attractive women out there?


ASHLEY: Kiss her when another woman passes. Be so wrapped up and in love with her that other women and their physical beauty do not consume you. It’s so easy when we are married to become selfish and prideful. To want to have selfish fun. To think that the other person has somehow ruined our fun. Since we’ve gotten married, suddenly everything is boring. Well … do something about it. Make it fun. Get rid of these two harmful ingredients: pride and selfishness. And mix in the most important ingredients for your marriage to thrive: God, love, selflessness, and humility. And then love her like you did in the beginning, and even more. Kiss her, every day, the way you kissed her on your wedding day. Don’t hold on to your own ideas of fun, do things the other person thinks is fun. If he likes baseball and you hate it, go and enjoy it with him. If she likes the opera and you hate them, go and enjoy them with her.
 
 
  
GEORGE: Prove it by your actions. Your love and admiration should overflow from your entire person. Of course every woman is a unique person, so what it takes, and how long it takes will be different for every woman. Ultimately, the nature and importance of that question changes I think. As a woman finds her validation in the love of God, she too will be transformed and see beauty in a very different light. The question will still be important to some extent, but the truth of your above statement will no longer be an offense. She also should come to know (as should the man) that she is the most beautiful woman
in her husband’s eyes, for far more than physical reasons. She is the very person God blessed to be your wife, and that means for more reasons than meet the eye, she is the missing puzzle piece to your life. Her beauty is transcendent, and is superior to any mere physical aesthetic appearance.
 
 
  
How do I make my wife feel secure and loved again? How can I create a safe environment now that I’ve messed everything up and she doesn’t even want me to touch her?
 
  
ASHLEY: Stop defending yourself, even when she is set on defending her pain. Stop arguing with her over petty things like watching TV or getting online without her around. Stop loving yourself so much that you can’t see how much this woman is hurting because of your sin (even if it’s in the past, it takes her a long time to heal). Create a safe environment by doing what makes
her
feel comfortable, not what you want to do. If she doesn’t feel comfortable watching PG-13 movies, don’t watch them and lovingly do so. Don’t do so with a grumbling spirit or because she asked you to, do so because you know it bothers her and you genuinely want to see her smile. Fight for her. Give her space, but love her in other ways. If she doesn’t want you to touch her, write her a love note every day, three times a day. Go above and beyond, guys. Show her romance in ways you’ve never even imagined expressing it before. Fall in love with her all over again.
 
 
  
GEORGE: You give her the amount of space she requires, and simultaneously express (even if subtly at first) that your desire is to be near her and to make her comfortable no matter what. It comes down to laying down all of your personal needs/wants. You don’t do anything that would make her uncomfortable, and if you do by accident, you make a sincere apology! Be patient and consistent, and by loving her, respecting her, accomodating her and by praying for her, you will help to cultivate a secure environment.
 
 
  
How do I lay my life down for my wife and love her as Christ loves the Church? It seems so out of reach and not something that I can do.
 
  
ASHLEY: Love God more. Seek God more. Knock, and you will find. Treat your wife as a part of your own body. She is part of your own body and your body is hers. Respect your own body (masturbation) as though it is HER body. And love God so much that you can’t help but love others. It may seem out of reach to lay your life down for your wife and love with this beautiful love, but it’s not. You just need to set your heart on Jesus Christ and love through Him. Through Him … all things are possible.
 
 
  
GEORGE: It is out of reach … only through the very presence of God in your life can you do this! You need Him every step of the way. It is not a natural thing for a man to lay down his life, but something that is MORE than natural. It defies normal human logic, but not the truth that comes from the Holy Spirit. As Christians, we ought to be doing this for all people as Christ did, and all the more for our spouses … our closest neighbor and friend. The “HOW” is in denying yourself and following Christ. If your own needs and desires are dead to you in comparison to the needs of others, then you will have no trouble suiting someone else’s needs and wants to show them how much you love them. And God is for this kind of love. If He is for you, who can be against you?
 
 
  
My wife is in so much pain that she literally cries herself to sleep every night. I really have changed. What can I do to make her feel better? I hate seeing her cry.
 
  
ASHLEY: Hold her. If she pushes you away, fight for her. Hold her until she collapses in your arms. Love her. Cry with her. Be with her. Feel her pain, instead of your own. Put yourself in her shoes, in her heart. Tell her how you think it feels to be betrayed, hurt by the one person you never want to be hurt by. And pray for God to comfort her when you can’t.
 
 
  
GEORGE: If your emotions move you to, cry with her. Mourn the tragedy, the betrayal, the pain and the loss of trust with her. And yet, as a man be strong in your determination to keep on keeping on with a better life. Try to reach out to her in comfort. Ashley always said something to the tune of, “You were the last and the first person I wanted to comfort me.” It is tough for me to say where to draw the line in your pursuit of “holding her” in those times, but Ashley always said that “a man should fight to console his wife, even if he is fighting her to do it.” Take that for what it is worth.
 
 
  
If my wife happens to be struggling with the pride of wanting to be the most beautiful woman in the world, how do I support her in this without hurting her more? I know my actions have made this insecurity worse, so what can I do to help her without making her feel like I’m slapping her in the face?
 
  
ASHLEY: Just love her. As George says below, don’t point out her sin to her. Right now you really just need to love her. If she is seeking things that you know are pride, love her through it. You don’t have to nurse her pride by saying things like, “You are the most beautiful woman in the world. Wow, you are just gorgeous. Love that dress, shnookums.” Instead,
show
her. How’s that for a good idea? Practice showing her that she is beautiful by
actions, not words. Keep your mouth closed a little more, and open your ears. Listen to her more than you speak. Learn about her heart. Keep a journal of all the lovely things about her, all the things she loves, even silly little things. Show her that you care. Most women don’t want to hear, “You are beautiful,” after you’ve shown her the complete opposite by choosing other women over her. So, be quiet and
show
her that she is beautiful. May take some figuring out on your part.
 
 
  
GEORGE: It is not your job in this process to call much of anything out. Your prayers and consistent love-soaked living will be your best weapons to fight the evil that has affected her. You are both engaged in a deep spiritual battle. The battleground is your mind … and the aim of the enemy is to stop you in your tracks and to ruin your marriage, and make you both slaves of sin. Her pride is sin, so forgive her and love her through it. Be the kindest, most gentle and loving husband you can be. Since your actions made this issue worse, help reverse it by actions steeped in Love. Be careful not to be the one who turns the light on her sin. God can do this if she is willing. If you tried to do this, the result may not be pretty, as you noted. You are the original offender. Your job is to pour ointment on the wound and to doctor her with all gentleness and patience. You may have to endure a lot of things, but it is all worth it to please God and to help do right where you once did wrong. By the mercy and grace of God, one day your wife may be healed and freed from her own vices and sin.
 
 
  
Any other
thoughts?


ASHLEY: Love overcomes all things, but only if we let it. God
can
heal our marriages, but He can only heal our marriages if we
choose
to
allow
Him to. We have to desire it. Both husband and wife. God doesn’t heal every marriage affected by porn, because not every husband wants to change, not every wife wants to forgive. We need to come together in love and
choose
for God to heal our marriages. And then be willing to do whatever it takes to have Him change our hearts, minds, and marriages so that they are centered on Him, not ourselves. This is not easy. George and I have endured the absolute worst times of our lives and marriages when his addiction to porn was exposed. But his sin brought to light so many other sins that both of us kept hidden in the darkest corners of our hearts. In this light, we will be blinded. It
will
hurt. But when we stop closing our eyes and allow ourselves to be blinded by God’s light … we will go blind, it will hurt, and when we go back into the world and look again … we will see the world and ourselves and our marriages in a whole new way. So … go blind and get some new eyes. Love in ways you never thought possible. A new beginning is yours. You just have to reach for it.
 
 
  
GEORGE: God loves you and your marriage. It is His good pleasure to see a marriage come into health and security when He is the center of it. Remember that Christ bore so many afflictions to heal us. If you follow Him, than this work is for you as well. His path is one that isn’t supposed to be problem or difficulty free, but He promised that He would never leave you, and that you would never have more than you can handle. And you can handle very difficult things, when you allow Him to be your strength. The Holy Spirit is at work to restore your heart and mind as well as your spouse’s. Remind yourself of these good things and you will do well. Both husband and wife must fill their minds with the truths of God, and not allow any room in their minds/hearts for the lies of the enemy. Seek to make only room for Christ Jesus in your interior life. Shun anything that smacks of selfishness, pride, deceit or any other self motivated act or thought. Be truly transformed, by the renewing of your mind. Keep hope alive, knowing that God delights in reversing the fortunes of mankind. He loves to turn things upside down and make things new. He is our healer. Hope in Him, and never give up working with Him … He is so faithful.
 
  



Letter to a Husband
A fictional letter from a wife to a husband who just told her about his porn addiction.
 
 
  
To the man I married, for better or worse,
When I married you and said for worse, I didn’t think you would betray me. I just thought you might get sick, you might be depressed, you might get on my nerves sometimes, but betray me? This has to be the absolute worst of all things that could’ve happened. For so long I loved you intimately. I gave you all of me. I wanted more of you when you would pull away. Now I know why you pulled away. You were looking at other women.
This breaks me to pieces. I mean, I can’t even describe the pain I feel right now. It’s torture. How could you do this to me? To us? To all of the beautiful memories we shared since we met? How could you lie to me all of those years we dated, then kiss me so beautifully on our wedding day?
This hurts. Bad. You don’t know it, but I cry myself to sleep at night every time we turn out the lights. I can’t look at myself in the mirror anymore. And looking at you hurts too. I look at the hands that used to hold mine and I imagine them masturbating. I look at your eyes and imagine them looking at other women. I look at your body, the body I once curled up into, and I imagine it wanting some other woman’s body. I know lust is a big issue for men, but why did you have to lie to me? The lying hurts so much worse. I thought we knew everything about each other. Now I wonder if I know anything about you at all.
Yes, I have insecurities. You like to use those against me. But my insecurities before you lied to me were nothing compared to what they are now. I know, maybe I shouldn’t put so much on your shoulders. But you are my husband. The one man I gave my life and heart to. You are the only person I wanted to think I’m beautiful … and you have told me in so many ways that I am not beautiful enough for you. I know you say that you don’t compare me to those women and you don’t think of it like that … but I do, okay? I think of it every second of every day. And I know I have my issues, my pride to work through. I’m trying. I really am. But you have to try, too. I’m not asking you to make me feel like the most beautiful woman in the world, I know that’s pride in me. But I am asking you to treat me like the most beautiful woman in
your
world.
Is that so much to ask? All I want is to be your girl. Your
only
girl. I want to the one you come to when you want to experience
beautiful
intimacy. I want to be the one you come to when you are stressed, instead of having you run to the computer to get your fix from some girl doing porn. I just want you to love me. I still love you, even though it’s hard. Sometimes I push you away, but it’s only because it hurts to be near you. Your lies have taken away the beauty of the best thing that ever happened to me. You. Us. This marriage.
I want it back. I want it back and even better than it was when we married. But it’s so hard to see that right now. I can’t trust you. You lied so much. And sometimes you still keep little things from me. That hurts. I want to trust you, but you keep holding back. Let me in, sweetheart. Let me in to the deepest parts of you. I want to be one with you in every way. It kills me that you block me out of certain areas of your life. It kills me that you lie to me, the one person who loves you more than life itself. It kills me that you fantasize about other women when you said such precious wedding vows to me.
I don’t want this fake stuff anymore. I want real love. Forget making me feel beautiful, make me feel like your wife. A valued, treasured gift. And I want to do the same for you. I want to make new memories, ones that are even more beautiful because they aren’t clouded by lies and porn. Ugh. Just saying the world makes me want to curl up in a ball and hide away. But I won’t. I will choose to fight this with you, for you, for me, for us, for God. I want to see you renewed. I want my own heart to be renewed. I’m so tired of avoiding intimacy with you. But I fear it. I fear lies. I fear what goes on in your head. I fear that I may not measure up to the videos you’ve seen.
I fear a lot. And I’m sure you do, too. But if we can just get passed these fears, passed all the negative trash around us, maybe our marriage will see better days.
It’s so hard. Be patient with me. And I will try to be patient with you too. It’s just so hard for me. Everything seems like a dream, a bad dream, the worst nightmare of my life. And I just want to wake up, but it seems to never end. These women, your lies, they haunt me even in my dreams. Help me wake up. And love me through the hard times.
The worst times. And maybe soon we’ll be living in the “for better” again.
I love you. It’s not easy to say those words right now. But I know that I’m only hurting this much because I love you so much. Please, fight with me.
-Your wife-



When You Feel Like Dying
 
  
During the healing process for both husband and wife there is a lot of swimming. And it would be nice if the swim only consisted of calm waters that were shallow enough to stand when you need to. Unfortunately, it’s not that easy. The water is sometimes calm, but often it’s like being tossed in the middle of the ocean during a storm, then coming up to a waterfall. You need to turn away from the waterfall and swim in the other direction, all while being tossed around by huge waves and dodging sharks. That sounds completely possible, right?
Too many people make this healing process seem easy. It’s not. And not only is it not easy, but it never ends. You better be willing to swim for the rest of your lives. Some days you might be able to float on calm waters, but there are going to be days where the swimming will be so hard and the water will be so cold that you will feel like drowning is a better option.
If I just give up, let myself rest, and drown, then I can just die and it will all be over. No more fight, no more pain. All done.
We can apply this to any part of this battle. A man can choose to drown in lust, instead of fighting against the current. A woman can choose to drown in depression and insecurity, instead of reaching for Jesus’ hand to pull her out. We can hold on to trends, movies that have blatant sensuality, and inappropriate settings, and in turn, drown in the culture’s ideas of perfection. Or, we can swim with all we’ve got and ask God to push us along when our limbs get too weak.
It’s so easy to feel like dying. It’s the easy way out. Drowning in anything (even in self-pleasure) seems like a good option when you compare it on the surface.
Hm. Swim against this waterfall and feel like I’m getting nowhere. Or … stop fighting and drown in the world. I mean, the world isn’t that bad. And I can still drown in the world and take Jesus’ hand at the very last minute. No biggie. The world is our biggest cheerleader when it comes to drowning. In fact, not only does the world cheer us on, it makes us think drowning is desirable. Anything self-centered is desirable. Anything easy. Anything that “feels good.” Feeling good is what matters most. So, while drowning may be uncomfortable in a sense, it is a relief … because it means no more suffering, no more fighting, no more swimming against currents.
But this drowning … it leads to death. And although you may feel like dying (spiritually, emotionally, or physically) sometimes, dying isn’t really want you want. The devil wants to kill your desire for God, your desire to do things that don’t feel good (Jesus on the cross) in order to make a difference in the world, in order to glorify God and show that hope isn’t just about emotions. The devil wants you to stop and find rest in sin. He wants to keep everyone in this state of drowning so that they don’t even realize they are in sin. He just wants them to think they are good people who love God, but don’t live like pastors. In fact, he is even crafty enough that he’s got many, many pastors chained. Even pastors believe they are good people when behind the scenes they are using women to please their appetite for lust.
My desire for you is to keep swimming. And when it gets harder than it’s ever been before, that’s the most important time for you to keep pushing forward. Don’t think about how tough the swim is, instead … think about God. Sort of like running on a treadmill. If you focus on how far you’ve gone and how far you want to go, you will feel like giving up before you reach your goal. But if you stop focusing on the time, the miles, and just run and focus on something else, you will exceed your goal without even realizing it.
When you feel like dying … turn to God. He is your stability. He can give you the ability to swim against the current and stay on the right path. And remember, this isn’t a battle we win overnight. It’s a battle we fight every day. We choose to swim instead of drowning. And the second we stop to rest, or stop to ponder what it’s like to drown, well, the current will pull you back and before you know it you’ll be under water again.
Stay strong. Reach for the One who can walk on water. And remember that He never gives you anything more than you can bear, even if you think it’s too much, He knows best. He did with Job. I have no doubt He knows what He’s doing with you, too. Look at this swim as something to glorify God, something to make you stronger, not something to make you weaker. Keeping going. Keep going. Keep going! Don’t let the world bring you down. There is so much more to your life than your pain.



 Humility Is Necessary
 
 
  
You deserve honesty. It’s going to be tough to believe him for quite a few years. He’s got to work at rebuilding your trust. It’s going to take lots of time and lots of effort from him. And lots of forgiveness and grace on your part. If he’s trying, encourage him, but be real. Let me him know that this is so painful to you, that you feel broken beyond restoration, that you want healing and your marriage to be restored, but it seems impossible. Let him know that you feel lost, even when he’s trying. Let him know that it’s tough for you to trust him, even though he’s changing. Be honest with him always about how you feel. Try not to let your pain turn into anger. Anger is just an ugly mask for pain. Allow God to work on your own heart just as much as your husband’s.
Remember, relationships on earth will always fail us. There is only one that won’t and it’s not on earth. You know who I’m talking about. God is it. He is the only thing you “need.” These things hurt us (divorce, sexual issues, betrayal, etc.) because we are longing for men in a way we shouldn’t. We should only long for God in that way. I honestly think we make our men idols in our lives and hearts,
God allowed my idol, George, to be crushed and now George has the proper place in my heart. Husband, lover, best friend, but not God. I no longer need my husband’s approval or affirmation like I need God’s. I longer look to my husband for validation, only God. It doesn’t bother me nearly as much if he sees an attractive woman, because I know that his sin is just that … his sin. It doesn’t concern me anymore. It only concerns me when it takes the place of me (which porn can do). But right now (since he’s no longer steeped in lust) … I don’t let it get to me anymore because George isn’t an idol to me anymore. And beauty. Beauty is another idol in our lives. We want that so bad we easily fall into the sin of jealousy and insecurity and self-centeredness.
I was just talking to my husband yesterday and I said, “How many people desire to be humbled?”
Ouch. Think about that.
Jesus says the first will be last, the last will be first. We know that the one who takes the lowest seat is given the best. The humble are exalted.
Yet, we spend our lives obsessing over physical beauty. That’s not humble. Imagine if women spent as much time obsessing over virtue as we do our physical appearance.
This should grieve us. This should grieve us 10,000 times more than our husband’s betrayal. The state of our own hearts is so messed up, so how can we truly be upset at our husbands? There’s the parable Jesus mentions about the Pharisee and the tax collector:
To some who were confident of their own righteousness and looked down on everybody else, Jesus told this parable: “Two men went up to the temple to pray, one a Pharisee and the other a tax collector. The Pharisee stood up and prayed about himself: ‘God, I thank you that I am not like other men—robbers, evildoers, adulterers—or even like this tax collector. I fast twice a week and give a tenth of all I get.’
“But the tax collector stood at a distance. He would not even look up to heaven, but beat his breast and said, ‘God, have mercy on me, a sinner.’
“I tell you that this man, rather than the other, went home justified before God. For everyone who exalts himself will be humbled, and he who humbles himself will be exalted.”
Now, being low, being humble, probably doesn’t equate obsessing over what we
look like
and what our husband’s
look at. If he is sinning, that’s his problem. Yes, it hurts our marriages, and because it hurts our marriages it will hurt us. But don’t allow yourself to obsess over what he does, don’t let that determine your value … don’t make him an idol who has the power to make you go crazy and wonder how much you are worth.
We need to desire to be humbled here on earth. I think that is a huge key to our healing. As for our marriages … both husband and wife must lay down their lives in order for the marriage to thrive.
I see so many emails come in from women who have husband’s who are just completely unwilling to own up to their sin. They point fingers, they say how much their wife needs to grow, but they refuse to believe that they are being self-centered.
We all need to realize when we are being self-centered (wives too!) and seek humility. Our marriages will thrive when we learn to truly lay our lives down for each other, as Christ did for us. When we learn to seek the best interest of our spouse, instead of ourselves. Then, and only then, will we see the beauty after all of this rain.



 He Doesn’t Understand
 
  
This is the worst pain you’ve experienced in your life and he wants you to “get over it.” I can’t tell you how many times I heard those words from all sorts of people.
And the classic statement, “I’ve changed. Why can’t you forgive me and move on?”
So, so irritating.
“How can I just move on after you completely ruined our marriage? I don’t trust you. I don’t know what to do. This is horrible. I can’t sleep at night. I don’t even want to leave the house because I feel so unattractive. I feel DEAD inside. DEAD, do you hear me? How can I just move on?”
The answer is easy. You can’t. And he
doesn’t
understand. And here’s the real kicker. No matter how much you explain it to him, no matter how much you try to express your pain and why you can’t just get over it in one night, he will
never
really, truly understand. He can’t. He is a man. Designed and wired to complete you, not to
be
you. God is the only one who will understand you and all of your pain, even more than you understand yourself. So, what do we do?
Recently, I’ve told women to start a journal to Jesus. Write to Him and tell Him how you feel. Invite your husband to read the journal whenever he desires to. This way he can try to understand your pain without feeling accused or put down in the process. It’s an invitation into your secret thoughts, instead of a conversation where you end up pointing fingers at each other.
Also, let go of your need and expectations that he MUST understand you. He can have compassion and be sensitive to your heart (and he should be, even though most men aren’t for a very long time), but he may never truly understand what you’re going through and you need to be at peace with that. There shouldn’t be a “need” for him to understand you, just a need for him to be your rock and not your quicksand. For him to help, instead of hinder. The more you seek to make him understand, the more agitated he is going to get, because he can’t comprehend how this has affected your soul.
He can try, and sometimes he may get close, but the emotions and torture you have gone through and may still be going through are so deep that it’s impossible for him to “get it.” Instead, write in your journal and hope that through your gentle words to Jesus, that your husband may begin to understand that this is a tough battle for you, more difficult than his battle with lust. And you are trying to forgive and move on, but it takes time. And it takes time to rebuild trust.
My best friend is going through this right now and her husband seems to have no real desire for God or change. She sticks through this and forgives, desiring to see her marriage restored. She endures more than most women I talk to–from physical abuse to emotional torture. Yesterday I imagined her as a battered princess trapped in the basement with no way out. She wants her prince to fight for her, to find her and rescue her, to make her feel safe. But instead he would rather go about his own way, enjoying life the way he used to, going out and making her feel even more alone and sad. He puts himself above her and leaves her in the basement, occasionally dropping her some food or water, but never a hand out, or arms to be held in. He doesn’t fight for her. It’s too difficult, too humiliating, too painful–so he gives up and gets angry that she’s in the basement in the first place. Meanwhile, she cries herself to sleep in the basement, still hoping for her prince to come through for her.
He needs to fight for you. He needs to get you out of the cold basement and hold you in his arms, no matter how much you fight against his embrace. He needs to hold you there until his embrace is no longer cold and warms every inch of your body.
Is he willing? Is he able to fight for you?
If so, count yourself blessed, even if he doesn’t understand the pain you are going through. If he isn’t willing to fight just yet, try to look through your own pain and see his wounds. Bandage the wounds of your fallen soldier and help him get up and fight for you. We are in this together. We have to help our men fight, no matter how hurt we are. And they have to help us out of the basement, no matter how hurt they are. We need to stop looking for excuses to be justified in our own pain, and look for reasons to fight for each other. Let’s stop trying to make each other
understand
and instead … make each other feel loved. Regardless of how unloved we feel.
Live for others. Just as Christ Himself did. This Friday is the day He died for us. Giving His life for the very people who said they would never betray Him, and then did. For the people who spit in His face and called Him a fake, blaming Him for something He never did. The day He showed that giving love is more important than being loved. If only we could all follow in those footsteps every day of our lives … then anger would have no place in our marriages. Only love.



 Does Romance Exist?
 
  
So many men are addicted to porn or have been at some point in their lives. So many single women wonder if it’s possible to find a man who doesn’t struggle with lust and wonder if they should give up. I’ve talked to married women who have considered divorce, but wondered if they’d ever find a man who could love them the way they needed to be loved, free of lust. And many, many of these women wonder (as I often did) if romance is even real.
When I found out about George’s porn addiction my world crumbled. I truly believed our entire relationship was a lie. I mean, he looked at other women throughout our relationship and never told me. How could I believe anything he said? Especially after I had asked him about his struggle with porn and he assured me it wasn’t a problem anymore.
Romance couldn’t have been more dead to me. I remember taking a nap during one of my pregnancies and after tossing and turning I stared at the window and cried. Wiping my tears, I said to God, “Why my Georgie? Why him? Why us? Did I just have too high of expectations for marriage? Were my dreams of romance impossible to attain? Did I set myself up for this extreme disappointment?”
I decided to believe that it was my fault. My expectations were too high and romance didn’t exist, at least not the way I thought it had, at least not the way we falsely lived for our entire relationship prior to the truth of his struggle with lust.
But I’ve come a long way since then. I now understand that my expectations weren’t too high at all and we are now living the most beautiful, romantic relationship I could’ve ever imagined. Not a day goes by where I don’t stop to kiss my husband. As I push his hair from his eyes I silently say to God, “Thank you. Please help me to never take for granted a second with this man.”
When George holds me now, the world disappears, just like it did when we lived in lies. Except now everything is out in the open. Truth has illuminated the dark corners and given our romance even more life. It’s now vibrant, shining, and true. It’s so much better than it ever was before.
I still can’t believe I thought romance didn’t exist. I can’t believe I thought my expectations for a loving, beautiful marriage were unrealistic. Yes, a perfect husband or wife is unrealistic, but that was never what I wanted. I wanted to be perfect for him. And now I can finally say I not only
know
that truth … I
feel
it intensely.
I miss him when he’s gone for only twenty minutes. My mind is always thinking of ways I can show love to him, even in the midst of our crazy busy lives. I yearn for babysitters so I can spend time alone with him. In the mornings when I can’t sleep I stare at his beautiful face and pray for God to make me a better wife, to show me how I can love my husband more.
I love being married. It’s so much more than I could’ve imagined. We’ve been through some rough times. I’ve taken my rings off and wished for a way out. Porn almost ruined our romance. Porn almost made me believe its lies — that marriage could
never
be filled with romance and passion and purity. Porn almost ruined my heart and my husband’s. But thankfully God pulled us out of the mess and shined His light into every dark corner of both of our hearts. George’s struggle with lust is nowhere near what it used to be. My struggle with insecurities is nowhere near what it used to be. And what I love most about all of this is that God is still changing us, still growing us, and still making our marriage more beautiful by the day.
Sometimes I can’t wait to wake up tomorrow. Simply because I know that I’ll be even more in love than I was the day before.
There is so, so much beauty after rain. I hope you can see that even through the clouds you are now surrounded by. There is beauty, so much light and hope, after the clouds disappear.
I’m praying for more light in your marriage, that your romance would be enlivened again and your hearts healed.



 The Hyper-Sensitive Woman
 
  
When George’s porn struggle first came to the surface of our marriage I became the most insecure person walking this earth. Every time he walked out of the door my heart raced. My thoughts bounced all over the place. I imagined him staring at billboards, girls in short skirts, magazine covers, and so on. I imagined things that were outrageous and nearly impossible, then I’d accuse him of having done something the second he walked in the door.
Maybe I can explain the craziness of this situation with an excerpt from my novel, Exposed. This isn’t a true story, but it is similar to (embarrassing and immature — on my end) experiences George and I went through. The married couple (Ally and Jessie) are on their way to her pre-natal appointment. Here it is:
 



Normally I would’ve turned to the right and stared out the window, but I had a paranoia about him seeing a beautiful woman or a sexy billboard. I wanted to make sure I saw what he saw. Maybe I liked torturing myself. Not sure why. Pencils shoved in my eyeballs would’ve been more bearable than the emotional charley horses I gave myself.


Jessie parked in front of the office building adjacent to the hospital and held my chin. “You excited?”


I allowed myself to smile amidst one of my emotional spasms.


Jessie rubbed my cheek with his thumb and gave me his eyes?romantic, hopeful eyes. For a moment, I bathed in the sunshine of his love without thinking of rain. His eyes, his hand on my face, the tiny baby growing inside of me?I longed to be sodden with the present and not swept away by a flood if Jessie looked at something again.


We walked inside, signed in, and sat in the waiting room until smooth blonde hair walked across the room. Jessie looked at his hands and fidgeted with his keys.


“Allyson Graham? You can follow me.” The blonde said.


You have got to be kidding me, I said to God in the privacy of my head.


Jessie’s eyes darted everywhere but the pretty little blonde’s body. We followed her down an off-white hallway covered in pictures of moms and babies. She weighed me. 123lbs. I wondered how much she weighed.


“Is this your first baby?” she asked Jessie.


He stared at the ground and nodded.


She showed him our room and told me to go pee on a stick and test my something-something levels. I didn’t listen. I went in the bathroom and looked in the mirror. After waiting a few seconds, I flushed the toilet I never peed in and went to the room where Jessie. His eyes were fixated on his shoes.


Miss Gorgeous asked questions. I answered.


“Your midwife will be in soon.” She smiled and left the room.


Jessie pressed his lips together and refused to look at me. I hopped off the exam table and stood in front of him. He stared at my feet.


Thump. Thump. Thump. My heart. In my throat.


Jessie tilted his head and scratched it.


“More beautiful than me, isn’t she?” I said.


He huffed.


“It’s obvious. You were acting so weird.”


“I didn’t look at her.”


“No?” I laughed. “Well, you sure had fun trying not to look at her. Was she that pretty? So gorgeous you had to fidget with your keys the entire time and stare at your feet.”


“No. I mean, I don’t know. I just didn’t want to make you think I looked at her.”


The door opened. My heart flopped around my chest like a fish yearning for water. Jessie looked down.


 



As you can see, Ally is hyper-sensitive. I’ve been there. Being sensitive to lustful images, porn, content in movies, and magazine covers is a good thing. Both men and women should be sensitive to these things. But hyper-sensitive?
Hyper-sensitive will ruin your marriage. I’ve stopped talking to George simply because he noticed an attractive woman. He didn’t lust, didn’t linger on any thoughts, nothing. But I accused him of doing what I imagined him to do and refused to believe that he could “notice” an attractive woman without lusting over her.
But when a husband spends so long covering up his lust and lies and porn addiction … it’s hard to believe anything he says. So, we make things up. We believe the worst about him and the world. We think there are girls in short skirts on every corner of the street (and sometimes there are!), but in reality we are letting our insecurities get the best of us.
The devil uses a man’s lust to break apart a marriage, but he also uses a woman’s insecurity. I think women are 5,613 times more insecure than men. I really do. We probably compare ourselves to other people way more often than men do. It seems like there are few women in the world who haven’t struggled with the I’m not good enough insecurity. We are fed images, mentalities, and standards daily by people who want to change us for some reason.
It’s possible to change, but it’s not easy. And it’s possible to be secure, but it’s not easy. About a year after I discovered George’s secret I would’ve been labeled hyper-hyper-hyper-hyper-sensitive woman. One day when he was on his way home from work I checked the mail and found a lingerie magazine. I threw it in our trashcan and over the next few minutes I became paranoid that he’d find it. So, I dug it out of the bottom of the trashcan and ran out of our apartment door, down the steps in the front lobby, and dropped the magazine at the top of the steps. I figured I’d get it later when he wasn’t home and throw it in the dumpster, outside, far from us.
Just my day. He decided to come up those steps that day and saw the magazine I desperately tried to hide. He promised he didn’t lust, but I didn’t believe him.
Oh, boy.
Hyper-sensitivity will damage you and everyone around you. How can your husband change if you don’t give him a chance to? How can he stop lusting after images if you are constantly accusing him of things he’s not doing? How can you become more secure in a lustful world if you try to cocoon yourself from everything in the world?
You need to let go. Remember, it’s good and wise to be sensitive about what you watch, look at, and let into your heart. It’s healthy to be sickened by lust, skimpy clothes, and magazine covers. But … it’s unhealthy to take your sensitivity to the extreme and let it tear you apart. Be sensitive to sin because it is evil, but realize that some things in this world hurt and we cannot always avoid them.
You’ll have your days, just as I have mine. But there is still hope. You can be better tomorrow than you are today. So can I. We can believe we are beautiful and deeply admire inner beauty more than physical beauty. But first we need to be willing to let go of our craziness and breathe. We need to find freedom to live and let our husband’s live, even if that means they are hurting us.
We can’t change our husband’s heart and we can’t change another person’s heart—we can only change our own hearts.
That’s what’s important.
That’s what we need to focus on.
So, let’s allow God to change our hearts, to rid our hyper-sensitivity and fill it with a deep sadness over sin and lust, and to become a woman of true beauty. Beauty that doesn’t let insecurity damage its existence. Beauty that steps over the devil’s schemes with grace, love, and security in Jesus.
Beauty that transcends time.



 Personal Insecurity vs. Relationship Insecurity
 
  
When George and I went through this we both made a lot of selfish mistakes. He didn’t always do the right thing. He didn’t always make me feel good. And he definitely didn’t always make me feel like I could trust him. But he was trying. That’s more than I can say of most couples we talk to. Husband’s are often so consumed with their own “rights” that they don’t even care about their wife’s bleeding heart. They make a mess in her heart, deepen her wounds, and then expect her to clean it all up overnight, without his help.
It doesn’t work like that. It takes time to mend these wounds. Time and a lot of understanding. Just like his porn addiction isn’t solely about his wife, a woman’s insecurities and trust issues are not solely about her husband and his past lying/betrayal. It’s deeper than that. She has a desire to please her husband, which is good, but it becomes distorted. This world feeds us lies. We need to be this kind of wife, that kind of wife, something. We need to be more beautiful, have sex more, clean the house better, stop yelling at the kids so much. And these insecurities run deep. We begin to feel like we are completely lacking in our womanhood. We don’t feel
good enough.
This
not good enough
complex drives us mad. We want to be better. We go on diets, fasts from magazines, etc. We are always trying to be good enough, better. And while the spiritual life is a progression toward holiness, it’s not about this constant striving to fill our gaping wounds. But this need to fill these wounds, to be good enough, will drive us crazy. And it will create issues within a marriage that has suffered from porn with a husband who is now trying to pursue holiness. Which is why I want to clarify something here.
You can have a husband who is willing to change or a husband who is constantly lying and throwing this in your face. Either way, your
personal insecurity
should get out of your heart and stay out. The
relationship insecurity
will remain and go away as the marriage progresses toward purity and self-sacrifice, but right now … get the personal insecurity out of your heart. Here’s what I mean:
Personal Insecurity
is wounded pride. It’s a longing for something to fill a need that only God can fill. The need to be good enough, the need to be beautiful, clean, smart, funny, a good mom, etc. These are personal insecurities. We have an array of them that began in our childhood and worked their way up and another set that happen later in life when people tell us we’re not good enough. This insecurity is pride. This is why flattery and compliments can often be detrimental to the
spiritual
health of a person. We are to seek holiness. Seeking holiness means seeking The Holy One. The more we seek Him, the more we realize exactly how inadequate we are. He is all we need. We can’t function properly without His grace. Therefore, this
not good enough
complex is really just the devil’s game to keep us running in circles chasing our tails. It really is a good ploy … get them to chase after something they cannot attain and meanwhile make them thing being
good enough
is the goal.
Being good enough isn’t the goal. Being completely captivated with God’s goodness is the goal. Through our love for Him we will be better lovers. Through our captivation with His holiness we will know that we are weak and in need of Him. The more we try to convince ourselves that we can ever be
good enough
to anyone on this earth, is the moment we lost sight of our ultimate goal. To store up treasures in heaven, were moths and rust do not destroy. Embracing our weaknesses and reaching for Jesus is when humility will reside in our hearts. Now, that being said, there is another insecurity that you can’t just “get over.”
Relationship Insecurity
is a wounded relationship. Someone has taken a picture of you and your husband and torn it in two. His lies, his issues with lust, they tore the picture a little, then you finished it off out of your pain. You couldn’t bare to look at it anymore. You can’t trust him. You are always worried. You’re anxious. You don’t know what he’s looking at when he goes to the grocery store. You check the scene when you walk in to a restaurant and assess the women there. Your comfort around your husband is based off of other people. This is
personal insecurity
seeping in to
relationship insecurity, those things need to go. Anxiety and worry is not something God desires for you. He wants you to rest in Him, not your husband.
However, and this is a big however, forgiveness doesn’t mean trust magically reappears. And broken trust is the root of relationship insecurity. The sad thing about this is that relationship insecurities play off of personal insecurities, and it ends up becoming a big huge mess. Your husband’s goal should not to be to make you feel like the most beautiful woman in the world. His goal shouldn’t be to praise you and make you feel better about yourself. His goal should be to sacrifice his life for you and love you as though you are his very body. His goal should be to love God more, and in turn, love you more. He should desire your
holiness, not your personal security in feeling good enough.
Sadly, this is not always the case. Sometimes the husband is after his own interests. He creates false needs based off of his perversions. He blames her and resents her for not healing overnight. He goes on and on about how he has changed, but he really hasn’t given his life to God. She suffers and the relationship suffers. But here’s the ticket. You, dear wife, don’t have to allow the broken trust and relationship insecurities to make you feel horrible about yourself. Your relationship will be rebuilt when your husband chooses to help you break down walls of distrust and put his arms around your heart to protect you. Until then, you will have relationship insecurities. You will not always know what he’s doing. You won’t trust him. You won’t be secure in your relationship, knowing that he’s going to come home to you and only you. You can’t create something that’s not there.
But it’s really important for you to differentiate between personal and relationship insecurities. Really, it comes down to this. Personal insecurity dies when you stop desiring something outside of God’s will. Relationship insecurities die when both people are repentant and desire to work to restore the torn picture.
Don’t let the torn picture keep you from believing that you are precious to God. You are not meant to be good enough in this world, so stop striving. Rest in your weaknesses and strengths, knowing that God gave you both for a reason. Pursue holiness by pursuing God and letting the world and your self-centered desires fall from your grip.
There is so much beauty and freedom in God’s design for your life. Seek Him. He is the only one who can fill you. And don’t be so hard on yourself for not trusting someone who is still beating you into the dirt. Your desire to trust him again and your willingness to hold no record of wrongs is what’s needed. Trust will come when he’s ready.



 He Loves Me, He Loves Me Not
 
 
  
He proposed to me with tears in his eyes.
He loves me.
 
 
  
He said, “I do,” that humid July night.
He loves me.
 
 
  
A few months later, I found a link on our computer.
He loves me not.
 
 
  
A few hours later, he sobbed at my feet and apologized.
He loves me.
 
 
  
A few hours later, he lied and told me that was the only time her ever did it.
He loves me not.
 
 
  
A few days later, he told me everything and spent weeks doing everything he could to show me that he was changing.
He loves me.
 
 
  
I had to pry for the truth and he told me he still struggled with thinking sexual things of women at work.
He loves me not.
 
 
  
He called me every time he felt tempted at work (or as soon as he could), no matter how uncomfortable it made him feel.
He loves me.
 
 
  
He got angry when I questioned him and told him I was still hurting.
He loves me not.
 
 
  
It’s a never-ending game. He loves me, he loves me not. I played it so many times with George. Even sang this song to myself at night. After awhile, though, the song needed to end. I was driving George crazy, and myself. Keeping tabs on everything he did (and didn’t do). Completely consumed with his actions, that was me. So much for keeping no record of wrongs. Not only did I keep them, but I replayed them in my head daily and reminded George of them daily as well.
He didn’t do everything right, but the man sought change like no other man I’ve known. He wanted it, and he wanted it BAD. He was willing to do whatever it took, even beyond whatever it took, but it didn’t matter to me. He did everything I asked, and still, I badgered him with my disappointment.
I couldn’t move on. I was stuck on that last flower petal that said “he loves me not” and I was afraid to pluck it, afraid of what would happen if there were no more petals to pluck. So I stayed there and dwelt on “he loves me not” so much that I made him wonder if he really did love me or not.
George had his moments. He wasn’t perfect. He’d get upset or mad. He’d justify himself and his own “rights.” But for the most part, he was gentle, kind, and whenever I got angry he’d end up in tears. For me. For us. Not for his own pain. A lot of men we talk to are stuck in justifying themselves. They don’t want to live in a “prison.” They don’t want to stop doing the things they enjoy, even if it makes their wives uncomfortable. They are still stuck on enjoying life so much that they don’t realize their wives are holding back tears every time they go out the door. George never did that to me.
And here’s the sad thing … it didn’t make a difference.
See, your husband could be doing everything wrong, and mine did so, so many things right. But our hearts are still the same. Messed up, bruised, shattered. We are lost. We are hopeless. We are stuck in distrust and unfamiliar grounds. We have built up walls and we want our husband’s to fight for us and break down the walls, but at the same time … we fear him. We are women. We either give you all of us, or none of us. We don’t know how to do anything else. When we give our hearts to a man, he will see us in our most vulnerable state. More than anyone else on earth ever will. When he crushes us, we take everything away and make him fight like there’s no tomorrow to get us back.
And quite honestly, after someone is unfaithful, they better fight like there’s no tomorrow to get their spouse back! But sometimes he doesn’t. And in my case, he did, but I was stuck behind my huge wall. No matter how many times George whacked at those bricks, I put another one up in its place. He was getting nowhere.
Until I caved.
 



What did it take for me to finally allow the bricks to fall down?
 





1.) I could no longer deny the fact that he had changed. Truly changed.


 





2.) He fought and fought and fought, and I started to feel sorry for him, because he was getting nowhere.


 





3.) I realized that I had a lot of issues, and no matter how much I wanted to believe it, I wasn’t the only victim.


 





4.) I remembered our wedding vows, and realized that I wasn’t living up to them.


 





5.) I thought of God’s love for me, no matter how many times I chose to be entertained by a movie with His name in vain or thought of my own desires above His, He loved me just the same.


 





6.) I remembered a very important key. I loved George.
I loved him. I married him. I loved him, and I still loved him even after all the pain. Love.


 
 
  
Was I really willing to let go of my love for him because he made a mistake? Was I willing to say that I am better than God? That I deserve love and if someone doesn’t love me “right” in return, that I can build up a wall and never let them in my heart again? Was I willing to tell Jesus that it’s too hard to be like Him, that I’d rather have a crown of jewels when He had a crown of thorns?
When I realized that I wasn’t willing to do any of those things … my heart softened. The bricks crumbled to the ground. And my marriage found a new foundation and has been building and building ever since. Our marriage is beautiful now. He is sitting three feet from me as I type this, and I can’t wait to stop typing so I can touch his hand, kiss his cheek, look into his green eyes and tell him that he is the best thing on earth that has ever happened to me.
And the most beautiful part about it … I know that he feels the same, but I no longer think about that, I’m too consumed with looking at him to even think about what I look like
to him.
The real question isn’t — He loves me, He loves me not?
It’s — Do you love him, or do you love him not?
I love my husband. So much. Do you still love yours?



 Climbing Broken Ladders
 
  
Our husband’s are broken ladders, but so often we try to climb them to a place of joy. And so often, they fail us. A rung will break or be missing and we will fall. Sometimes we can get pretty high up the ladder, but eventually the ladder will fail us. It is inevitable. Because the ladder is broken. It’s not meant to be used by others, only God can use this ladder even amidst its brokenness. God is the only one who can use the broken.
We can’t. The more we try to climb up a broken ladder to find joy, the more disappointed we will end up. Every human on this earth will let you down. Daddy will never love you like you need, your husband will never love you like you need, your kids won’t, your friends won’t—no person on earth ever will. We’re all broken ladders. We can help people get a little closer to God (when God uses us), but we cannot be the source of someone’s joy, only a vessel to point them to their true Joy.
This is said over and over again by so many people. God is the only one who can fill your ever need. He is the only one you need. But it seems to take so long to sink in. We know the truth, but we continue to climb broken ladders. Over and over. Like complete fools. We could step off of the broken ladders and discover the beauty of God’s elevator to Joy, but instead … we want, so badly, to climb the broken ladders. Sometimes we want our husband’s ladder to work so much that we try to spend our days and nights fixing the ladder.
If he would just do XYZ. If I just remind him to do XYZ. If I help him out. If I pray for him. If I do this, maybe he’ll do that. Maybe I can fix the broken rungs and replace the missing ones. Maybe I can make this ladder work and finally, finally, finally I will find the joy I’m looking for.
Ain’t gonna happen. You can fix up the ladder, make it shine, but eventually it will break again. It’s time to stop using our spouses to find something only God can give. It’s time to stop expecting things from our spouses, to stop wanting to “fix” them for our own pleasure, and to stop needing them to love us in order to be joyful.
When I got upset with George to the point of depression … I was really getting upset with the broken ladder, not George. My perspective was off. I wanted the ladder to be something it wasn’t, and in my false hope, I became more and more depressed. I wanted the ladder to please me in all the right ways, and when it failed, I grew more and more frustrated. It wasn’t until I stepped away from the ladder and found God’s Joy that I realized how beautiful marriage can be.
When we stop trying to use each other as ladder’s to personal joy and fulfillment, we will realize that God’s Joy is sufficient for us. That He is all we need. And that His love can help us love other broken ladders as though they are God’s beautiful creations. When we stop needing others to act a certain way in order for us to love, be faithful, steadfast, humble, and yes, joyful, we will find true contentment.
The beauty of true contentment is that it can remain bright even when beaten and nailed to a cross. It doesn’t give up on others when others give up on it. Love perseveres because of contentment, because it needs no one’s love except God’s. Every other ounce of love found on earth is a gift, a blessing to not be taken for granted, and never something deserved. Love is a gift. It’s a gift given to us and a gift we can give to others when we stop needing others and start loving them regardless of how horrible they make us feel.
We need to need less from others and expect more of ourselves. More love when it hurts. More faithfulness when betrayed. More gentleness during a storm. More giving instead of receiving. We need more God in our lives and relationships, and less of ourselves. He is the answer. The only answer to every problem. Turn to Him. And find the freedom to be content no matter the circumstance.



 The Biggest Tool in the Death of Love
 
  
We are raised in a culture that teaches us to be self-reliant, independent, and completely self-focused. We are taught to demand love from others, and when we don’t receive it the way we believe we should… we are taught to either walk away from the person, build walls, stop loving them back, or teach them how to love us the right way. If they refuse to love us the way we believe they should, we end up depressed and insecure, always blaming our problems on the person who didn’t love us right. Whether it’s Daddy, Mommy, Uncle, Neighbor, Boyfriend, Girlfriend, Spouse, Child… they get the blame for our sadness, insecurity, or anger.
For a man recovering from a porn addiction, he may try to do everything right and feel like he’s getting nowhere with his wife (or girlfriend). He may do everything she says and more, and still have an angry wife who gets upset whenever they are around people with a certain color hair or specific body part. These men can react in one of two ways. They can become angry, justify themselves, and defend all of their amazingly good qualities… or they can humble themselves and believe they are truly the worst of all sinners and ask for forgiveness every second of the day, taking full blame for all the issues in their marriage.
For a woman recovering from her husband’s porn addiction, she may try to forgive, trust, and move on, but feel like it’s impossible. She may be so immersed in her insecurities that she can’t see the light. She may not feel like her husband is loving her well enough. Maybe he isn’t doing everything he could be doing to fight for purity and live a life in Christ. These women can react in one of two ways. They can become angry, bitter, and more resentful, clinging to their insecurities like they are a precious treasure… or they can humble themselves and believe they are truly the worst of all sinners and ask for forgiveness every second of the day, taking full blame for all the issues in their marriage and all of their insecurities.
See, pride is the biggest tool in the death of love. Pride ruins everything that is good. A man who is upset because his wife can’t move on no matter how hard he tries is falling victim to pride. A woman with bitterness or insecurities is prideful. Blaming the other person for the death of love is prideful. In the parable of the Pharisee and Tax Collector… the Pharisee believed he was better than others and counted his good qualities to God, whereas the Tax Collector knew his sin and had enough humility to never believe he was better than anyone else. And Jesus said, “I tell you, this man went down to his house justified rather than the other; for everyone who exalts himself will be humbled, but he who humbles himself will be exalted.”
Pride will not only kill every good relationship around you, but it will kill your own soul as well. Pride brings death. Humility brings life. If you don’t believe me… I urge you to start taking the blame for every issue in your marriage, always apologizing and meaning it, and asking God to help you work through your own issues (like purity or anger or insecurity or whatever it may be), then tell me how it works out. Humility and love kill pride in a relationship. Even if only one person is killing pride with love, it still works. Because pride can’t stand up to humility. It will either run or eventually be broken down and humble itself to love.
To the man who thinks he does so much but doesn’t get anywhere… I say humble yourself, apologize, and do even more than you are currently doing. There’s always more we can do to love others. Always.
To the woman who thinks she’ll never get over these insecurities and be able to love him again… I say humble yourself, stop looking to be the most beautiful woman in the world to your husband and start being the most beautiful woman in the world to your husband by living like Christ (who was not attractive in form), apologize, and do even more than you are currently doing.
If you both love each other with humility instead of through pride… I promise you… your marriage will change… and you will experience a love you’ve never, ever imagined.



 We Love to Be Loved
 
  
I remember desiring to be loved since I was a little girl. I made up stories when I was only 7 years old. It was never the story of the prince rescuing the princess, instead it was a story about a prince and princess falling in love and living happily ever after. No rescue involved. Just love. As I aged I tried to make that story come true by falling in love 98,737 times. You would think this odd fascination with “being in love with love” would have made the “real deal” less amazing. But no, my story wasn’t cheapened by the 98,737 times I “fell in love” before that. (In reality, it was, but I didn’t want to believe that….)
In love with love. That was me. And my love story had a twist I didn’t know about. I saw the red flags, but I ignored them. I wanted the “happily ever after” so bad that I was willing to ignore reality just to have the fantasy. I was so angry with George, so hurt, by his fantasy world, but I didn’t realize that my pain was so much deeper because I had lived in a fantasy world for so many years as well. A world where love was always lovely and my prince charming would love me almost perfectly, only messing up in ways that were okay by my fantasies standards.
I wanted to be loved. Isn’t that what we all desire for so long? We loved to be loved. And when we’re hurt, we spin out of control, we lose ourselves, we get lost in insecurity and anger, bitterness and depression, anxiety and fear. Our fantasy flickers like a flame in a light breeze, and then
whoosh, it dies out when we catch him looking at
her. Darkness is the only thing we know.
Because we want to be loved. We spend our lives trying to attain love from others. When they fail us, we look in other places. We date people, test them out, then marry one who seems to love us best. When our spouse fails us, we look for love from our children, when they fail us, we look to our friends, when they fail us, and we have nothing, we sink into a darkness so rich you can’t even see yourself.
My fantasy world crashed. And I had to face reality. I had to figure out if I loved Love enough to love others when they didn’t love me. Or if I only loved Love when it benefited me, made me feel good, or in some other way satisfied me. I was faced with a choice.
Ashley, do you love God more than you love being loved? If so, your life should display the fruits of the Spirit, which you have memorized and yet don’t live out … love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness and self-control.
Well, at least I was
faithful, I thought.
But no, I wasn’t. I thought I was faithful to my husband because I never lusted over other men. I never cheated. I didn’t do what
he
did. But I was unfaithful to my husband because I loved myself more than I loved him. I loved my own fantasy world. It may not have been porn, but it was a fantasy nonetheless. A fantasy he couldn’t live up to if he tried. Just like my husband looked to porn stars to fill a desire that can only be satisfied by God, I looked to my husband to fill a desire only satisfied by God.
I was unfaithful to God by loving the world, loving earthly love and admiration, and loving my husband more than I loved Him. And through that, I was unfaithful to George because I loved my own idea of love, my own desire to be loved, more than I loved him.
I wasn’t willing to love him when he hurt me. I locked him out of the house, gave him back my rings, wanted to see him tortured, literally. My thoughts were cruel and my desires were not birthed from a heart that truly loved Love.
A heart acquires nothing more than what it wants. If a heart desires fantasies and earthly passions, it will receive what it wants and grow weary when it’s never satisfied. If, however, a heart desires truth and love, God and things that are pure and holy, it will receive what it wants and grow joyful even amidst trials, it will be satisfied and find rest, and through that Love it will be able to love others who injure it.
I lived much of my life as the first heart. The heart that loved to be loved, but didn’t love to give love when it hurt. I was self-centered and filled with a pride that believed I deserved something better, yet I was blind to my own unfaithfulness. I spent my life chasing after that fantasy, desiring something unattainable, only to end up miserable and dead.
But I have good news. My romance story has been resurrected. And it’s so much better than the fantasy I desired since my early childhood dreams of happily ever after. It’s so much better, friends. I can’t even describe to you how much better it is.
No longer is it based on conditions, fantasies, and expectations. It’s based on pure love. This kind of love is birthed from my love for God and my desire to please Him. Through my love for Him, my King, I have the strength to love those who hurt and slander me. Through this love … this true love … I am able to love my husband regardless of his faithfulness or kindness to me. Because this kind of love doesn’t care whether it’s loved or not. It has only one desire … to love God and its neighbor. To love.
And if it receives love in return … it knows that it doesn’t deserve it. Humbly, it accepts the love granted to it, but the real burning desire is to set the world aflame with the love of Christ and to never give thought to how much love can be attained for itself.
I would like to go back to that little girl Ashley and say something to her. “Dear Ashley, don’t spend your life dreaming of being loved. Spend your life giving love, no matter how much it hurts, no matter how much you suffer, because it’s there that you will show the world God’s glory and set the world ablaze with His consuming fire, His all consuming and perfect Love. There is no satisfaction outside of Him. So stop seeking it in men and fantasies of love. He is your Love. Rest in Him.”



 Baggage Check: What’s in There?
 
  
It’s so important to be honest with ourselves. So often we get married and it’s as though we’re smuggling drugs through an airport baggage check, hoping not to get caught. But it’s inevitable, we will get caught. Both husband and wife sneak poison into the marriage without even realizing it. And all of these things in our bags are packaged so beautifully, some a little more tattered than others, but underneath the mess there is one thing we are all carrying around: PRIDE.
Let’s take a closer look at our baggage so we can see how each thing eventually points us to pride.
Insecurity. I’m not just talking about women here. Yes, our womanly insecurities are obvious. But men also deal with insecurities. They often create this picture of an ideal man in their mind. He is intelligent, good with money, provides for his family, helps out at church, etc. He also, through his tainted view of beauty and women, creates a fantasy world where he is admired and wanted. He uses women to feel better about himself. And women do the same. They use others to feel better about themselves. They use the gazes of men to validate their beauty, and they use the unattractive qualities of other women to validate their flaws or say to themselves, “Well, I look better than her at least.” It’s a never-ending cycle of comparisons and judgments. A desire to live up to an unattainable worldly goal. To be something we are not. And underneath the wrapping paper of insecurity we see something loud and clear. Pride. There it is. “I want to be better than others. I want to be admired and loved by the world.”
Self-Righteousness.
We pray every day, we go to church, we think we’re awesome and we think our spouses are the cow dung we shovel up every day. This may look good on the surface, but we know underneath there is one beautifully ugly thing peeking out at us. Pride. Women, we put down our husband’s for being so horrible. He lusts, he gawks at women, he won’t change no matter how many times we take our rings off and throw them at his face. He is a liar, a betrayer, a scandalous man who has hurt us time and time again. And we aren’t so bad. We are faithful Christians, right? We try our best to love him through, albeit we lose our temper and patience and don’t always treat him with gentleness. And men, you have done all this changing, all these wonderful things, and your wife is still insecure, she steal beats you down with words. But you’ve changed! You’re a better man! Why can’t she just grow up already? Men, you use women for our own self-pleasure and betray your wives, and then you think because you changed in a few weeks she should just get over it? Pride, my friends. It makes you think you are better than others when you really aren’t. It’s insecurity gone astray. It’s insecurity playing the defense.
Anger.
Isn’t it interesting that Jesus says lusting over women is adultery of the mind, and anger is murder of the mind, yet we ladies like to get upset over our husband’s lust and not our own anger. Which is worse in the world’s judicial system? Murder or adultery? Which one of those often deserves an execution? But in our own pain we view adultery as worse than murder, because we are looking through our own glassy eyes. Everything is distorted when you are looking through your pain and not seeing Jesus on the other side catching your tears. Anger is the mask pain likes to wear when pain is too afraid to show its face. But pain is closer to Jesus than anger. Righteous anger is when we are angry because God has been wronged. How often do we get angry when Jesus’ name is used in vain during a movie we are watching? And how often do we get angry when our husband’s cheat or our wives continue to badger us? Think about it. Self-righteous anger comes from, low and behold, pride. Until we get angry when we hear Jesus’ name abused in our highly valued entertainment, we really should check our self-righteous anger when we are hurt.
Depression.
For so many years we’ve wasted tears on unmet expectations when we could’ve been weeping our own sins. We’ve focused on not being good enough, instead of resting in Him who is good enough. We’ve focused on our worldly failings, instead of resting in our King and allow Him to transform our weaknesses. We’ve loathed suffering and embraced comfort, only to have it swept from under us and replaced with more suffering. We’ve kept thankfulness at bay, afraid to be thankful for suffering because we don’t want more of it. Martyrdom isn’t appealing. Self-sacrifice is too difficult and not worth trying. We’ve desperately tried to take care of ourselves, all these years, only to realize we don’t do a very good job at it and things are getting worse. We are depressed. And you guessed it. Depression stems from pride. “I want something and I’m not getting it.” Like a spoiled child, we refuse to look at our Father’s will as something to be thankful for, even when it hurts, and instead we complain that we aren’t getting what we want. Instead of embracing the cross, we want to skip that and get to the resurrection already. Depression stems from the pride of wanting things in this world, instead of desiring God fully and allowing Him to be enough. Instead of rest, we prefer to strive after endless goals.
All of our baggage shows our true colors. You can add any to this list and most likely at the bottom of the pretty wrapping paper you will find pride.
Do we get angry over God’s name being used in vain? Do we weep and run out of a film when we hear Jesus’ name used as a PG-13 curse word? Or are we too focused on our own pain to even realize what righteous and holy anger is? Are we too consumed in our own tears to even taste the tears of our God? To know what it’s like to be a Father who wants His children to find peace in His arms, but they keep looking to the world? Are we too wrapped up in our own pride and desires, that we can’t love our spouses selflessly? Are we always justifying our actions and blaming the other person? Are we too afraid to romance our spouses, because we are afraid we won’t measure up or get something in return? Are we withholding love because of pride?
 
 
  
Do we want more than we are willing to give?
Check your baggage. Get honest with yourselves. Ask your spouse to write down every last baggage they have ever noticed in your life. What have you brought to your marriage that is making it suffer instead of shine? And instead of getting angry, look at the bottom of the package to see that ugly sin called Pride staring you in the face. Then, together, realize you are both just as bad as the other and turn to God, asking Him to help you love Him more and become more like Him. To replace your ugly baggage with the light and easy yoke that is His and to find hope, rest, and freedom in the life you were called to. A life of holiness. A life that is always reaching closer to Jesus and further from the world.



 Where Does Your Addiction End?
 
  
Not how or when …
where
does your addiction end? I know several men who have been addicted to some form of lust. It all starts with a second look at a passing woman. When that no longer satisfies the lustful passion, it moves to a fantasy in the mind of the passing woman, and if that doesn’t satisfy, on to magazines and videos. Eventually these videos and magazines will get old too, so we look for more extreme porn. And eventually that becomes old news, so we look to 900 numbers, prostitutes, sensual massage parlors, chat rooms, or Craigslist. Our addiction is NEVER satisfied, so it keeps looking for more. And eventually, it meets the END. What is the end for our most common addictions? Let’s take a look.
 
 
  



The End of Lust Addiction
A person who follows the path of lust follows the above path. They give in to the temptation to objectify someone or something for their own self-pleasure. At first, this is a pleasure of the eyes, but it moves on to a pleasure of the mind and then becomes a pleasure of the body. The eyes allow something to come in, the mind allows this thing to be objectified, and the body allows it to be used for the pleasure of a self-seeking heart. This addiction keeps looking for more and more. It’s never satisfied. And here is where it ENDS: loss of spouse, marriage, and possibly children, loss of self-dignity and integrity, loss of self-control and purity, depression, anxiety, pain, and ultimately, death of everything that’s good.
 
 
  



The End of Anger Addiction
A person who follows the path of anger starts out with pain. An arrow flies into the heart, punctures it, and it begins to bleed. This blood boils and turns into anger. The tears dry up and the wrath flies out. It’s generally a form of self-defense, but can also be a form of self-offense. Either way, it is a path of protecting the self from being hurt. It is the mark of a person who is wounded and cares too much about itself to love others above itself, instead of sacrificing itself in love and humility. This addiction keeps looking for more and more. It’s never satisfied. And here is where it ENDS:  loss of self-control and humility, depression, anxiety, pain, more anger, possibly the death of the target, bitterness, unforgiveness, divorce, stifled and broken relationships, and ultimately, death of everything that’s good.
 
 
  



The End of Insecurity Addiction
Insecurity is wounded pride. This is pride that has been injured. The self wanted some sort of praise or validation from the world, didn’t receive it, and becomes discouraged. It loses confidence in who God created it to be, and focuses more on who it wants to be in the world and to the world. This leads to more and more striving. An insatiable desire to measure up to someone or something’s standards. And this addiction keeps looking for more and more. It’s never satisfied. And here is where it ENDS: depression, anxiety, discontentment, jealousy, fighting, bitterness, pride, causing other men and women to stumble, obsession with appearance, wasted money on keeping up youthful appearance, depression, depression, and more depression, and ultimately, death of everything that’s good.
 
 
  



The End of Pride Addiction
Insecurity is wounded pride. While pure pride is puffed up and fully-functioning pride. The self wants praise from self or the world and does whatever it can to receive it, whatever the cost. Wounded pride (insecurity) can often lead to this pride, and this pride can often lead to wounded pride. Sometimes you can’t even tell the two apart, they are best friends. Both with the same goal, wounded pride is just too wounded to run after it, but that’s okay, because pride has quite enough on its own, and pride doesn’t share. This addiction keeps looking for more and more. It’s never satisfied. And here is where it ENDS: depression, discontentment, jealousy, arrogance, anger, bitterness, selfishness, self-reliance, atheism (who needs a God?),  obsession with appearance to the world (outward and personality), false personalities, lying, attachment to earthly possessions, stealing, cheating, and ultimately, death of everything that’s good.
 
 
  



The End of God Addiction
This is what our hearts are really longing for. A person addicted to God may start off in any of the above addictions or some other one, some addiction to the world or self, but when it realizes that no other addiction is fulfilling, nothing ever satisfies, and they all lead to death, this addiction will let go of all addictions and attachments to the world and cling to God with all it’s got. It will look for God in all things, never seeking satisfaction in the world. This addiction, like the others, keeps looking for more and more. It’s never satisfied. It can never love God enough and always strives to love Him more. It’s the central focus of its entire existence. And here is where it ENDS: joy, contentment, peace, humility, selflessness, forgiveness, sacrifice, patience, obsession with God, true freedom, honesty, integrity, self-control, thriving relationships, love, beauty, goodness, faithfulness, Jesus, The Father, eternal life in Love, and ultimately, TRUE LIFE and attainment of everything that’s good.
We can all choose what we want to be addicted to. It’s not something we are forced to be or do. We can choose our reactions to temptations of this world, and we can choose what we want to set our hearts on. So, in the end of our end, we choose…. we choose our end.
 



Jesus answered, “I am the way and the truth and the life.”
John 14:6
 
 
  
For whoever wants to save their life will lose it, but whoever loses their life for me will find it.
Matthew 16:25



 Tending the Garden
 
  
It’s not always the seeds that are bad. It’s not always the soil. Sometimes our marriages are built with thriving little seeds and rich, earthy soil. But like any garden … when left untended … the seeds stop thriving and the soil is choked by weeds. At least 50% of marriages in America end in divorce. They end before the seeds begin to form roots. We start marriages off with tears and promises. We’re happy. In love. Of course there are some cases where the soil is bad from the start, but for many of us … the soil is perfect and the seeds are ready to be planted. We’re excited about our future.
For some of us the roots take a very long time to grow. For others, the roots start to grow immediately. But for 50% of us the roots don’t get very far. Most marriages stay on the surface and when the roots penetrate the heart of the soil everything begins to fall apart. We are raised in a culture that shies away from stability and commitment and fosters change, self-pleasure, and excitement. Most marriages end before they begin.
For some of us, though, the roots start to dig under the soil and form a rich foundation. But then something like porn pops up. An ugly weed from the past that we hoped had died. It comes back. The question is … what now?
Marriages thrive when we tend to them just as we should our own souls. We need to spend time cleaning out the weeds, pruning the bushes, and picking off the dead parts so the new parts can flourish. The problem is … not many of us want to put work into marriage. We want it to be easy. Or, we just want the pretty garden without the work. We’d rather hire a gardener or just put all the work on our spouse. Sometimes weeds from our own lives spring up in our marital garden and we don’t take responsibility for them. Instead, we blame them on our spouse. And the weed grows stronger and stronger, and another one pops up. We don’t have enough strength to fight it because the other weeds have already taken over the garden, so we just let it go.
Our beautiful marriage garden is left to rot in weeds because we don’t want to tend to it. The roots stop growing, commitment ceases, and we walk away and find a new garden, until that one is covered in weeds, then we find another, and another, and another. Always left unfulfilled. Always losing to the weeds. Never tending a thing. Simply wanted to be tended to.
If you desire a beautiful marriage … you need to be willing to take care of the garden. Keep the weeds of pride, selfishness, impurity, lust, greed, and envy far from the garden. When you see one spring up, yank the think out and throw it away. Don’t just prune the weed back, get rid of it completely. Do whatever you can to make sure it doesn’t come back. Don’t shy away from pruning your garden. Don’t be afraid to cut back branches when they start to reach into places they shouldn’t go. Don’t be afraid to pick off the dead stuff to gain the new stuff. Don’t be afraid of thorns pricking you as you tend to the rose bushes. And don’t spend your entire time weeding, pruning, and picking off dead parts. Make sure you enjoy the beauty of the garden, too.
Look at what God has done through His beautiful grace. The sun, with no help from you, continues to shine on your marriage garden. And the rain continues to provide a healthy drink of life with no help from you. But it’s so beautiful … through His grace your hands have played a part in the garden of your marriage. You’re still here. Now, it’s time to tend these beautiful flowers. Know the flowers from the weeds, the beauty from the trash, and keep your garden pure and full of life … so that all visitors are refreshed and renewed by the presence of your marriage, and not weighed down by the weeds.
We so often think our gardens should thrive with the sun and the rain, no effort on our parts. And sometimes they can, barely. But the most beautiful marriages are the ones that are carefully tended and loved. Please, do not neglect your marriage. Be as faithful to your marriage as the sun and rain. Never giving up, no matter how many weeds have taken over.



 What Kind of Heart Do You Have?
 
  
There’s one question I often ask couples. They flood me with questions. Is the beach okay? Are video games? Movies? Rated-R movies? What about X-Rated if look away during bad parts? Can we go to Target? Should we hang out with people who constantly talk about other women and men like it’s no big deal?  There are endless questions when it comes to this stuff. But my one question to you is … what kind of heart do you have?
Right now we’ll talk about two different hearts. One is a heart that makes other people feel comfortable at home. People who curse God don’t even feel the slightest bit unwelcome. It’s soothing heart to those who don’t love God. This heart can tell you about the latest TV shows and video games, the weather, the latest celebrities, and will laugh at all your dirty jokes. It’s a heart that is tainted by the world. A heart that welcomes the world and shuns Jesus Christ.
It’s not that Jesus doesn’t want to dwell in this heart, but He has no room there. He’s tried to creep in, but He gets pushed aside for the latest news. Even if He did creep in, He couldn’t stay long. This kind of heart is too dirty for Him. It isn’t clean or pure. It’s entertained by movies that use His name in vain. Entertained by lust, lies, and murder–things He doesn’t love. Things He died to clean. This heart feels moments of pleasure and fulfillment. Sometimes even gets the best “lot” in life. The best cars, looks, jobs. Tons of money and popularity. But this heart is lacking something that is crucial. And yet, you can tell this heart all you want, but it would rather stay the way it is than have Jesus dwell inside.
There’s another kind of heart. A heart that makes people feel uncomfortable in their sin. People who praise and worship God’s holiness feel welcome. People who hunger and thirst for righteousness yearn to be around heart’s like this. It’s soothing to those who love God. This heart doesn’t know much about the latest TV shows and celebrity gossip (yes, gossip), but this heart could tell you so much about the love of God, the wisdom of God, and the beauty of God. This heart knows more Bible verses than music lyrics. It’s a heart that has been tainted by the world, but desires purification and is willing to do whatever it takes to be cleansed of the stains. This heart shuns the world and welcomes Jesus Christ.
It’s not that the world doesn’t want to dwell in this heart, it just can’t for long. Every time the world tries to creep in, it gets pushed aside for Christ. This heart is too pure for the world. People living in sin are attracted to this heart and often desire God in this heart’s presence, but some people living in sin cannot bear the brightness of this heart, so they run to the prior heart, the heart that makes them feel comfortable. This heart makes sin run. It would tear up if a movie happened to use the Lord’s name in vain. It would rather fill itself with things that are pure, things that Jesus loves. Things He died to restore. This heart suffers many lost relationships, persecution, and ridicule. It’s a humble heart, though. And through humility this heart experiences true and lasting pleasure and fulfillment. It’s not momentary and doesn’t depend on circumstances. Sometimes this heart gets the worst “lot” in life, but it would never know because it’s too concerned with serving others. This heart is lacking the world, but it has gained Jesus Christ. You can tempt this heart all you want, with any pleasure of the world, any status, popularity, or entertainment, but this heart would rather stay the way it is … filled with Jesus Christ.
What kind of heart do you have? Do you fill your heart with things that are pure and lovely? Things that Jesus would cling to? Or do you fill your heart with things that Jesus would mourn? Who resides in your heart? The world? Or Jesus Christ? Maybe it’s a little of Jesus and a lot of the world, maybe it’s a little of the world and a lot of Jesus. Either way, our ultimate desire should be to have a heart that pleases Christ. A heart that He would happily reside in. Not a heart that is filled with things He died to cleanse.
“Pure and undefiled religion before God and the Father is this: to visit orphans and widows in their trouble,
and to keep oneself unspotted from the world.” –James 1:27



 Which Path Will You Choose?
 
  
Men are visually wired. There will ALWAYS be the temptation for a man to look. When George first when through this, I called him and asked him 5073 questions about any women who may have walked into his workplace that day. He broke down and cried to a customer. The customer was a man in his 80’s who is the kindest, most gentle old man ever. He (an 80yo man) walked home from where George worked one day because he realized he didn’t have his license on him. Talk about integrity! Well, when George broke down to this man, the guy said, “Even at my age the temptation is still there, every day. But it’s what you do with the temptation that matters.”
We have held onto those words. To ask your husband not to be tempted or sometimes desire to look at other beautiful women is like asking a kid to choose bedtime over an extra five minutes of play. Impossible to get the outcome you want. Remember, the desire to LOOK at another woman and the desire to BE with another woman are not the same thing. Men are and will be tempted their entire lives, but it’s how they handle it that matters.
You also have to give your husband some grace. If he is working toward change you have to realize that he is trying to change one of the most addictive issues men have. He’s trying to re-wire things that have been that way in him for years and years. It’s going to take some time. He may still fall … but you can fight with him instead of blaming him. This is a mess. All of it. Lust is huge. It’s just huge. But it’s possible for him to change. George is a completely different man now… It can happen!
What both of you need to do is stop thinking “I” or “me” so much and think … What about YOU? What can I do for you? How can I fight for you? How can I understand your heart better? He needs to do this for you, and you need to do this for him.
Our marriages should be about dying to ourselves for God and for each other. Husbands … love your wives as Jesus loves the church. That’s big love! Wives … submit to your husbands as to the Lord. Wow. That’s big love! Jesus doesn’t complain about loving the church (us). He doesn’t tell us we aren’t worth fighting for. He fights. So should men. The way in which we should submit to God is mighty. To ask wives to submit to their husband’s in this way is huge. It’s asking someone to die to themselves and live for someone else.
Can we do that for God? Can we do that for our spouses? Men, I’m talking to you too.
We all need to lay our lives down for each other. Live not for ourselves and our own desires, but for others. If a man loved his wife in this way, she would not feel worthless to him. If a woman loved a man this way, he would not feel worthless to her. Both would know their place in the others heart. Both would know without a doubt that they are loved.
That’s what we should be striving for in our broken marriages. To show the other person how much we love them, even after we’ve been hurt or have been the one causing pain. Today is a new day. A chance to choose to love our spouse more than we love ourselves. A chance to seek to please our spouses, instead of focusing on what we are lacking from them.
It’s a chance, right now, that you are given — to follow in the footsteps of the most beautiful feet to walk this earth (Jesus Christ) or to walk down your own path.
Both husbands and wives, boyfriends and girlfriends, I pray you choose love.



 Looking Beautiful vs. Being Beautiful
 
  
Recently I read an article stating that although the economy has been having some issues lately, the beauty industry is soaring higher than ever. “Regardless of the economy, women still want to look beautiful,” said someone interviewed for the article. This got me thinking … here we are obsessed with looking beautiful, but what about being beautiful?
Did you know that the average American woman spends $12,000 on “looking beautiful” every year? That includes hair shampoo and conditioner, makeup, clothing, lotions, skin care, hair cuts, hair dye, etc. That’s a lot of money. Did you know that, on average, an American family gives $1800 to charities per year. That’s a significant difference. And it shows why we have so many insecurities and have such trouble dealing with our husband’s porn addictions. Our priorities are in the wrong place.
We are more concerned with the way we look than the way we live. We would rather look good to our husband’s than BE good to our husband’s. We obsess about how we look to him, but do we care that much about how we get angry with him? Do we cry ourselves to sleep and stop eating because we are not “being” beautiful to our husbands? No? Yet we cry ourselves to sleep, stop eating, and get obsessively depressed because we are not “looking” beautiful to our husbands? This is the state of our hearts.
We are more concerned with looks than hearts. We would rather spend money on our hair than help a starving orphan. We would rather buy makeup for our faces than tithe to our churches. I once read something that said our checkbooks can really show the state of our hearts. Some of us give, but we still give more to ourselves than we do to others. And I don’t just mean paying bills, I mean spending thousands on looking good or having cool gadgets and loads of stuff.
I’m not implying that we should stop buying shampoo, but I am urging you to question the state of your own heart. Do you obsess over looking good more than being good? People look at the outward appearance, but the Lord looks at the heart (1 Samuel 16:7), yet we concern ourselves more with a great outfit than we do our anger, bitterness, and unforgiveness. We become beggars of attention, admiration, and love from the world … without caring too much about what we give to the world. It’s easy to desire love so much that we are willing to divorce someone the second the hurt us, but it’s not easy to love someone no matter how much they hurt us. Yet, we always choose ourselves.
There is no freedom in this. We can chase after the unattainable our entire lives. We can divorce over adultery and look for the next man to love us for who we are, and we will spend our lives going from one man to the next, never feeling fulfilled, because God is the only one who can fill us. And when it’s all said and done we will be laying in a casket, our outward appearances being eaten by worms, as those on earth have nothing to remember us by except our depression, our wardrobes, our coldness, and our desperate obsessions with being loved and admired.
In order to find freedom we need to turn from our current ways and seek God with all of our hearts, souls, and minds. We need to be more obsessed with giving love, than receiving. Being beautiful, instead of looking beautiful. We need to fill this world with love and goodness, instead of more and more superficiality. There is freedom in God’s love, in giving Him our hearts and taking our hearts from the world. And it’s not easy to break up with the world. We have so many attachments and desires that are stapled to our hearts. But once we get over the initial pain of ripping them out we can begin the healing process and finally experience the beauty of having a heart that is fully His … there is no freedom like that, no freedom at all. It’s the kind of freedom that would choose being ugly to the world for the sake of humility and true love.



 Christ’s Bride: An Affair with the Devil
 
  
A beautiful Groom. The most beautiful Groom … with the most broken Bride. The most scandalous Bride. She cheats, she runs away, she uses Him and she prolongs her affair with satan, meanwhile desiring her Groom to stay there in the shadows in case she needs someone to fall back on.
I refuse to capitalize satan, by the way. I don’t even want to give him the honor of a capital letter. He is the most annoying thing in the world, and yet, through all of that … I still feel sorry for him. I have a strange love for him. Not in the worship-sense, but in a pity-sense. He is so lost that his only way to feel better about himself is to make others as lost as he is. He wants Christ’s Bride to run away with him, and the saddest thing of all … She does.
Now, we can look at this one of two ways. We can focus on the affair with the devil. We can gossip and mope about how horrible it is that She would do all of these things to the most perfect Husband in the universe. We can talk about the affair, the evilness, the brokenness. Or … drum roll please ….
We can focus on the Groom and the fact that through all of this, He still loves His Bride. We can focus on the faithfulness, the beauty, the hope that is to come in the next life. We can focus on the beauty of a Groom who refuses to allow His Bride to forget about Him. He is Love. And that is what we should focus on. Yes, Christ’s Bride often chooses the devil over Him. Not consciously all the time, just a subconscious nod to the attachments and pleasures of the world. She so often desires admiration from the world (or herself) more than she cares about God’s opinion of her. She rests in His faithful love, but refuses to work on her side of the marriage. She enjoys being loved, but thinks it is too difficult to love in return. It involves an undivided heart… and so often His Bride is divided between the pleasures of the world and His love. She wants His love, but still clings to the world too much to really grab ahold of all that He wants to offer her.
It’s so easy in our marriages to focus on the negative. To dwell in the past. To dwell in our own issues, in his issues, in everyone around us who has issues. It’s easy to be depressed, to be controlled by our evil desires, to desire things we can never attain. It’s easy to get caught up in the lies and want to stay there, believing that we are to spend our lives in search of someone who loves us for us, without the slightest desire to love people for who they are, sin and all. Isn’t it funny? Husbands and wives so often desire to be loved amidst their flaws, but aren’t willing to give the same love to the other. She wants to be loved regardless of physical (and personality) flaws, but she won’t love him regardless of his sins against her. He wants to be loved regardless of his sins against her, but he won’t love her regardless of how many times she brings up the past in pain and anger.
We are willing to receive, much too often, but not willing to give when it hurts. And loving those who love us is not what truly makes a difference in this world. It’s being like Jesus and loving a spouse who consistently wrongs Him, without ever whining about how He isn’t loved in return. His love is that big. And that’s the love we are called to model through the grace He gives us when we ask.
The key is asking.
But first, we have to turn back to our Groom, our Jesus, and give up our affairs with the devil. We need to strip our earthly attachments, prides, and desires, and desire Him and everything through Him. We need to renew our vows to our King. We need to remember our first love, and seek Him with all of our hearts. If we continue to focus on our affair with the devil, we will never be able to love our King… and if we can’t love the most perfect Groom in the universe, then we will never be able to love our flawed earthly grooms.
It starts with our faithfulness to Christ. And through that faithfulness we can learn exactly how much grace we need. How much sin is in our own hearts. And when our Groom takes us back with loving arms… we will understand what we are supposed to do when our spouses hurt us and then come back to embrace us. We will understand how to love and foster our earthly marriages only after we learn to love Christ with our heart, soul, and mind, and foster our marriage with Him above all else.



 Why a Husband Betrays a Wife
 
  
The simplest answer to this question is this: You were created to be addicted to God, but you fill this need for God with other things. A man turns to porn instead of God to fill a void, a need. We have appetites that are ravenous, but we fill them with the wrong things.
A porn addiction is a result of many things, but the main thing is this: Not loving God enough. Not being consumed with Him enough. If you are consumed with God, you won’t turn to other people or things to fill you up because you know they won’t satisfy you.
A man who is not consumed with God and ends up betraying his wife via a porn addiction will try to stop looking at porn for the sake of his wife. He may succeed for a little while, but his attention will suddenly shift to looking at women in public, or watching too much TV, or playing too many video games, or even helping out at church. The addiction to porn, if not dealt with properly, will just end up an addiction to something else in the world. Some other escape from reality.
So what needs to happen in order to truly break this addiction? To have the addiction go away altogether and not jump into an obsessiveness about video games or money or volunteering at church or something else?
A man needs to find himself totally wrapped up in God. He needs to turn his face from this world and look up to God. He needs to love God more. To know Him more. To spend time with Him more. It’s through love of God that we obey Him. We don’t obey Him because we are forced to, we obey Him out of choice because we so desire to please the One we love, the One who loves us.
When a man turns to God like this he opens his heart up to become addicted to God, and through his addiction to God, he will become less attached to things of this world. He will view women through God’s eyes. He will view his wife through God’s eyes. And he will want to love others through the love God pours into him. He will stop making decisions to get his wife to stop whining, and instead, he will make decisions because he loves his wife. He won’t complain that his wife is insecure, he will do everything he can to make sure she feels safe, loved, and treasured. He won’t spend so much time defending himself, he will apologize even when he hasn’t done anything wrong.
So often men choose to satisfy their appetites with things in this world. And they end up starving, always looking for more. There is deep satisfaction in detaching from the world and attaching fully to God. The more you love God, the more capacity you have to love your wife. Through loving and pleasing God I guarantee you will please your wife.



 When Should We Have Sex Again?
 
  
When a husband brings porn into the marriage, he brings other women to their marriage bed. It’s stained with the images of other people. Who wants to make love on a stained bed? It has to be cleaned first. Husband and wife, together, need to wash the sheets, not obsess over whether they are clean or not, and trust that the stains have been washed away.
There isn’t a clear method or time to come together again.
It’s individual for each couple.
The husband has to be willing to truly clean the sheets, not just try to rub it off with some water and move on. Making love is the closest form of intimacy we can have with each other. I don’t think we should just jump right into it
without falling in love again, holding hands, kissing passionately, holding each other. I know for some people it’s easier to make love and those things will fall into place, but I think sometimes we force the sex part
because we feel pressured
to or our husband’s are pressuring us too move on.
Sex isn’t a selfish act. This culture can make us believe that sex is about having an orgasm and being pleasured, but it’s about becoming one with your spouse, enjoying him/her, and pleasuring him/her. Just like marriage. A husband shouldn’t focus on how much his wife loves him, instead he should be loving her as Christ loves the Church. And a wife shouldn’t be focused on how much her husband loves her, she should be loving her husband with a true and selfless love.
But what if you don’t trust him? What if you fear women popping up in your head or even worse, his? What if I feel dirty? What if he tries to make me do things I don’t want to do?
In
Exposed, Ally says at some point that she finally understands “the weakness of
if
and the power of faith.” Sometimes our “what if’s” are true, but there are times they aren’t. We don’t really know the heart of a person, but if our husband’s are trying, really trying, to win us back, if we can see his growth, his desire for purity, then who are we to use doubt as an excuse not to make love to him? Yes, he betrayed us and it’s hard to trust. And trust will take time to rebuild on so many different levels of the relationship.
But we can’t use his sin as an excuse for our lack of desire to grow and change.
Just like a husband can’t use a wife as
It’s hard to give up our insecurities. The insecurities of our beauty and the insecurities of his faithfulness and purity and devotion to us. But insecurities are nothing more than another word for self-centeredness.
I can’t tell a wife when to have sex with her husband again. That’s for her to decide. But I like to ask women this question: Are you holding back from him (when he is changing and proving his devotion to you) for selfish reasons? I don’t ever recommend people to begin making love again when the bed is still stained and the husband is still having an affair with other images. And if he is changing, I don’t recommend making love either. Why?
Because you have to desire it first. I never tell women to jump into a stained bed (or even a clean bed) when they don’t desire it. It’s not about “releasing” him so he doesn’t look at porn. It’s not about trying to fix your marriage.
It’s about love. Loving each other. Becoming one. Enjoying intimacy as it was intended—for only you and your spouse.
 
 
  
So … how do you know when it’s finally time to make love again?
You love. When you love him and desire him enough to give him all of you … you are ready. And vice versa. But the trick is to not hold on to our insecurities, fears, and doubts, in order to keep intimacy from our marriages. When George and I went through this I refused to make love to him (even after he truly changed), because I wanted to punish him. Other times I feared my thoughts or his. And still there were times I just plain listened to lies or felt too ugly to be that intimate with my husband. But eventually, I asked God to change my heart. To help me love fully, unconditionally, and through the eyes of Jesus, instead of the eyes of deception.
When my heart changed my insecurities lessened, my doubts withered (although they were still there a tiny bit), and I stopped listening to lies. Finally, I
desired
to make love to my husband. I wanted to be one with him again. And we both knew when it was the right time. It wasn’t forced. Neither of us pressured the other. I didn’t make love to him in hopes that it would keep him from looking at porn again.
We made love because we loved each other. Simple, beautiful, and real.
I can’t say when the right time for you will be. But you’ll know. Pray for a new heart for both man and wife, and your marriage. Get the lies, doubts, stains, and insecurities out of your marriage bed, look at each other with the love you had when you put those rings on your fingers, and express that love to each other with the most beautiful form of intimacy we can share. Sex is beautiful. When pure, it actually glorifies God.
I know you can get to this point again. It’s just going to take some cleaning. Spend some time with each other cleaning your hearts, your bed, and your marriage. When you are ready … you’ll know.



 Beauty Standards
 
  
As women we really concern ourselves with the way we look. And there are studies to prove it. Saw some stats recently (can’t remember where from) that around 90% of women in America are insecure and think they need to lose weight or change something about themselves in order to be beautiful. Also said that 70% of women base the “ideal” look on magazines/advertisements/models. And 50% base it off of what men think of them. It’s no wonder porn rips us apart when we find out the love of our life is looking at it.
According to those stats they aren’t very many of us who don’t base our ideal look off of what other people think or do or look like. And I’m curious what the other percent base their ideal looks off of, or if they even care. Something tells me they do.
This stuff plagues me. I hate that. It’s not constant anymore. When I first found out about George’s porn struggle I couldn’t walk into the mall without feeling depressed and wanting to change 427 things about myself.
Inappropriate images are around every corner. Or airbrushed images that look nothing like real life.
Some women shrug it off, “Oh, it’s not that big of a deal. It’s fake anyway.” And some women even justify their husband’s for looking at pornography and lustful images by saying, “It’s just how men are. As long as he comes home to me, I’m fine with it.”
Those statements don’t settle well with me. This stuff IS a big deal. It’s the reason why so many men are drowning in porn and so many women feel the need to change something about themselves to be secure in their beauty.
Maybe I have an ideal standard when it comes to beauty and the way women perceive it. I want women (and myself) to realize that our worth is far beyond worldly standards of perfect curves, make-upped faces, and plastic bodies. I want women to realize that God’s opinion is really the only opinion that matters. There’s no need to put on a short skirt to feel worth in a man’s eyes. There’s no need to change hair colors or get breast implants in order to be beautiful. There’s no need to be obsessed with appearance and fashion.
God values a beauty way beyond the superficial beauty this world wants us to strive after. Women are so concerned with this stuff. Most times when I am around a woman one of the first compliments I hear is about something appearance-driven. I don’t even think we realize it. Women size each other up, looking up and down and taking in what they wear. If you’re anything like me you compare. You covet. You want to be something you are not because for some reason (most likely an outside influence) you have an ideal beauty in your head.
And I have an ideal standard for men in this world too. Christian men, really. I want them to see that beauty isn’t what the world wants them to think it is. A lot of women (sadly) desire to change their image because their husband’s are caught up in what the world teaches them to be real beauty (a.k.a. sexiness). Some men spend so much of their lives immersed in pornography, Superbowl commercials, and magazine covers that they lose sight of real beauty. And tons of men don’t have satisfying sexual lives in marriage because their standards are unattainable. That saddens me.
This entire circle saddens me. Because one woman is insecure and feels the need to validate herself by flaunting her outward appearance, so many other women become insecure too. So they turn to the world for validation and the circle continues. Over and over. Grabbing all of us and sucking us under.
I don’t want to be part of that circle. I don’t want to give in to the world.
I want to be humbled. To not care about my outward beauty. To blend in with the crowd, walk this earth unnoticed for beautiful clothes and a pretty face. I want to set my heart so fully on Jesus that the world could never sneak in and steal my “ideal beauty.” My ideal beauty in Jesus Christ.
My ideal beauty is being clothed with the fruits of the spirit. Clothed with everything that is of God and pleasing to HIM — not this world. Clothed of righteousness, humility, and a quiet, humble spirit. A beauty so precious in God’s sight, so distasteful to the world.
Oh how I want the numbers to come down. The percentages of women caught up in the lies of the world, striving after a perfect image, striving after validation from men and how many heads they can turn.
Joshua Harris said in one of his books, “I want a woman who will turn my heart.”
Let it be true of all of us. That we as women turn 500% more hearts than we ever turn heads.
And let us encourage one another and build each other up.
In this world, we need it.



 When I Do Turns Into I Don’t Want To
 
  
About a year after George’s porn struggle broke through the surface and sent our marriage into tornado land, I gave him back my wedding rings.
We went out to eat that night and he happened to “see” an attractive girl. No, he didn’t lust. He just saw her and it sent me into an insecure frenzy. During our intense argument I told him to leave the house. He did. Apparently that wasn’t
really
what I wanted, so I put our coffee table against the front door and tried to lock him out. My wedding rings were already on the mantle. He eventually pushed the table over and got in the house.
Our argument was so intense that I’m pretty sure I ended up pinned on the ground underneath of him as I tried to kick the life out of him. All because he saw an attractive woman.
I know many women who have husband’s who refuse to change. Or maybe they believe they are changing, but their wives aren’t seeing the evidence. There’s no trust left in the relationship. He still watches those commercials, still uses the computer without discretion, still glances at a certain store at the mall, etc. There are some husband’s who not only refuse to change, but get worse. Their addiction to self-pleasure and lust leads them to abandon their marriage and have an affair.
Whether a husband changes or not wives are the same. We have the same heart issues to work through. The same insecurities to deal with. The same crushed dreams and hearts. Those things, as I’ve said so many times, can be dealt with beyond our marriages. They can be healed without any help from our husband’s.
However, our marriages themselves cannot be restored unless our husband’s are on the same page. And for many of you, that’s not the case. When George was working toward his own recovery and purity of thought, I
still
struggled with wanting to be married to him. My vows (I do) quickly turned into, “Do I have to?”
I looked for any excuse I could to end the marriage. There were times I hoped I’d discover an affair so I could run away. And yes, there’s the night I gave him back my rings.
Why?
Well, my pain was
intense. The absolute worst pain I’ve
ever
experienced in my life. Ever. Who
wants
to deal with that kind of pain, right? It’s so much easier to run away, to find something else that will fulfill us, another man who will love us, or — as I wanted to do — stay single because I believed all men were unfaithful and I’d rather have been pain-free and single.
But then I started to look inside of my own heart. One of the questions I asked myself was this:
Why does his struggle with unfaithfulness and lust affect me so much?

The only answer I could find was that I was too focused on myself. I wanted
him
to make me happy, to make me feel complete, to make me feel like the most beautiful woman in the world. But he’s not designed to be that for me. Only God is. So, naturally, George failed. And instead of embracing the pain and confronting my insecurities, I wanted to run to something else that would make me feel good. I realized that my self-focused nature was just as bad as his! We were both to focused on our own pleasure to realize that we should have been laying our lives down for each other, loving the other person more than ourselves.
But there’s more.
What if he does it again? What if he cheats? What if all of this progress turns into a disaster and he leaves me for someone else?
I’ve learned to stop thinking “what if” and deal with reality. I didn’t have the energy to keep making scenarios up in my head. Whether or not George is faithful is between him and God. If he chooses to go down that path again, if a husband refuses to change … well, that’s his problem.
If he wants to choose momentary pleasures over lasting love, that’s his problem. If he wants to choose lust over love, that’s his problem. If he wants to choose tons of women over growing old and holding hands at 90 years old, that’s his problem.
If our husband’s choose those problems over beauty … will it still hurt?
YES!
Would a wife cry herself to sleep wishing her marriage was pure, beautiful, and untainted my unfaithfulness?
YES!
Would a wife still struggle with anger, bitterness, and regret every now and then?
YES!
But …
That doesn’t mean she has to turn his problem into her own. We can choose
not
to focus on ourselves, even when our spouses don’t do the same for us. We can choose to keep our rings on and say, “I do, for better or
worse,” even if our spouses leave for another person. We can choose to see his problem with lust as an issue deep down in his soul that cannot touch our own beauty or make us feel like we don’t measure up, because to God we
do
measure up — He created us.  We can choose to feel beautiful no matter what anyone says. We can choose to love, even if love means being separated for a time. We can choose to stop asking “what if” about everything he does, and instead pray that God would change his heart. We can choose to stop thinking poorly of ourselves, and see ourselves through God’s eyes.
We can stop using marriage as a tool to make us feel good or feel beautiful or feel validated as a person. We can choose to stop having so many expectations, and instead expect more of ourselves. We can choose to let go of all of our worries, pride, insecurities, anxieties, anger, bitterness, control, jealousy, etc., and focus more on God and His love for us. We can choose to dwell in the beauty of God, instead of the black clouds the devil likes to throw in our paths.
We have so many choices. So many. We can choose to stop looking for an excuse to end the pain, and embrace it. This doesn’t mean we allow our husband’s to walk all over us, in fact, it’s the opposite. A heart that knows its worth is very careful about whose hands it enters. It doesn’t allow people to trample on it and determine its worth or decrease its value. It knows its value and treasures itself.
We can choose to value ourselves more than our spouses who are unwilling to change and seek purity instead of self-pleasure. We can choose love. We can choose faithfulness, even when we’re hurt. We can choose to say, “I do,” because we once promised that we would for better or worse. We can choose stop running from pain, and instead cry out to God, realizing more and more that He is all we
need. 
George has been faithful to me. For that I am thankful. But I no longer have to wonder “what if,” because I am choosing to love no matter what he does or doesn’t do. I no longer want to question him when he comes back from the mall, because what his eyes see no longer affect the way I view myself. I can honestly say for the first time in my life I am insecurity free and if my husband would leave me for another woman it would not make me cry. I would be sad, but it wouldn’t ruin me. God truly has become all I need.
It’s so easy, even outside of lust, to be self-defensive, think of our own “rights,” and blame our spouse’s when they do something to hurt us, but they cannot be blamed for our own pride and selfishness. Hosea loved Gomer through it all. He didn’t
have
to. Job didn’t have to stay faithful to God when everything was taken from him. David didn’t
have
to let Saul live when Saul was plotting to kill him. Abraham didn’t
have
to choose to give up the most important thing to him. But … they chose faithfulness. They chose love over themselves, and they were blessed for it.
Take heart. Even if your husband is still hurting you … there are blessings in the fire. Draw near to God. He is all you need. Your husband can ruin the beauty of your marriage, but he can’t ruin the beauty of you, so don’t allow him to. Cling to God in these times and know that those who suffer for Him are very, very blessed. Pray for your husband in pure selflessness, that his heart would be freed of these tainted views and that he will one day know the beauty of purity. Pray for all marriages and porn stars and models and everyone affected by these things. The more you look to God and focus less on yourself, the more you’ll be able to love those around you.
I’m not saying it’s easy. And I’m not saying I did this well myself. But every moment is a moment to choose love over selfishness. Let’s try to choose love more than we choose ourselves.



 Feeling Sorry Isn’t Enough
 
  
Often a husband will say, “I’m sorry,” with true regret, maybe even with tears drenching his collar. He will look at his wife and express this deep sorrow and desire to change. The next morning he’ll embark on this change and fail. Why?
He has a sorrow of the world. His sorrow is filled with regret that’s centered on himself. He’s sorry he got caught. Sorry his life is in a crazy state. Sorry that he’s making life more difficult for himself. Sorry that he has to come home to an angry wife because he messed up again. He’s sorry for
himself.
That’s why there’s nothing changing.
In 2 Corinthians 7:9-11 Paul talks about this sorrow verses a true, godly sorrow. Feeling sorry doesn’t cut it. Real sorrow mourns the
sin
and the effects of the sin on others, not just self. Godly sorrow brings forth repentance and diligence, an effort to change, to be free of the sin. The sorrow of the world stops with self and a
feeling
of sorrow. True sorrow doesn’t end with a feeling … true sorrow is the propeller of an action: repentance. And repentance propels diligence to clear the sin, to desire holiness, to desire to mourn the sin of this world and pursue things of God.
It’s not just men who are guilty of this kind of sorrow of the world. We women do it as well. We do it when we feel sorry for ourselves so much that we refuse to forgive and allow our husband’s room to grow. We do it when we get angry or self-centered or jealous and refuse to recognize our own sin. We might blow up at our husband’s and feel sorry. We might distance ourselves from him and feel sorry. But true sorrow will not only
feel
bad. it will seek repentance because it so desires reconciliation and holiness.
So much of this journey through porn and healing seems so difficult, so impossible. Maybe that’s because we can only do it with God’s strength, otherwise we’d end up proud of ourselves for defeating it and it would only lead to more pride. We need to turn to God and seek Him. Seek holiness more than comforts in this world. Men need to desire God and holiness more than they desire self-pleasures. Women need to desire God and holiness more than they desire to please the eyes of men (and themselves).
There’s so much more to life than porn and physical beauty. If we were all blind maybe we’d realize this. Real beauty isn’t about what we see … it’s not even about what we feel or taste or hear. It’s beyond the sensual and in the spiritual.
Spiritual beauty and holiness is what we should all be after. And if this is our aim than true sorrow will be the only sorrow we experience, because our desires will be set on repentance and holiness, something that cannot be attained through the sorrow of the world. So turn your
sorry
into
godly sorrow, both of you, and encourage each other toward holiness, light, and real beauty. Seek God and you will find Him. When you sin turn your face toward Him and repent so that you may be washed clean. It’s only through the blood of the Lamb that you can be washed clean. Seek Him and find life.



 Why Can’t He Just Love ME?
 
 
  
When we get sick we often desire  immediate relief of the symptoms (backache, headache, fever, etc.) and we are less concerned with the illness itself in the heat of the moment. We just want the pain to go away. That’s often how we treat spiritual illnesses. We pray for God to deliver us from the symptoms, but we never address the illness itself. Let’s start with a husband whose wife just found out about his lust disease.
 
 
  
The Husband
Initial Diagnosis: Lustful Passions
 
 
  
Possible Symptoms May Include Some or All of the Following: Lying, Selfishness, Betrayal, Lack of Intimacy with Wife or Lack of Pure Intimacy with Wife, Lust and Objectification of Others, Pride, Self-Justification, Wearer of Many Masks, Self-Righteous, Angry, Controlling, Secretive, Impure, Unable to Love Wife with Whole Heart
 
 
  
Final Diagnosis: Pride & Self-Centeredness
 
 
  
Now that we have the husband’s issues laid out, let’s take a look at the woman who just found out her husband has been looking at porn:
 
 
  
The Wife
Initial Diagnosis: Wounded by Betrayer
 
 
  
Possible Symptoms May Include Some or All of the Following: Depression, Anger, Bitterness, Hopelessness, Distance from Relationships, Moody, Irritable, Hardness, Walls Around Heart, Pain, Endless Crying, Headaches, Anxiety, Nausea, Fear, Insecurity, Selfishness, Revenge, Pride, Self-Justification, Wearer of Many Masks, Self-Righteous, Angry, Controlling, Manipulative, Forceful, Unable to Love Husband through Betrayal
 
 
  
Final Diagnosis: Pride & Self-Centeredness
 
 
  
As we can see in the above diagnosis’s and symptoms, the man is the betrayer due to his lustful passion, the woman is the wounded one, and the symptoms vary, some the same, some different. What we conclude, however, is the same final diagnosis.
Now, we often run to God for immediate gratification. We want to be “healed” of our symptoms, so we seek God begging him to relieve us of our spiritual aches and pains. The depression, the lust, the insecurity, the anger. We want the symptoms gone and the problem is that we so often lack the desire to get rid of the illness itself. Pride being the root of all spiritual illnesses, yes, including depression, insecurity, lust, all of it.
So when we run to God and ask for our husbands to love us more or to heal our insecurities, what we’re really saying is, “God, can you give me some pain meds?”
And let’s just play out a fictional conversation between us and Dr. God.
“Well, Ashley… I can give you some pain medication, but you know I do have a cure for your illness, right?”
“That’s nice! What is it?”
“Well, it starts with trusting in Me. Loving Me more than the world or the things in the world or the opinion of others, and seeking Me for satisfaction.”
“I already do that. What’s next? Hurry up now, I don’t have time for this. I’m hurting so bad right now!”
“I know, sweetheart. I’ve seen you cry yourself to sleep every night. I’ve seen you fall into traps of anxiety every time your husband walks into a gas station with all those magazine covers in front of his face. I’ve seen you lock the bathroom door when you take showers so that he won’t see you without clothes. I know you’re hurting. I know it all, but I’m telling you I have a way out of this. The pain medication will only help for a few hours. You can rely on these medications to take away your pain, but underneath the medication is still an illness that needs to be treated.”
“Right… So, I already love You more than the world, what’s next?”
“If you loved Me more than the world You wouldn’t come to me only when you need relief from the pains of the world.”
“Anyway, what else is involved in your treatment process?”
“Fire.”
“What?”
“Fire. Pruning. Burning away all of those lies, sins, and passions, until you are standing in front of Me with a pure heart and utter humility.”
“Oh. The pain medication sounds fine for now.”
“Are you sure? I can take away your depression, your anxiety, your insecurity. If you have your husband come to me for healing I can also take away his desire for other women, his anger, his lying tongue. I can take every symptom away and give you a new body, completely healed.”
“That sounds impossible.”
“Nothing is impossible for Me. But I cannot force this treatment on you. It’s yours if you are willing. It may hurt a little bit to prune back some branches that are stuck in the things of this world, especially that huge trunk you have that’s stuck in what others think of you. And after the pruning it may hurt to have some of your dead branches burned away, but the pain is worth it when it comes to the end result.”
“What’s the end result?”
“Freedom, my dear.”
“Okay, well … that sounds really difficult. Right now I’d just like to take some pain medication, if that’s okay. Maybe sometime soon when I’m ready I will get the treatment.”
“As you wish. Now, can you send your husband in for Me?”
 



Husband enters scene:
 
 
  
“Oh, Lord, please help me. My wife is driving me crazy. I’m really trying to do everything I can for her and she doesn’t believe anything I say.”
“I know. And you have been making some great surface modifications. I saw that you got rid of the TV, and you look away from magazines in stores, but you do occasionally second glance at an attractive woman still. And you have a horrible temper and natural reaction toward self-justification when your wife tries to share her heart.”
“Well, first of all, is it really possible not to notice other attractive women walking down the street? Second of all, my wife doesn’t just share her heart, she shoves daggers in my own heart! I know I don’t react the best, but that’s why I’m coming to You. I need help.”
“It’s not the noticing of attractive women that’s wrong, it’s the fact that you don’t think all humans are beautiful. You still treat women as objects of your lust because your heart hasn’t truly changed. And you haven’t come to Me for help, son, you’ve once again come to Me to get your way and move on so you can forget about your offenses.”
“No, no, I really want help this time. Whatever it takes. I’m willing.”
“Okay, well, there are 2 options. You can take some medication to temporarily relieve you from your symptoms. There are supplied by the world, so you won’t need Me for that. They are generally things like behavior modification, temporary road blocks, temporary changes, etc. Or you can seek treatment for your illness which is Pride and the symptoms will go away after you are treated.”
“Well, the treatment sounds nice. I’d like to be a better person. I can’t imagine how virtuous I’d be if I had that treatment you’re talking about.”
“Yeah, well … that’s the thing. The treatment can’t happen until you desire the treatment out of love for Me, not love for yourself and your reputation.”
“Okay… Well, I love you, Lord… so how do I get this treatment?”
“You desire it and it will come to you.”
“Well, what does it entail? Can you at least give me the scoop?”
“Lots of pruning and melting. Burning away all of those lies, sins, and passions, until you are standing in front of Me with a pure heart and utter humility.”
“Pruning and melting? Does it hurt?”
“Yes.”
“Does it hurt worse than the symptoms I already have?”
“Yes.”
“How so?”
“Because the symptoms of Pride are actually things that feel good in a sense. The symptoms of pride make us feel like victims, wounded, they are even things some people admire us for sometimes. (Oh, look at him, he loves his wife so much and she still won’t forgive him.) While these things hurt sometimes, and annoy us sometimes, they can also be heavily enjoyed by a heart in love with its illness, that is Pride. When you let go of the world and seek Me, you will be pruned of your attachments to the world, your reputation, and all of your passions you roam the earth for. The pruning wouldn’t hurt if you weren’t so attached to the things of this world, but since you are, it will take much refining to get you to a state of purity.”
“Yikes.  That sounds interesting.”
“You could say that.”
“So, I can take the temporary relief every day for the rest of my life and skate by… or I can decide to go through this terrible process of coals and torches and saws and find true freedom from my illness?”
“Yes. The choice is yours. You stand before two paths. Now, you must choose.”
“Alright. Let me take the meds and I’ll come back later after I think about it.”
The Choice Is Yours
God’s Healing or The World’s Meds
 
  



 5 Ways to Find Healing for Your Heart
 
 
  
Whether your spouse/boyfriend/fiance/etc has decided to put porn behind him or not, there is hope for you. Obviously the healing is much easier (although still takes a lot of time) when your partner is walking beside you, but if he refuses you still need to care for your own heart. And even if he’s decided to change he may fall in the future. So, let’s look at a few ways you can guard your own heart.



 
 Draw Near to God
There is nothing I can say before I tell you to cling to God. For those of you who are reading this and are not Christians, I don’t know if you’re healing can ever be as true as true can be. Without God I wouldn’t be writing this blog, I’d be stuck in the quicksand of this world trying to find a way to breathe. Your relationship with God is the foundation of everything else in your life. If that relationship is on the back burner any relationship on the front burners will end up charred. Make sure the foundation is secure. He will reveal things to you that I can’t on this blog … vital ways to help your heart heal.



Seek True Beauty
True beauty lasts for eternity — physical beauty lasts only for a lifetime (sometimes not even that). There have been times (even recently) where I’ve seen a model, magazine ad, or
something
that caused me to yearn for a change in my physical appearance. The media and this culture will always try to make us feel inadequate so we buy their products and spend money on a lifetime search for physical perfection. But I try not to give into these thoughts. In the past I would linger on them, even give in and buy certain products, but it’s not worth it.



Cut Your Eye Out
George and I are huge advocates of watching what we put into our minds and hearts. For this reason, we don’t own a television and we use
pluggedinonline.com
to review the content of a movie before we watch it. The more trash you consume, the more trash you’ll see coming out. We do not read celebrity magazines and things of the like, and we watch where we go. We are cautious with our hearts because we know we can easily fall at any time. He can fall into lust (so can I) and I can easily fall into the jealousy trap. By choosing to cut out our eyes and not surround ourselves with so much negativity and false perceptions of beauty, we can both rest and heal … and stay that way. Nearly every woman who filled out a recent survey I created said that television commercials, PG-13 and R-rated movies, and magazine covers made them feel insecure. That tells me that I’m not the only one who would benefit from a television fast.
 
 
  



Surround Yourself with Positive Influences
One thing that helps me immensely is when I meet women who are not concerned with their appearance. There is a huge difference between a woman with make-up caked on her face and a woman with little make-up and an open heart. I’m not saying make-up is wrong. per say, but that often we wear a lot of make-up because we are insecure. And insecure people are not at rest, and they don’t help me to stay at rest with myself. When I am surrounded by women who are so in love with Jesus that their inner beauty
far
outshines their outward beauty it brings my soul to life. It makes me realize what true beauty is and that true beauty is something I want. I want to be an older woman who isn’t afraid to have gray hair — who shines so bright with the love of Jesus that people can’t help but notice Him when they look at her.
 
 
  



Falling in Love with Truth
The more I focus on God, truth, love, and anything pure … the more I do not feel trapped by external things. The reason these things (above) are important is because your jealousy and insecurity will make it difficult for you to heal or trust your husband again if he’s decided to put lust behind him. He is responsible for his own heart and actions. He must look to God, cut out his eye, and seek truth … but that’s not only his job. We need to fall in love with truth as well. We need to ask God to rid our hearts of jealousy, pride, and insecurity, and take any step we possibly can to do so.
Ultimately, we have to be willing to do whatever it takes. Healing doesn’t rest on our husband’s shoulders, it rests on our own. We must be willing to cut out our own eyes and keep ourselves away from the temptation to envy. Finding your validation purely in God is not easy. For me, it’s a daily struggle. It doesn’t end, just like a man’s temptation to lust never goes away. The temptation may eventually become less of a draw, less of an interest, but we will never be truly free of temptation. So, we must always be careful and guard our hearts.
We must be honest with ourselves and allow God to show us our own weaknesses. And we must be willing to allow Him to change our hearts through the external changes we make in our lives.
This is a journey. But there is hope. And there’s healing. Ask God to search your heart and show you your own steps toward true restoration!



 You Still Love
 
 
  
You never imagined porn being a part of your marriage. You said your vows and meant them. And while you know the truth — that this is Jesus’ work — it’s something that is out of your hands … it’s still hard because you want your marriage to be beautiful and pure. I have noticed a HUGE difference between our intimate life pre-porn surfacing and now that he has been clear of it and my insecurities have lessened. Everything seems so much more beautiful and pure. I’m amazed at what God has done, but we’ve still had to do a lot of work through His strength.
It’s so important to maintain a great perspective through all of this. I didn’t always have that, but I hope you do. It’s such a difficult time to go through. Sometimes I hated George for what he did. I thought he ruined such a beautiful marriage, or at least what could’ve been a beautiful marriage, by hiding and bringing other women into our life together. It didn’t seem fair. I had been so faithful to him — how could he not think our marriage was valuable and important enough to protect with the same care and delicacy?
 I was also very, very insecure after finding out. I am currently in my third pregnancy and let me tell you … my body looks nothing like perfection in this world’s eyes. In the beginning of all of this, I could NOT be seen naked by my husband. We spent the entire beginning of our marriage ALWAYS taking showers together. Then … I couldn’t. When we made love I always felt self-conscious. But since then my desire to be “sexy” has been cut away piece by piece. (Trust me, I still struggle.)
I think I confused sexiness with beauty. After George’s porn struggle came to the surface I would initiate kisses and intimacy with him in an effort to receive validation. And I think he felt that pressure, because it took him a while to feel comfortable being intimate with me. Since then we have sought and developed a pure view of sex that is not like porn sex. Neither of us desire that anymore. I think there is a time and place for more wild, passionate sex … but not porn star sex. There’s a difference between that passionate marriage sex and impure sex. I don’t even like using the word “wild,” because in this culture that can easily be confused with something impure, even if it’s not.
Just know this, as a struggling, healing, wife of a porn-addict:
You are beautiful. You have stood by an unfaithful (yes, lust is unfaithfulness) husband. That is a beauty unlike many, many women in this world. So many people are quick to divorce if they don’t feel loved and valued, then they constantly search the world for something or someone to make them feel good about themselves. You have desired a new beginning even after the pain. You want to get through it even now when you feel you are at your worst ever. You are still holding on and reaching for God when you can’t feel a thing. You are refusing to give up even though you often want to. You are faithful, even if you make mistakes and don’t always handle this situation with grace. You are normal. You are loved. You are a beautiful woman of God. You love God deeply and trust that He will bring you through this. You even the man who has hurt you so much.
You still love.
And there, in the midst of your pain, anger, and tears … you still hope.
That is what I call beautiful. Women can spend their lives doing one of two things. Seeing themselves through God’s eyes, or seeing themselves through the world. They can spend their lives trying to attain physical “perfection” or just trying to feel good about their appearances, or they can spend their lives loving so intensely that they forget to even look in a mirror.
It’s always going to be a battle. Your struggle with beauty, forgiveness, and love is just as hard as your husband’s struggle with lust. But you can get through this, both of you. I am absolutely in awe of what God has done in our marriage in only a few years … I have never known such a pure love. It’s beautiful. I truly, truly hope that more and more marriages can overcome the effects porn/sexual stuff has on their relationships.
Marriage is such a beautiful thing and the devil is doing his best to make it an undesirable thing.
I want to see more people find the light and beauty!
 
 
  



 Opening the Door to Hope
 
 
  
Hope is a confident expectation of good in the future. We are naturally pessimistic. It’s not always easy to have faith in something we can’t see. When porn or betrayal enters our marriages we have a tough time believing we’ll ever heal. Well, maybe some people don’t feel that way, but I did. I thought I’d never, ever heal. But I have come to a place that I never imagined I’d be. There is hope for you too.
 



Looking through the Storm Clouds
 You will find hope when you decide what your personal definition of “good” is. If we expect our lives to be pleasurable and free from troubles, we will be disappointed. If we expect to heal from betrayal or insecurities without pain involved, we will be disappointed. Sometimes healing is more painful than uncovering the secret. Healing refines us.
Hope is waiting for us beyond the storm clouds, but we have to be willing to see through them and grasp something that may not be what we expect. We need to be okay with a knife aimed at our hearts, because often healing refines and chisels us.


What Is Good?
 The dictionary defines good with things like this:
morally excellent, of high quality, virtuous, genuine, not spoiled or tainted. Okay. That sounds nice and all, but this doesn’t dig any deeper than porn does. It stays on the surface. We’re trying to define
good
without going beyond the surface. But we must go beyond the surface and learn to see
good
as a spiritual treasure, something deeper than this world can define, something we cannot see or touch or put in the dictionary.
True “good” is not something the world will always recognize as good. Sometimes God uses the worst things in life to make the best things. Rain isn’t always pleasant, but it helps beauty flourish. Chisels aren’t painless, but they create a beautiful finished product. Good in the world’s eyes may sometimes be bad, painful, and difficult to endure. Good is spiritual. It is the difference between a nice face and a beautiful heart.
Good lasts for eternity.
 
 
  
Finding Hope
 Sometimes we are taken to the worst experience of our lives. In those places of betrayal, dishonesty, and shaken dreams … we will find a door of hope. When we give our most difficult trials to God … then, and only then, will they become a door of hope. When we let go of our failures, our insecurities, our insecurities … we will find hope.
It may not feel like it right now, but God is with you. You may roll your eyes at that statement, you may rejoice at that statement, or … you may feel nothing when you read that statement. But that doesn’t erase the validity of those words. We don’t always feel truth, but that doesn’t change truth. Our perceptions of hope and truth and reality do not always make something true. God is with you. He is with you. He is with you. And this is what will give you hope, knowing that He is your Father. He wants the best for you. He wants you to see this struggle through His eyes, not your own, not your spouse’s, not your best friend’s — His.
Through His eyes you will see beauty in rain and there … you will find hope.
 



We Will Fail Ourselves
 Just like a man trying to rid a porn addiction from his life, a woman who is healing from her husband’s betrayal cannot do this on her own. You will fail yourself. Think of Paul in 2 Corinthians 1:8-10. He said he endured such pressure and hardship that he despaired life. He felt the sentence of death. But, he says, this happened that he might not rely on himself, but on God, who raises the dead. God delivered him from “such a deadly peril” and would deliver him again. Therefore, on HIM Paul set his hope of deliverance.
Paul could not deliver himself. He knew that. He had to rely on God. We cannot rely on our own strength to endeavor trials. We will fail ourselves too. God cannot and will not fail us, though we may often feel like it (because our perception of
good
is often as tainted as a porn-addicted man’s view of sex). Through our reliance on God we can discover hope.
Sometimes bad things happen to good people so that we realize our dependency is really on things of this world and not God. For me, I relied on George’s opinion of me to feel beautiful. I relied on his faithfulness to desire to be faithful. I relied on so much of him when I should have been relying on
Him.
 



When You Find Hope
 I thought I’d never love George the way I did when I first met him. I didn’t think he could possibly love me (or ever truly loved me) since his eyes wanted so many other women. But we finally grasped the hope I’ve been speaking about. We realized our need for God and we allowed the door of hope to open, shedding light on our weaknesses and changing our lives.
What does finding hope practically look like? We can talk about all of this deep stuff, but on the surface … what does it look like to “grasp hope?”
It means letting go of your expectations and ideals, realizing that hope often involves pain, and being fully aware that you may need a change of heart in order to fully walk into the light of hope.
I am so thankful that George’s porn addiction was exposed the way it happened. Yes, it was painful — one of the worst experiences of my life, but through that time I discovered so many weaknesses, false ideals, and insecurities that I had developed and lived for so many years, even before I met George. Through the painful experience of healing after his porn addiction my heart went under construction and had a complete makeover.
But I didn’t get here without hope. I came to a point where I
wanted
my marriage to work. I didn’t want to play the victim anymore. I wanted to find the beauty after rain. I also came to a point where I let go of my false ideals of marriage, of my husband never noticing attractive people, of being perfect to anyone in this world. I came to a point where I realized marriage and relationships are not solely about me. And with porn, ultimately, I came to a point where I realized it truly isn’t about me. You know … those words everyone likes to tell you when you find out your husband’s been looking at porn.
It’s not about you. But it took me awhile to
feel
the truth of those words.
What really changed my heart was learning about the hearts of porn stars, porn producers, porn addicts, strippers, other wives like me — every person I learned about made me realize that porn is so much bigger than me. It is affecting so many people across the globe. There are hurting porn stars too. It’s not just about me. Not just about my marriage. It’s about all of us. We are all victims of sexual impurity. And we all have a choice … to hope … or to continue to be pessimistic and keep the door to hope closed.
We can love through the eyes of hope, believing that God will bring good from it even when our husband’s have hurt us or continue to be unfaithful. We can look at ourselves through the eyes of hope, realizing that God has a unique plan for our life, our pain, and our trials. We can view porn stars through the eyes of hope, knowing that their hearts aren’t much different than ours.
Through the eyes of hope and the clarity of God’s heart we can love and allow Him to transform our lives and use every painful instance for something good, something so much better than we could ever imagine while we’re suffering.
But there is a door before you right now. A way out of this mess.
Open it.



 Fighting to Be Enough to Your Husband
A response I wrote to a hurting wife:
 
 
  
First of all, you said in this letter:
I don’t want to have to fight to be enough for my husband. Then you said,
I have to fight.
I don’t think this is true. You don’t have to fight to be enough for your husband. There is nothing you can do to make him stop looking at other women. As far as his struggle with lust goes and
you being enough
… there is no fight for you. Your fight is something different. It’s for your marriage, for him, and for yourself … but it’s not to be enough or get him to stop. That is beyond your control.
There really is no reason you should trust him right now. (Although it is GREAT that he told you without you having to pry it out of him, you should at least trust him in the sense of being honest when he does fall.) In your particular situation, he hasn’t proven to you that he is trustworthy, and lust obviously still has such an intense grip on him that he couldn’t stop himself from looking again when given the opportunity. He has to come to a point where his heart is changed and those internet filters aren’t even necessary even if they are being used. That will take a long time, probably. And it will take a long time for you to even trust him without it.
Again, his heart has to change.
You will probably deal with these insecurities like a rollercoaster. Some days they will be horrible, other days you may feel better. I still deal with them, but not to the intensity that I used to (what you’re probably going through now in the early stages).
I don’t miss those days!!!
Also, I wanted to let you know that your sex life could be great and even imitate “porn sex,” and a man could STILL seek that stuff out. It’s so much deeper than that. It really doesn’t matter if he has the most amazing wife in the world in every way. He could even be with a porn star and he’d still want it. That’s just how it is. Sometimes it’s not even about the women (the women are just the objects). It’s so hard to understand everything, but it really isn’t about YOU.
I definitely know what you mean about wanting to be in love with him, wanting that romance back, and not having to pretend. I felt the same way. I thought romance was fake and I’d never have it again. Now, I think our romance is 5,000 times better. So I know it’s possible to overcome this and get back to having that beautiful romance again. Time, time, time is what it takes. And lots of work on both sides.
It’s just going to be so hard for you to receive his affection right now. Because when he touches you your mind will bring up pain. His touch reminds you of pain and all of the things you consider to be your flaws right now. But that will change if he is truly walking in the recovery process. One day you’ll even believe him when he tells you how beautiful you are. You may not feel anything when he hugs you for a long time. All of these things take so much time and work from both sides.
But what I want to remind you is that your insecurities are just as much of an issue here as his struggle with lust. The devil knows this completely, that’s why he gets so many marriages to fail because of this. So while you are praying him through his battle with lust, make sure you pay attention and pray for your own heart as well. Women have so many insecurities when they come into a marriage, which is why they often expect their husband’s to make them feel like enough, or make them feel so secure in their beauty and who they are. But he can’t be that for you. No human can be that for another human. We don’t see each other through the eyes of God at all times, and this can often lead to selfish behavior, which leads to the other person feeling inadequate in some way.
But you need to realize your worth and value in God’s eyes, separate from anyone in this world’s eyes. It is the absolute hardest thing I’ve ever done. But it’s changed me so much that if George fell into lust again at this point … It would not affect me nearly as much. My security, beauty, and worth lies in God’s hands. It doesn’t always though. I still have my bad days. I still want to be beautiful in the eyes of the world (sexy, wanted, all that). I still want to be enough to my husband and struggle with thoughts like, “Why did he ever have to look at someone other than me?” I still wonder sometimes what he has seen, if those thoughts randomly show up in his head, etc. But it’s so different now. The insecurities don’t eat me alive. They are more easily dismissed now. And instead of listening to them … I listen to truth.
You need to find that truth in your own life and hold onto it with all you have. Guard it, guard your heart—don’t let the world damage your heart. This doesn’t mean don’t get hurt. It just means … when you are hurt, don’t let it determine your worth or value. Don’t let other people and their actions tell you that you are inadequate in any way. God made you the way you are. The world will always make you think you need something you are lacking to be better, beautiful, or enough. But God says, “I made you. You are perfect the way you are.” Rest in the beauty He gave you!
I wish you could receive a 100% guarantee that your husband would never look at porn or lust over another woman again. I wish I could have that guarantee. But we can’t. We can’t be guaranteed that people in this world will always love us like God wants them to. We can’t even guarantee that to others. We can strive to love like God, but we will never be God. We should always be loving others above ourselves, but sometimes we don’t. You cannot hold those expectations on your husband and he can’t expect you to heal completely anytime soon or trust him fully for a long time. It’s not about expectations in this. It’s about loving selflessly and growing together by getting through this obstacle.
Do whatever you can to love each other, not whatever you can to love yourselves.
Know what I mean?
You said how do I begin to receive and believe his love for me? You don’t focus on this. You simply allow him to love you. Don’t push him away when he hugs you, but don’t expect yourself to feel anything right now either. Don’t focus on yourself. Instead, focus on him. You said, how do I start to give him my love and affections? You just start. Right now. Even when someone hurts our hearts, we are to love. Love overcomes all things when it is done in the right spirit. The right spirit is not to receive something in return. And we know that loving people when they stab our hearts is a much, much deeper love than loving people when they love us. So love anyway. Let love overcome this. And talk to him about this. Make sure he is on the same page, loving you with all he has.
It’s good for him to know how much this hurts you. That is honesty. Don’t hide your tears. Let him be the one who holds you and feels you tremble over this. Let him taste your tears on your lips. Let him be your best friend, which he still is and always has been. It’s good for him to feel your pain, but it’s not good to make him feel horrible about himself. Support him, don’t discourage him. Love him, don’t seek revenge.
Focus on God, not yourself, your own pain, or your husband’s actions. And love. Things will get better over time. Even if your husband never changes, your heart can change and heal. It’s possible, although difficult. But it will happen if you draw near to your King.
Let Him hold you through this. He’s there, even if it feels like He’s miles away.



 When You Can’t Forgive Him and Move On
 



We’re insecure and it bleeds into our marriages. Our husbands struggles with lust would hurt our marriage if we were healthy and secure, but they would not damage our hearts to the degree they often do. But since we aren’t secure and healthy most of the time (I know I wasn’t) … they completely shatter our hearts, break us to pieces, and make us feel like even God could never find all the pieces and heal us. Hopeless IS what we become, because we place our validation in men for so long (from daddy on) that we end up feeling like our lives are over when we realize we will never be enough to the eyes of men or the world.
But this can also be a liberating truth for women. We can choose to see it as freedom from our pasts, our wounds, and our insecurities … or we can choose to see it as a devastating, hopeless, depressing, life-shattering, heartbreaking truth.
I choose to see it as liberating. God is my only God. He is the only one who has the power to make me feel wanted, valued, and loved fully. Others can make me feel loved to a degree, they can make me feel special, but they will always fail at some point if I have expectations of them. Just rearranging the cabinets without asking for my input can make me feel like I’m not valued if my heart isn’t in the right place. But my husband’s actions should not determine my true worth and value. Only God can do that.
If your husband is on the road to recovery and you are having trouble moving on and forgiving him, here are a few thoughts for you to think about:
 






Let Go
Many of us women try to control our lives in order to feel safe. This seeps into the porn issue. It’s something that is out of your control and you don’t like it, so you panic, you retreat, you go away in your head to a “safe place” where you don’t have to deal with the issue. The avoidant thing you said. And your analytical personality only makes this worse. Instead of giving your past to God … you cling to it and analyze it and reopen the wound whenever you are hurt.
For me, personally, I did this. It killed me that I couldn’t know what George saw every five seconds of the day. And if I got upset about something I’d retreat in pain, then think and think and think to the point of exhaustion and depression. I wallowed in negative thoughts for so long.
It’s okay to analyze, but you have to let go and give the negative to God, be willing to trust Him even when you don’t trust your husband (or others), and focus on the positive. Focus on how YOU can love, instead of how people can better love you.
 






Believe the Truth
I can completely relate to you when you say you are angry that this makes you question not only him, but everything about “us.” I went through that. Sometimes I still have those thoughts, because George’s mother doesn’t like me and thinks he married the wrong person. It makes me wonder if that’s true, then I choose to do something that is often difficult … I believe the truth. I hush the lies in my heart, even when it seems like they are SO real, and I choose to listen to the truth. To know that my husband may have lied about porn and lust, but he married me because he loves me. Lust is nowhere close to love. He loves ALL of me, even my aging, baby-delivering body. He loves ALL OF ME. Not just what I look like. He didn’t even love the women he lusted over. He USED them. Like drugs. Think about that. He could care less about them, but HE LOVES YOU.
Choose to believe the truth.
 






Face Your Fears
Stop avoiding him because he hurt you. There were so many times George apologized and tried to hug me, and I pushed him away. I remember sitting on the couch desperately in need of his embrace, but I feared his touch. When his hand touched mine I imagined other women. The pain haunted me. So I wanted his touch, but at the same time often hated him for what he did that I couldn’t bear to let him touch me.
Let him hug you, even though it hurts, even though it brings more pain, even though you don’t want him to. Let him hug you. He is your husband. The more you push him away, the more the devil is going to use that space to deteriorate your marriage. Do you really want that? Of course not! Face your fears and deal with the pain, instead of suppressing it or trying to figure it out or analyzing or whatever it is you want to do to avoid it. You have to face your husband. You have to allow him to love you even though you don’t feel or believe or even want it sometimes. You can’t push away his love or you’ll end up pushing it away for good.



Let the Past be the Past
I remember all the times George looked at other women when we were dating. I remember everything he ever did to make me feel like I wasn’t good enough. You’ll always remember, but let the past be in the past. You are in the present now. The lies have been exposed and some may even continue to come up. Live in the present pain, not the pain from your entire history together. That’s over. Forgive him for the past. Forgive him for lying, for lusting, for betraying you. And give him a clean slate, no record of wrongs. Remember them, but do not ponder them, do not let them be part of the pain you are currently feeling.
The past is over. You are hurting. Your heart is broken. Your marriage is suffering. But it can get better. You have to look toward the future and live in the present. Be hurt, because you are. But be willing to be on the same page as your husband. God has a lot of changing to do in your husband’s heart. It sounds like your husband is willing, so be willing to let him change. Don’t be a rock in his path toward healing with your insecurities and pain. Let him change. Be willing to believe him as he walks forward in truth and don’t keep a record of his wrongs. He can’t change if you are pulling him back into the world of negatives. Hold his hand, walk with him.
 






It’s Not About You
Don’t just glaze over those words. I read them so many times, but it never helped. No one explained to me what that really means.
Your husband is hurting too. Lust hurts men just as much as the wives they betray. They are spiritually hurting. And the women they use as objects are hurting. Women don’t dress immodestly when they are secure. They do it for attention from men because that makes them feel better about themselves. Porn stars are very, very hurt in every way (even when they don’t admit it) … spiritually, emotionally, mentally, physically … they are dying inside (and sometimes outside). It’s not just about the wife. This cycle is huge. There isn’t a man and woman in the world unaffected by it in some way or another. We all are. But we can choose to step up from being victims of porn and become (through God’s grace) overcomers! There is victory here. Victory waiting to be grasped by every person and marriage. You can grasp it too, but it starts with realizing that you aren’t the only victim. And although your husband’s issue with lust (and lying) has betrayed and hurt you … he is hurting from porn and lust too.
Healing is waiting for you. Hope. Restoration. But you have to choose it. You have to choose to stop dwelling on the negative. You have to allow yourself to be hurt and not hide. You have to let go of the past and move forward, truly. You have to choose love even when it hurts. Jesus wore a crown of thorns, yet we often except a crown of jewels. We forget that suffering is such a huge part of our lives with God … it’s not about us. It’s not about earthly comfort. It’s about loving and laying our lives down for others, like He did.
When I first saw The Passion of Christ film, I saw Simon pick up the cross and help Jesus carry it. He didn’t choose to, but when asked … he didn’t run away. He chose to help Him carry it. He chose suffering for the sake of Christ. He may have had other motives, but I prayed in that moment that God would create in me a heart that is willing to carry the cross with Jesus out of no other motive than pure love for Him.
That is the life I want to live in my marriage, my motherhood, my friendships, my business relationships, everything. I want to lay my life down for others and carry the cross with Jesus because I love Him so much. I don’t want to ask for a crown of jewels when He had a crown of thorns, because I know the victory AFTER the pain. Jesus, of all people, proved that there’s beauty after rain. He proved that the worst suffering can be used for the best good.
I want to live in that truth.
And I want that for you too.



 When a Wife Refuses to Believe
 
 
  
When porn is first brought to the surface of a marriage a wife literally feels like her heart is ripped out and stepped on, then thrown in the trash. It’s not easy. Rebuilding trust takes a lot of time and a lot of effort from a man.
I’ve had several men write to me about how much they have genuinely changed. Some of them never needed counseling or programs or AA for porn-addicts, they just clung to Christ and through that they were able to cut out their eyes, see clearly, and grow closer to God and purity. This often makes a wife uneasy. Well, if he hasn’t gone to counseling or programs, how can I know that he is truly healed? It makes her question whether or not he’s still hiding.
But here’s the thing. You can tell that he has changed and that he truly is seeking God and purity by one simple thing.
Observe him.
A changed man is just that …. a changed man.
Does he look away from things that would throw sticks in his fire of lust? Does he no longer watch TV and use discretion with movies? Does he pray more? Does he desire God more than anything else in this world, including you? Does he talk about things that are pure, instead of self-defending? Does he try to do whatever he can to make you feel secure and safe?
Porn holds a man back from being the truest form of himself. When porn and lust is shed from his life, when he truly changes … he is changed. He is a brighter, newer version of himself. You can’t help but notice. It’s almost as though you’ve been viewing a blurry picture of your husband for years, blurred by lies and lust, but now it’s clear … he’s different and there’s no denying it.
At this point … if you continue to choose to not believe that he is genuinely seeking purity, your actions will cause your marriage to deteriorate. He needs you to support him and encourage him, not to make him feel as though he isn’t really healed.
When George told me that he no longer desired those things and was truly seeking purity … I didn’t believe him. So, I accused him of things that he wasn’t doing. This made him focus on the sin even more, it made him hyper-sensitive to attractive and immodest women around him, and it didn’t help him stay pure. It made him start to believe he was sinning when he really wasn’t. So unhealthy. So selfish of me.
I never tried to understand his heart.
Many women refuse to understand their husband’s hearts because they are too concerned about being the victim. I wanted to be the hurt one. I wanted him to feel my pain. I wanted revenge so often. I just wanted to dwell in my misery because it felt too intense to climb out of, and sometimes I even wanted to escape.
I think many women want to escape when this happens, whether to our rooms or to another man who might not look at other women. We just want to run away and find some solace somewhere else. We don’t want to deal with the pain, and we especially don’t want to understand our husband’s heart, because that means we don’t get to be the only victim. We have to understand his pain too. That means we have to put down our arrows, our self-justification, and hear him out.
Ouch! Who wants to hear out the person who has trampled on our hearts?
But it’s really not about
our
desires. It’s about God’s desires. And if we are truly seeking God and aligning ourselves with His beautiful outlook on marriage … we will realize that marriage isn’t about our happiness, it’s about our holiness. It’s a path to being more like Christ. No one can test your selfishness like your spouse.
It may take a long time for trust to rebuild, but you cannot find hope for your marriage until you
believe
in your husband and seek to understand his heart and feel
his
pain. Yes, he has pain too. The more you accuse him, focus on your own insecurities, dwell on what he did, compare yourself to other women, imagine him looking at so-and-so walking down the street … the more you are going to drive yourself crazy and drive your marriage to the grave.
Focus on God, not yourself or your husband. And through that you will be able to lay down your own life for others, for your husband, for God’s glory.
Realize that your husband may not be healing in the way you think he should. He may not be doing what
you
think he should, but stop thinking about how you would like to control this situation and pray about how God would like you to handle this situation. Surrender your husband and your marriage and your own heart to God. He is the only one capable of holding the steering wheel of our lives. Let Him drive.
Believing doesn’t mean you automatically trust again. But it does mean you are choosing to hope. Choosing to place your husband above yourself. And choosing to lay down your own thoughts for the sake of understanding your husband.
If both husband and wife do this … if both lay down their lives for each other … healing is impossible
not
to reach. Because whether we like to believe it or not … once an addict always an addict … that’s not true. One a porn star always a porn star … not true. Once an insecure, controlling wife always an insecure, controlling wife … not true. Once a wife of an addict always a wife of an addict … not true.
God changes. He restores. To believe that we are unchangeable is to doubt the power of God.
Stop doubting and believe.
Hope. Even when it seems like there is no blue sky behind the clouds. Because no matter what we think, no matter how much we believe the clouds will never leave … God has the power to reveal the beautiful blue sky. But first … we must believe.
Just watch out … the brightness of the sun may blind you when you finally see it again. But oh … how many marriages need to be that kind of blind. I’ll be praying for all of you to find the sun. And … I love you. Really. I wouldn’t spend so much time on this blog if I didn’t love you, all of you. And I love your marriage too. Fight for it. It’s worth it.



 Trapped in My Marriage
 
 
  
My own marriage suffocated me, stealing my breath with every thought of the past, of what we were supposed to be, not what we’d become.
These words were said by Ally, in my novel
Exposed. I wrote those words and I’ve felt that way so many times.
I felt so trapped. So unwanted and so unwanting of my marriage. The wedding vows I said? I didn’t care about them, because he obviously didn’t care about them. I ignored any glimmer of truth and dwelling in lies. I sat in the slime of self-pity, allowing myself to blame him for all of our problems, for all of
my
problems. Controlling George with my emotions, I made him anxious about walking out of his front door. Selfishly, I focused on myself, and so many times, he selfishly did the same.
We’d spend hours going in circles, defending ourselves. We’d go back and forth. “Why did you do this to us?” I’d cry. “Why don’t you believe I’ve changed? I’m doing everything I can,” he’d say. We pointed fingers in each other’s face until I’d slam the door in his face and lock him out of the house (literally) or he’d end up on the couch.
Do you know how much it kills me to think that I wasted a night of my marriage sleeping without my husband? Sleeping on a “bad note?” Waking up and not talking to each other for an entire day because neither of us knew how to start over after such a horrible night….
I want to go back. Listen to me.
I want to go back and love him more than I loved myself. I hate that I gave the devil a foot up in my life. I hate that I listened to his lies. I hate that I believed his lies and thought I was trapped in my marriage, when in fact I was trapped in lies. I wasted those precious moments. They are gone. Never to be lived again.
I love my husband. I loved him them, even when I thought I hated him. Even when my marriage made me feel like someone put a pillow over my heart until it stopped living. I loved him.
If there’s any advice I can give anyone going through this horrible, horrible stuff, it’s this: love him, love her. Love. Tomorrow he may get into a car accident and you’ll regret it. Tomorrow she could be diagnosed with terminal cancer and you’ll regret the selfish moments you spent seeking your own pleasure.
Marriage is beautiful, but so often we allow it to be tainted by lies. And … this nearly makes me cry writing it … we allow it to suffocate, instead of looking to God to breathe it back to life. My heart hurts for your marriage. I know a marriage can’t find this beauty unless both people are willing to stop listening to the lies and love, but some people are just selfish. They would rather give life to their pride than give life to their marriage. They’d rather suffocate their humility and surround themselves with self-pleasure. Or sometimes, they’d rather drown in self-pity than fight for someone who has hurt them.
We all have our selfish moments, but our desire should be to never have them. To love our spouse not just as much as we love ourselves, but more. To never consider the word divorce, but to value marraige as God values us, His bride. I can’t imagine if God left me bccause of my unfaithfulness, because of the times I’ve walked away from Him or the times I’ve chosen myself over Him. And I can’t quite imagine a world where evreyone loved their spouses (and others) as much as God loves us. Wow.
There is a way out of the suffocation. And it’s love. The flames are worth it in the long run. It may not seem that way now. You can get through this though. It’s not impossible. We did it. Many couples have done it. Marriages survive because God wants them too. He is on our side. Stop listening to lies. Don’t ever let your lover fall asleep angry in another room without fighting (gently) for him/her. Value marriage. One day … one day I promise you … you will regret the moments you let selfishness replace love.



 Working Together to Rebuild Your Marriage
 
 
  
During this process we often work against each other, and it really, really prolongs the process of healing. It’s sort of like a horse that isn’t trained. It’s still wild. Bucking. Freaking out. And the person on top has no idea how to ride a horse. So she’s kicking and screaming and pulling the reigns back real hard. The horse reacts by bucking. Repeat. Repeat. Repeat. Until she falls off and he runs away.
If we work together then we will learn together. The horse will learn to tame its passions. The rider will learn to ride without trying to control the horse. And together they will enjoy a beautiful ride through an open field.
Men tend to buck. Women tend to yank the reigns. It doesn’t get anywhere. Both of you need to first understand who you are, then look at each other and try to understand each other. Figure out a way to work together. Why does he buck? How can you encourage him to tame his passions without making him buck and run off into a tree? Why does she yank the reigns and rip your hair out? How can you encourage her and rebuild trust so that she loosens her grip?
You are both responsible for making the other person feel loved. But you cannot be responsible for making someone feel loved when you are doing everything you can and they still don’t. You can’t change their feelings, but you can continue loving anyway.
You are also responsible for your own heart, actions, and reactions. If he bucks and you yank harder and kick him where it counts, it’s not going to get any better. If she yanks the reigns and you flip around the field some more, it’s not going to get any better.
Both of you need to give up control. You have to stop expecting actions or outcomes. You can’t continue to place your desires above your spouses.
Do you know how freeing it is to give up control? To stop wondering what he looks at when he walks into the post office and be confident in who God made you to be? Do you know how freeing it is for a man to see an attractive woman and not feel a strong desire to consume her with his eyes? Do you know how freeing it is to live without worrying so much about what other people look like, including yourself?
There is so much freedom when we give up control. We rest. We rest in everything God hands us — good cards, bad cards — we rest because God loves us and that’s the only thing we need, everything else is just a blessing. And yes, even the bad cards are a blessing because they are opportunities to prove our love for God and glorify Him in the midst of pain. There is no better time to glorify Him. It’s easy to glorify Him when we’re happy, but when we’re upset … when we’re wronged … when we’re stuck in a position where we want to defend ourselves but choose not to … that’s when He’s glorified the most.
Let’s give up the control and rest in the beautiful moments we are given to glorify God.



 He Hates When I Bring it Up
 
  
A lot of men get angry and annoyed when their wives always bring this subject up. But the wife wants to heal and feels like she needs to communicate these things in order to overcome this. He, however, feels like they need to move on to overcome this.
Imagine if you murdered someone and went to jail, truly repented, and were sent free from jail on pardon… something you never imagined possible… and when you get out there the closest person to you constantly talks about your murder. “How did it happen? What did you do? I just can’t get over this.” It would chain you to your past and make it hard to find freedom, wouldn’t it? And even if the person closest to you trusted that you wouldn’t kill them, and forgave you for what you did, but still talked about it all the time…. you would feel the guilt always plaguing you. You would probably rather run back to jail than try to fight for freedom with the past always bombarding you.
I think one of the most common problems when going through this is that we don’t know how to communicate positively. We get stuck in trying to heal by talking about sin and dwelling on the negative topics, instead of talking about God, how we can become better examples of Him, and focusing on things that are pure. Because it’s through this that the negative gets washed away. If we keep talking about sin, sin will increase all the more. As hard as it is to allow your ex-inmate to find freedom in his new world, you need to allow him to find his way to new life.
I know it’s hard for a woman to do this, because her pain is still keeping her in her own prison, so she wants to keep him locked up too. It’s not fair to see a free man running about with joy when you are still in your cell counting down the days to your death. But you can have freedom too.
We need to figure out what is keeping us in prison. What locks us up in our dungeons, and let go. We need to let go of the negative, stop talking about sin, and allow our husband’s (and ourselves) to embrace a new life. He won’t be perfect when he gets out of jail. He will still make mistakes, but he needs someone’s love to help him figure out how to live a new life. Same thing goes for a wife. Both of us need God more than anything. We need to break free from our cells, then embrace new life with Christ without dwelling on the prison we broke free from. We need to focus on God, things that are pure and lovely, things that draw us near to God and keep us there, in His arms, so that every instance of our lives on earth are lived as though we are already in heaven with Him. Let the old husband, the old marriage, the old YOU go… so that you can embrace the new husband, the new marriage, and the new you in Christ.
 
 
  
Therefore, if anyone is in Christ, he is a new creation. The old has passed away; behold, the new has come.
2 Corinthians 5:17



 How Men Should View Women
 
  
Written by my husband, George:
 
 
  
In many discussions with men who have/had the struggle to look at either pornography or other women in public I have asked a simple question, “How SHOULD you view women?”
Too often, men and women go round and round with the same old talk. The problem is that we focus on the
problem, and in the minds and hearts of those involved, the problem grows and grows. Soon it is as if you are standing at the base of a mountain and looking up at the top of it. Everyone starts to wonder, “Will I ever get around this massive hurdle?”
But the hurdle or mountain doesn’t need to be jumped or climbed over or even walked around … it needs to be moved. Yes, you remember that the Lord said “…if you have faith as small as a mustard seed, you can say to this mountain, ‘Move from here to there’ and it will move. Nothing will be impossible for you.” — And nothing is impossible when Christ our true life is living in us. So, the problem needs to be dealt with. It needs to be removed. And yet, even if we say we have faith that it can be so, how is that applied practically?
Too often we think that “faith” is only a mental belief and a mental trust. We forget that faith must not be divorced from faithfulness and fidelity. Jesus said “If you love me you will keep my commandments” (Revised Standard Version). So our faith which ought to have it’s roots in the love of God, calls for us to keep the commandments of Christ.
Most often those who are willing to fight through this, usually claim to have some level of love for God and also claim to have faith. Well, this is where the rubber meets the road. Again, according to the Lord, in order to say that we fully love Him, we must also keep His commandments. And we know that lust falls into the category of NOT keeping His commandments.
 
So, how can we begin to look at women, or human beings differently in order to live out the commandments of Christ?
The short answer is simply this.
Love God more. That is what you will hear Ashley and I say more times than we can count because in total, this will change everything. But in this case I am going to offer what I think is a tool to looking at people and, in this case, women specifically in a new way.
The Creation account clues us into something really important. We are all made according to the image and likeness of God. And I want to hit home the words ACCORDING TO. What are these words noting? Simple, it denotes that there is an original in order for there to be someone (humankind) that it is made after (according to). And we know that Jesus is “the image of the invisible God.” Col. 1:15
Can you see where I am going with this?
If man is created according to the image and likeness of God, and Jesus Christ is that image, then it is also just as easy and correct to say that Mankind was made according to Christ. Christ the original, and man made after… made with that image in mind. Every human being walking about the face of the earth is made in this image, weather or not they bear all virtues or if they are horribly distorted from their intended purpose. Everyone is a moving picture of Jesus.
Can you take a hold of that and see how enormous that is for the way we live our lives? If we could simply begin to see every person as the image of God who is Christ Jesus, I think we would have a hard time using them in any way.
If Jesus stood right before you, what would you do? Would you masturbate to Him? In
our workbook, Ashley says at some point that if you are utilizing the workbook, chances are you already have masturbated to the image of Christ. Because we are to see
all people
as the images of God, which is Jesus Christ. I don’t think you’d masturbate to images of Jesus, I think what you would do is fall on your face and worship Him! The very person of Jesus demands reverence and respect. And if we could see others as we see Jesus we would not worship them obviously, but we would honor them and revere them… we would respect them and treat them with utmost love and kindness. But then again, to do this requires that we love God first with our whole beings, and then we will love others as we love ourselves. We would see ourselves as part of a created species that bears the image of the invisible God, and every human being (our neighbors) would by necessity call us to love them and treat them with the respect they are due.
If you cannot masturbate to an image of Jesus, if you cannot lust over an image of Jesus, then you should not masturbate or lust over any other person in this world.
May God grant all of us the ability to see every human person this way, to the glory of God!



 10 Facts About Unrighteous Anger
 
 
  
1.) It is birthed from pride. A desire to be accepted, liked, admired, or
understood. Pride wants to be recognized as
right
and have its ego stroked. When it’s not stroked anger is born.
 
 
  
2.) It is filled with resentment, feelings of rejection or being treated unjustly, or a desire to cling to our own “rights.”
 
 
  
3.) Unrighteous anger is dominated by egotism. Ask yourself
why
you are angry to find out if you are an egotistical person.
 
 4.) It is a lack of humility.
 
 
  
5.) Someone who loses peace often and becomes angry or quarrelsome is overcome by some passion, whether self-centeredness, narcissism, pride, or a puffed up ego. Unrighteous anger springs from a heart that is all too concerned with getting its own way.
 
 
  
6.) It is an anger directed toward others, not toward demons and evil (which is what our anger should be directed toward). It is directed toward getting our own way, instead of submitting to God’s way. It is directed toward being loved, instead of giving love.
 
 
  
7.) It is selfish and unloving.
 
 
  
8.) Anger breaks relationships to pieces and adds another brick to the wall.
 
 
  
9.) It is a lack of self-control that often causes us to later regret our actions.
 
 
  
10.) Forgiveness, confession, and repentance, are the killers of unrighteous anger.



 10 Facts About Righteous Anger
 
 
  
1.) It is birthed from love for God. A desire to love and defend Him.
 
 
  
2.) It is filled with love for God and His people and a hate of all that is evil.
 
 
  
3.) Righteous anger is dominated by love and humility. Ask yourself why you are angry to find out if you are egotistical or centered on God.
 
 4.) It is the mark of pride deficiency.
 
 
  
5.) Someone who has peace will become angry only when God is spit on. Righteous anger springs from a heart that is completely concerned with God.
 
 
  
6.) It is an anger directed toward evil, demons, and sin, not toward others or God. It is not directed toward getting our own way and having our rights justified, instead it’s all about submitting to God’s way. It is directed toward loving, instead of receiving love.
 
 
  
7.) It is selfless and loving. A heart centered on God.
 
 
  
8.) Righteous anger hates evil and does its best to break down the walls that unrighteous, self-focused anger creates.
 
 
  
9.) It is an abundance of grace-filled self-control that causes us to check our actions, motivations, and words before God before we say or do anything.
 
 
  
10.) Forgiveness, confession, and repentance, are friends of righteous anger. Selfishness, self-justification, and pride are the killers.
 
  



 Our Marriage Progression
 
 
  



Our Marriage Before Porn
Before George and I met I was engaged to someone else. I knew it wasn’t right, but part of me felt like I could fix this man’s hurting heart by marrying him and loving him through it all. Unhappy, I wrestled in my mind.
Lord, is this what marriage is? Am I meant to be unhappy my entire life and serve you in the midst? 
I am a true romantic at heart. I’m not the type to allow the laughter and beauty of romance to subside as time passes. Marriage, to me, should have been fun and joyful, not miserable. After the wedding was called off, a month before the day, I cleaned out my apartment to move on and sat on the floor of my empty living room. I breathed. I smiled. I told God, “Okay, I’m ready for the man I’m meant to marry. In your time.”
I had a list. I didn’t mean to write it, but it just came out when I was half asleep one night and someone wrote it for me and showed me. I can’t remember everything on the list, but a few of them were things like he had to love music, be a singer, have long hair, love piano’s, be an artist, have a ton of passion and romance, and he needed to love God with all that he was. The list went on forever. I never intended or figured God would bring someone who met everything on the list, but I kept it.
Finally, I met him. I met the man who met every last thing on my list, except for one thing (which has now changed). That one thing wasn’t important. Just that the man could listen to the Backstreet Boys without complaining.
When I met George (picture of our very first time together is at the top of this blog), our romance was a whirlwind. An absolute romantic and beautiful whirlwind. Lots of emotion. Lots of intensity. He was looking for rings within two weeks of knowing me. He proposed four months after the day we met and we married three months after that. We knew it was right and we wanted to get to the point already.
The beginning of our marriage was mildly strained. His mother never liked me. His friends hated the way we always wanted alone time, which strained his relationship with his band members. My entire family and friends all lived an hour and a half away, so I didn’t have anyone to lean on besides George, and he wasn’t always around. I got pregnant with our first child and my irritability sky-rocketed. I didn’t know how to manage it yet and often picked on George. We argued about little things and big things
It wasn’t easy all the time, but we still loved each other with such passion and romance. I still jumped into his arms when he came home from work. We still kissed for hours and enjoyed each other. We were in love, still, and I had no idea about his secret porn addiction. I thought I was everything to him. I thought he desired me and only me. And then, six months pregnant, my world crashed into my heart when I saw that link on our computer.
 
 
  



Our Marriage During Porn
Who did I marry and how do I get out of this?
That’s the first thing I thought when I clicked through the images of women my husband masturbated to a few nights prior. I text messaged him, he confessed, then he rushed home as I collapsed on the floor. I wanted to leave before he came home, but he caught me at the door. At my feet, he sobbed, begging me to forgive him. I hated him in that moment. I hated what he did. I hated what he ruined. And I hated that
he
was crying. In my eyes, he had no right to cry. He didn’t know pain like the pain he caused me. I told him to get off of me and I left, telling him I’d be back later. As I watched a movie with my friend I couldn’t stop thinking about him. I went to Barnes ‘N Noble, read a little. In the silence of my mind I cried to God, “I still love him.”
The books I read tried to sew threads of truth into my heart. I remember the tug on my heart, “Ashley, you have issues too.” But I didn’t listen. Instead, I realized that George had all of the issues in our marriage and I needed to be the loving victim who forgave anyway. So, I glossed over my own flaws and pinned him as the bad guy.
I forgave George almost immediately. We had a great week right after that. At least on the surface. Inside I was dying. I feared every woman in public. And soon our marriage crumbled again. We argued often. Everything George did irritated me, things I once loved about him. His battle with lust intensified as did my insecurities, and our marriage became a place of unrest.
I remember crying in our bedroom one afternoon, saying, “God, why George? I thought marriage was supposed to be joyful? I guess I was right before. Marriage is just about suffering.”
I hated Walt Disney. I felt like he put dreams in my head that were unattainable. I wondered why I couldn’t get over my insecurities and not care what George saw or lusted over. Confidence was far from me and I just didn’t understand how to have it.
I didn’t trust George and he didn’t trust me. Neither of us acted in love. We defended ourselves, instead of each other. We went into circles, even as his issues with lust decreased, and I just never let the past go. I hung it over his head and tortured him with it. I thought of leaving, cheating, or making him feel my pain.
There were nights I fell asleep desperately wanting him to hold me and be my best friend, and nights I cried myself to sleep saying over and over, “I hate him.”
But there, underneath the mess porn made in our marriage, I knew I still loved him. I just didn’t want to.
 
 
  



Our Marriage After Porn
When George and I met I thought he was the best gift on earth I’d ever received. During our issues after his porn struggle came into the open, I thought he was the worst thing that ever happened to me. Now, after we have come out of the darkness to the other side … I realize that both of these thoughts were wrong.
There is no best for me, no worst, there is only George. There are no comparisons. No other men. Nothing. There is nothing or no one who can be my husband other than my husband. And because of this beautiful truth … George is more than the best gift I’ve been given and so far from the worst thing that ever happened to me. He is me.
Our struggle with porn, lust, and insecurity taught me this. I can’t leave him. He is me. When God said one flesh he didn’t mean two separate flesh’s that we just refer to as one flesh. He meant one flesh. When divorce happens it doesn’t just rip apart a marriage, it rips you apart. A marriage isn’t meant to be broken. It’s an image of Jesus’ relationship to the Church (us). Jesus doesn’t divorce us over unfaithfulness and if He did we would die.
We would die.


I would die if George left me and I would die if I left him. I’d search and search and search for some other person to fill a void that no man can fill, and I’d end up incomplete and desperately trying to give the scraps of my heart to another man, hoping he will love me the way I deserve.
I need my husband and he needs me. It took all of this mess for me to realize this. George isn’t just a gift. He’s not just a husband. He is me. He is literally one half of all that I am. I am not me without him. I am not complete.
This is what I want in my marriage. True love that is inseparable. No matter who or what tries to break us apart (including death), they won’t succeed. We are inseparable. I will risk my life for him and die for him if I have to. I will stand by my husband no matter how many times he lusts over another woman, because I know without a doubt that he is me. I cannot live in the fullest sense without this person. True love doesn’t second guess. Real commitment doesn’t consider marrying someone better, someone easier to deal with. Love perseveres. It hopes. It risks its life for the one it loves without ever thinking it deserves something.
It’s not always something the world admires. It’s not always something people encourage. Comfort, ease, and fleeting pleasure are pursued in this world, but jumping back onto a sinking ship to stand by the only one for you … that’s not worth it.
Or is it?
To me … there is no question. I cannot separate from myself, therefore I can’t separate from my husband. We have grown so much more into each other since getting through the porn mess. We’ve realized how beautiful our marriage really is. It goes beyond the puppy love in the beginning and beyond the tickle fights we continue to have. It’s a deep commitment that takes two souls and makes them one. I will never be the same.
He completes me. And I am thankful for what we went through. Without the pain, the doubt, the fire … we wouldn’t have gotten through the puppy love emotions to realize the beauty of truth.
One flesh.



Heart of a Man Affected by Porn
 
 
  
“Promise me this was the only time you’ve looked at something,” I said to George in the quiet of our bedroom.
“I promise.”
He promised. And his promise was a lie. He promised again, later. Again, a lie. He lied several more times until the full truth dribbled out little by litter. Finally, after nights of prying, I knew everything. For the first time since I had met my husband, I
knew
him.
Why do men do the things they do? That’s what I want to talk about today.
 






Lying
There are several reasons men lie throughout this process. One, to protect themselves from being viewed in a negative light. Two, to protect their wives from the pain they fear it will cause. Three, to keep lust in their lives because they aren’t ready to let go. It could be one of these reasons, or all. Either way, a man who is lying is a man living in a fear. He is afraid of the outcome truth will bring, so he hides in his lies.
I really think some men become so used to lying through this period that they lie about little things too. It’s almost as though lying becomes natural. George was keeping porn from me, so he also had to lie about staying at work late (or covering it up by actually working a little before or after he looked at porn). This carried in to everything. I’d catch him saying “white lies” to his family. I’d catch him in little tiny white lies to me. Silly things. Things that I would never understand why he needed to lie about in the first place.
When a man is lying he is fearing the outcome of truth. He wants to remain in the darkness with his sin unexposed, because he knows that once the sin is exposed change is required of him, or at least
asked
of him. Maybe he isn’t ready. Maybe he knows his wife isn’t ready. But she never will be ready. So really, he needs to find the courage to face the truth. He needs to desire change and freedom from lust.



Resistance
I hear from so many women who are troubled by their husband’s actions. She wants to forgive and heal and move into a better state of their marriage. He wants to continue on in his current lifestyle and just have her get over it, move on, and heal already. He doesn’t want to wait.
He doesn’t want a wife who is his mother. So if you try to force him to change, he’s going to resist. He has to want change on his own. It MUST be birthed from his own desire to please God and please you and find freedom from lust. If you nag him, force him, beg him — he will resist you or he may try to change for you, but he will regress because he’s only doing it to make you smile. This might even make him lie even more. If he knows that you will be unhappy with his choices like a mom waiting at home with a punishment, he will lie about his actions and just hide them from you.
He will resist anger and control, but if you pray for him, treat him with gentleness, and express your pain to him (pain caused by his actions), instead of getting angry and trying to control, he may have a better reaction to your pain. He may actually desire to change for you.
But really, it shouldn’t matter if you slap him in the face or kiss him on the cheek. His actions should always, always come from his own heart and desire to change, not anything you do or don’t do. He can’t rely on you or blame you for his own issues.



Blame
Often men will point fingers at their wives.
You don’t do this enough. Well, if you aren’t having sex with me I have to find pleasure somehow! It’s your fault I lust anyway, you make me think about it too much by asking details. You need to dress up more, wear more lingerie.
On and on the list goes. They blame their wives because they truly think it is their wife’s fault. I really think during this entire time a man’s brain is so warped by the way he’s been living, that he thinks he is normal and justified in his actions.
Every man lusts, so it’s no big deal. Jack is way worse than me, he gets prostitutes, so at least I’m not like that. There’s nothing wrong with masturbation, I need to release somehow, it’s chemical, biological.
And when a wife defends herself and constantly points fingers at her husband (you need to do this, you can’t do that, please stop doing this) it will only make him defend himself and blame her even more. It’s just a cycle of blame. No one is taking the blame, so it’s going in circles. But you know … both husband and wife should stop pointing fingers at each other and point their fingers at the devil. Then, fight this together, instead of against each other.
 






Control
Men who don’t want to change or don’t take their wife’s thoughts into consideration generally want to control this situation. Just like a woman who wants to control a man’s thoughts and lust habits. He wants his life, his fun, his enjoyment. He doesn’t want to live in a house like a hermit and stare at walls. He wants to enjoy life and he fears his wife’s insecurities will strip fun from his life.
Often, we have distorted views of fun anyway. Fun is always about us. What I like, what I enjoy, what I want to do. But fun should be about others too. What does my wife like to do? I want to enjoy something with her that I wouldn’t normally enjoy, just to make her happy. Fun can be in our own homes. In fact, it starts there.
Men (and women) are so clouded by this culture of constant noise (text messages, facebook, twitter, stuff, billboards, stuff, commercials, radios) that we don’t know what to do in the quiet of our own homes. My thoughts are … strip everything from your life for a night. No phones, no computers, no TV’s, no video games, no radios, nothing. Sit at home with your spouse and children and find a way to have fun. If you can’t, figure it out. Fun starts there and works its way out. If you can’t have fun without noise, then you’re missing out on the good stuff.
Don’t strip your husband’s fun from his life. Don’t tell him not to watch his favorite movies. Let those choices come from his own heart and quest for purity. Meanwhile, look for other ways to have fun. Don’t try to control and push him away from you, pull him toward you with your love and gentleness. Give him grace, even when he doesn’t deserve it. And if he still doesn’t love you enough to please you … you need to realize that it’s not
you, it’s him.
When a character in my novel is asked how he can continue to love his “wife” after she divorces him, leaves him for another man, and ruins his life, he responds, “I don’t think of it that way … I think of it as her ruining her own life.” Learn to think of it that way too.
 
 
  



Nobility of Man
Written with the help of my husband
 



“Let us make man in our image, after our likeness. And let them have dominion over the fish of the sea and over birds of the heavens and over the livestock and over all the earth…” Genesis 1:26
 
  
Man was made to reflect the very image and likeness of God and then to preside over the entirety of the created order. Man was made with a glory unlike any created being. He was made with a great level of authority … a sort of nobility was given to him to rule over the created order.
The first man, Adam was to look over, care for and even name the rest of creation. It was a task that no other being could do, and yet God saw that Adam needed someone to be his helper and completion (which is where woman comes into the mix). But here we are focusing on what is at the center of a man’s makeup. And what is at the center is the desire to fulfill this original design.
The man’s role as the noble of the land is not one that should be understood as a dictatorship. He is meant to be — as Christ perfectly exemplified — a servant and king in his household. Think of Jesus. How He came to serve, not to be served, and yet all the while He was God, our King.
The lies of the enemy, which were aimed at men from the very beginning, is that a man’s position means the world is theirs for whatever they desire or please. It takes nobility and turns it into a villian. And the man comes to believe that all things are made for him to have for his own, to be used according to his own desires. You can see this by observing history and the problems that happened as a result of this deception. Men became power-mad with a desire to rule the world all throughout history. Think about Hitler. Napolean.
Porn is a smaller manifestation of the same lie, but it’s the same in a greater sense. Women are made to be used for the gratification of man. No thought is given to the welfare of others, the heart of women, but it’s an act that is completely self-centered. In isolation a man views real people, committing real acts of sin, as a source for his own pleasure in the most perverse manner. In some cases, a man who does this may never, or would never, do these things or seek these things in real life … it stays in fantasyland. But the devil mocks the design of a man all over again. What’s supposed to be bold and noble (man) is hiding in the dark, weak and pathetic, fighting for no one, not even his own soul.
There is hope for man. That even when God’s design for him has been perverted, it is not lost. God is not lost and the purpose of man is not lost. The ability to become what he was created to be is still within his framework, but it can only happen with the presence of God in not just his life, but every single facet of his life.
As men, we don’t always realize what our design is. It’s hidden from us, under the lies, and we have to come to a place where we rid the lies and see the truth. Fully. No blinders. No lies. Just truth. The truth is man was designed to reign and to rule in the manner in which God Himself rules, which is benevolent, selfless, and humble. Not self-serving, but serving others.
Have you seen Lord of the Rings? One of the most beautiful scenes is at the end of the film when Aragorn (king) says to Frodo and his buddies, “My friends, you bow to no one.” And then he, and all of his people, bow for them. What a humble king. What a beautiful king. And now, look at Jesus, who is even more of a beautiful King.
Men are made to be noble, not to hide in dark places and please themselves at the cost of others. They are made to fight for others, not to kill the spirit of their wives and so many other women by seeking self-pleasure in pornography. Men are made to sanctify and not to defile. To nourish beauty and not to stain it, to lead others into the presence of God and to offer up all that was given to mankind to God, in thanksgiving, therefore giving God His right place as the ultimate King.
Men were made to fight, sometimes I just think they end up fighting the same battle in the wrong army. Sometimes I think they forget they are fighting, so they lay down and get trampled on. And, I’m sure, there are times when they draw their sword and stab themselves right in the chest.
My hope is to see pornography escape the lives of every man. That they will draw their swords, fight in God’s army, and restore the nobility and beauty of their kingship. I can’t even imagine Lord of the Rings if Aragorn took the ring for his own self-pleasure and followed the path of his dad. Nobility. It’s a beautiful quality.
 
 
  



Questions from Wives
Below are some questions women have asked about men and our answers.
 
 
  
Why does he tell me he’s changed, but then I see him looking at other women in public? How can I believe he’s changed if he’s still doing that?
 
 
  
ASHLEY: I always say this: There will be things that your husband will think are
not
important to your healing, but you may believe they are. If you want him to ground up chicken liver and stick it in his ears to help you heal, he should do it. If it’s important to you, it’s important to your marriage. Of course there are some limitations to this and a wife should be
loving and gentle
in what she desires her husband to do, never seeking her own desires, but seeking the restoration of her marriage (and her heart and his). And while we can ask our husband’s to do little things for us like be watchful of where they go, etc., it’s a little impossible to expect him never to see other women. However, seeing and
looking
are two different things. Going, “Oh, there’s an attractive woman. The end,” is a lot different than going, “Ooooooh, look at that.” You know what I mean? If he still sees other women, you can’t distrust that he is changing, but if he’s still looking intentionally, obviously he hasn’t truly changed. Be honest with him. Tell him your feelings. You can’t judge his heart, but you can talk to him about his heart.
GEORGE: This can vary from person to person. In one case, he may be telling you the truth according to how
he
sees it. He may not be changed to the fullest extent of his change, but he may have changed a great deal from where he once was. He may be striving much more to protect himself, even if he does slip and look at other people in public. It doesn’t mean he has the same intent, but if this is the case you should gently remind him, “I trust that you’re not taking these thoughts beyond what you notice in public, but I just want to say that it doesn’t necessarily make me feel comfortable that you still have the tendency to look at other women.” If he is a man headed in the right direction and you treat this with gentleness, he
should
respond in a decent matter. But if he is very sensitive in this, he may feel caged and respond negatively as though the “watchful eye” is always on them. In another case, he may say he has changed a great deal more than he actually has. So, he could be lying to himself or to others, but you can’t know that for sure, even if you see an action that implies so. Part of this process for both is to build trust — it takes faithful actions on a man’s part, and a woman has to give trust in order to add confidence to his battle. A woman who doesn’t trust because a man isn’t gaining her trust through faithful actions needs to be honest, show him that she believes that he desires to change, but she isn’t at ease with his current actions. What she sees isn’t lining up to what he is saying
in her eyes, even if he truly believes that it does.
 
Why do men lie so much throughout this process?
ASHLEY: The same reason I lied to my parents when I was high and they asked if I was smoking pot. I said I wasn’t to protect myself. I didn’t want to be punished. A lot of men lie because they know the truth hurts. Even when the initial act of betrayal comes out, they may still keep tons of other things they’ve done (or continue to do) out of your mind and heart. Sometimes this can be because they don’t want to hurt you, other times it can purely be out of their own selfishness of wanting to either continue in the act or to keep themselves from being yelled at by their wife. My suggestion to you, as a wife, is to give him no reason to blame you for his lies. If you are always gentle (hurt and not angry) when he confesses something, then if he lies he can’t say it’s because of your reaction, he will have to own up to his issues.
 
 
  
GEORGE: That’s a funny question, and I should start off by saying, “Why do they lie so much in the first place?” As mentioned in previous posts, men are turned into cowards when they look at porn. They want to protect. There’s that instinct in there. But it’s used for evil when truth isn’t spoken. It’s another distortion and a lie of the enemy that’s in action. They lie because they’re afraid. To hurt. Of the consequences of the hurt. They don’t want it to be true of them, even if it is. They lie because they don’t want to be exposed. In some cases, depending on the man, maybe he doesn’t really care or doesn’t want to change. He just wants to lie so he can continue on with his life and appease his wife in a false reality. If that’s the case, it’s going to come back and bite him in the end.
 
 
  
He says he’s changed and expects me to change overnight. Why doesn’t he realize how much this hurts me and that it’s not an overnight kind of thing?
 
 
  
ASHLEY: Men can’t possibly understand the level of pain this causes a woman. I think George saw it once when I collapsed on the floor and cried
hysterically
for at least three hours. As my body convulsed in pain, I think he saw it. He could only sit there and watch. But he still didn’t understand the searing pain in my chest, literally. The feeling of being ripped apart and thrown in the trash. The idea of my reality being completely shaken and twisted so that I no longer knew what reality was. He didn’t know. He still doesn’t know. I can’t expect him to know and feel my pain, but I do think men need to be understanding and try to put themselves in the shoes of their wives. The more honest we are with our husband’s, sharing with them our deepest insecurities, wounds, and pains, the more they will understand why this is so hard for us. Sometimes it was easier for me to write these things in a journal and share them with George a week later after I had written them. This way I expressed those deep hurts, but didn’t get angry with him when he didn’t understand. Instead, he could read my pain after the emotional storm subsided in my heart.
 
 
  
GEORGE: He doesn’t mean that he wants it to change overnight. If he understands a woman in the slightest degree, he knows that she is a fragile creature. If he doesn’t know this, he ought to. What he might be saying more than change “overnight” is change how you’re handling everything. If he is trying and changing, you know, he’s looking for the help of his wife to not be at odds with him all the time, causing him to feel like he’s unable to complete the task or see it coming to a better day. So he may be saying, “Hey, I need your support. I know that you are still hurt, but I really need your help. How you deal with this helps me deal with this better.” Also, he may want to get back to a life where both of you are happy. None of us should want our days to be days of self-pity and woefulness. We should aim for a positive direction in our marriages.
 
 
  
What is lust? He seems to think he’s not lusting when he sees a provocative woman in public, but my instincts tell me he is.
 
 
  
ASHLEY: Sometimes our instincts are right. Sometimes they aren’t. Sometimes our insecurities rule our “instincts.” And this can drive us nutty. We can start to believe all kinds of things that aren’t true. I remember when George went to work (he worked in a very public setting and saw tons of women every day), I would cry all day long. I imagined him looking at so many women and I knew, just
knew, that he was comparing me to them. So when he got home I would question him.
What did you see? What color hair did she have? What color eyes? What, you don’t remember? Yes, you do, that’s a lie. Tell me. Tell me everything. You really don’t remember? Well, tomorrow, you better remember or I’m leaving.
These are literally things I said to him. I begged him to go to work the next day and come home with details of pretty women he saw so that
I could compare myself
because my “instincts” told me that he was doing the same thing. He wasn’t. Oh, how I bruised our marriage back then with my insanities. Lust isn’t
seeing, it’s what we do when we
see.
 
 
  
GEORGE: One type of lust (of the flesh) is to actually desire to posses something — money, fame, women, success, material possessions. Another type of lust (of the eye) is the desire to consume with the eye, to take in other people’s bodies or sexual acts beyond the normal recognition of
noticing
another person is attractive. Basically, the difference between
seeing
and
taking in. Seeing isn’t necessarily wrong. We all see attractive people and things, it’s what you do with what you see that counts. It’s completely absurd for anyone to expect for their spouse to never see attractive people as long as they live. But to recognize someone as attractive does not mean you are committing a sin. To men, don’t allow yourself to stare at people or intentionally look. It’s a bad habit that needs to go away. Learn to see women differently, as human beings with hearts. Every woman in this entire world is beautiful, regardless of what the world thinks. We need to learn to see in this way.
 
 
  
What can I do to support my husband when I am still hurting and he’s trying to change? What should I not do?
 
 ASHLEY: Pray for him and
with
him. Love him. Unconditionally. It’s not easy to support someone who has completely ruined your life (or so you feel at the time). It’s not easy to love him when you feel like he doesn’t love you. And sometimes, your love doesn’t even make a difference. He might just leave you anyway. Sometimes love, real, true, faithful love, blinds people. It’s too much for them. Too beautiful. Too radiant. So they run from it. It exposes the ugly, dark places in their own hearts, so they don’t want to be around real, beautiful love. So, your love may not produce the results you want, but you can’t love him in order to change him. Just love him because you love him, because God loves you and loves him regardless of actions and unfaithfulness. What that love looks like depends on you and your husband and your individual lives. But you can love him, be there for him, be honest, gentle, and also bold. Don’t let him treat you like trash. If he’s looking at other women in public, nudge his arm and tell him you love him, but you miss being the only woman in his life. You can’t change his reactions, but you can change your own actions. When you are hurt by something, respond in love, not anger. Anger is just an ugly mask for pain to wear when pain is too afraid to show its tears. Let the tears roll. Sometimes loving him is simply showing him your unmasked pain.
 
 
  
GEORGE: Pray for him, number one. Never stop praying for him, because the world is posing such a threat and a battle for him and it’s not an easy one. Secondly, devote yourself to actively loving him by telling him that you believe
he can
accomplish this through God. Make known your prayers to him. Do not abandon him. That will not help him, it will hinder him. It will hurt him. Do not badger him or seek to get every answer to every little question, instead be honest and say, “I just want you to know that these thoughts plague me a lot. I don’t feel good when you walk out of the house. I try not to allow these things dictate reality. They may or may not be true, and I have lots of questions I want to ask you, but I’m not sure they are the best to ask. But this is hard for me. I’m trying to trust you, but I’m still so weak. I am fighting so many thoughts and feelings. I want this to work, but it’s not easy for me.” Be honest with him. Tell him
your
fight, instead of fighting with him. Tell him to confess something that he feels he needs to confess, and that you won’t get angry, but you will be hurt. You may cry, but you won’t make him sleep on the couch. This gives him a safe place to confess his actions.
 
 
  
It’s really hard for me to let him hold my hand again, much less kiss me or make love to me. Is this important to him and his healing? How can I trust him again with intimacy if I can’t trust him to be faithful to me? I don’t want to make love to him if he’s thinking of other women….

 
 ASHLEY: Toughy. There were times I wanted George to hold my hand and be as far away from me as possible in the same minute. I think we crave that intimacy, naturally, with our husband’s. But we fear it. Oh, how we fear it. We fear what he’s thinking. We fear him thinking about other people. We want to be the only one he thinks about. The only one he sees. The only one he’s making love to. I think it’s good to wait a little bit before we jump back into intimacy. I think both husband and wife should seek to understand
true intimacy. They should learn more about what sex really is and how to glorify God in the bedroom. Yep, God should not be absent from the bedroom. When He is … that’s where the problems come in. Bring God back into the bedroom and intimacy will naturally happen. Don’t force it. Don’t make love to him dishonestly because he is begging you for it. Come to a place where you
honestly
desire to make love again. You will know when the time is right.
 
 
  
GEORGE: None of this is about what one wants or doesn’t want to do. If both husband and wife are determined to do
what is right
in this case, then we can answer this question with, well, we don’t feel like fighting, but what does love call us to do? In this case, wife, love is calling you to step outside of what is comfortable of you and fulfill the vows of the “better
or worse.” You are in the worse part. I’m not sure if anything could be worse for a wife. So fulfill those vows and love your husband. Forgive him daily and express love to him daily. There may be a time where you ought to refrain from intimacy for prayer and fasting, but the two must agree. There is a time during this healing process in the very beginning where a wife needs time to heal, but the longer we keep intimacy at bay, the harder it is to get it back.
 
 
  
I’m doing everything I can to help him, but he’s not changing, he’s getting worse. What am I doing wrong?
 
 ASHLEY: I don’t know your situation, but I do know this: you could be doing
everything
wrong and it shouldn’t make a difference to your husband. A true heart change will happen for him regardless of how his wife is acting. George continued to change when I was pretty much pushing him away, wanting a divorce, and being a mean, mean person. He kept going. That’s a true heart change. You can’t change him and you can’t make him worse. He may blame you for his actions, but he’s just not strong enough to admit his weaknesses yet. But he can blame you all he wants, but it’s not your fault. So stop basing his actions of your own. You will feel like a failure if you do so. Just pray for him, stand true to faithfulness, and pray that one day he will see the light.
 
 
  
GEORGE: Nothing. It takes two. Sometimes the man isn’t willing to enter the fight, he’d rather fight for himself. He may not desire recovery. This isn’t an excuse to abandon your post, however. Faithfulness isn’t necessarily something that will be reciprocated. If you love and are truly faithful, you will do it without receiving it in return. If you are doing all that you can, continue to and believe and trust in God. If he leaves in this case, then
it’s not your fault. Your actions cannot change him, but God can change his heart
if he is willing. You can do everything right or wrong, and it shouldn’t affect your husband’s outcome. He should be seeking to change regardless of your actions, that is a true heart change. A wife can help or hinder this change, just like a husband can help or hinder his wife’s healing, but that doesn’t mean she shouldn’t be healing and he shouldn’t be
changing regardless.
 
 
  
How can I believe that he loves me when he still looks at those commercials, chooses to watch TV even though I don’t want him to, and argues with me about every little thing that I want him to do to make me feel more comfortable? How is that love?
 
 ASHLEY: I think George’s answer below is good. Some men may
think
they
are
loving, when in fact they aren’t
really
loving. But in a sense, we can’t blame them because they are loving to the only extent they know how. They need to understand love in a fuller sense. To know God’s love for them. When we don’t comprehend how much God loves us, how can we possible love others like He loves us? And that is what we are after here, in our marriages and our relationships, sacrificial love. We should be willing to lay down our lives for each other. That’s what you want from your husband. You want him to regain your trust by getting rid of the TV for a little bit (maybe not forever, just until you are comfortable with it again), but he’s not willing. Pray for him and demonstrate this sacrificial love in your own life so that he can see an example. Maybe he’s never seen an example before. Be that example. But I always say this, too: you can love, you can be faithful, and you can forgive, but if he’s not regaining the trust he’s broken, you cannot trust. Trust comes when he actively regains it.
 
 
  
GEORGE: Well, you may be dealing with a man who has a concept of love that is a little off. But maybe, in some slim way, he really does believe that he loves you and really does love you to the fullest extent that he knows how. But that doesn’t excuse him from the fact that he’s not being successful in this relationship. He’s not being a servant. And yet, you have the opportunity as a wife to deeply encounter Christ by suffering and serving in the midst of a situation where you do not feel appreciated and loved. It’s not going to be easy and you may not be successful all the time, but to the glory of God you have the opportunity to be selfless when someone doesn’t love you. That is truly a beautiful person right there. Your husband is still living in lies and deception. He’s not your enemy, even though you feel that way so much throughout this. He’s just acting through the enemy’s lies. He’s wrapped in a ton of chains, so he may truly believe that he is loving, even though there is no sacrificial love happening from his end. He just can’t see it. He’s blind to it. He can restore his “sight” through God when he truly desires to.
 
 
  
How can a man truly change and how do I know when he has?
 
 
  
ASHLEY: It will be unmistakable. You will see your husband light up. You will see the man you married that beautiful day that you nearly regretted sometimes, except he will be even better than before. Yes, he’ll still make mistakes in one way or another, but you’ll see the light of Jesus in Him. I know some people don’t want to hear that and some people think Jesus is a bunch of baloney, but I don’t believe change exists without Jesus. A man can transform his outward actions all he wants. We can clean the outside of our cups all we want. But a true, inward transformation only happens when we allow Jesus into our hearts and stop hiding from Him. When a man lets go of control and gives his life to God, he will see change and so will you. This area has been kept locked away in the closet of his life for so many years. It’s going to hard to clean out the closet and give the bag of trash to Jesus to toss away. But when your husband does this … Jesus is going to give him a new bag to carry. It’s so much lighter and so much more beautiful and it has the handwriting of Jesus written all over it. When this burden is lifted … there will be change, true change, and the outside of the cup will sparkle like it never has before. This, I think, applies for both husband and wife.
 
 
  
GEORGE: God changes the hearts of men. A man needs to let go. And at the same time stop hanging on to all of his former ways and preconceived notions, let go of all that he’s trying to protect for his own interest, and allow God to do the work of changing his heart in the most profound ways. He has to draw near to God and he can do this by having a true desire for the things of God. There is a difference between reading your Bible and reading your Bible with love and passion. It’s even beyond that. It’s having the right frame of mind, knowing that you are helpless in the midst of this. The poor in spirit that Jesus mentions in the beatitudes means that you recognize your utter dependence of God. You. Cannot. Do. Anything. Without. Him. Once a man recognize this, he is now able to fully submit himself to the rule of God in His life. And that is profound. In all things, God will be glorified. So, you will know that he has changed because you will not be able to miss it. It’s something that time will prove to be true. Over and over his actions will be undeniable through the course of time.



 The Devil or God: Whose Eyes Do You See Through?
 
 
  
From the Devil’s Eyes:
Porn is no big deal. It’s not real. It doesn’t hurt anyone. It’s actually healthy for marriages to have some porn in the mix, gives ‘em something new and exciting to try.
 
 
  
From God’s Eyes:
Porn is dangerous and impure. It defiles the beauty of the marriage bed. It creates false ideals and expectations. It creates insecurities and fosters them. And not only that, it harms the people creating porn. It’s all a self-centered tool for self-please and gratification.  Nothing good comes from porn.
 
 
  
Devil:
 Marriage is all about me. My spouse isn’t doing what I want them to do. I am hurt. I deserve to be upset and angry. My spouse is the one with all of the problems. I was fine until all of this. I do everything I can for my spouse, but apparently I’m not as important to him/her.


God:
Marriage is a path to holiness. Marriage makes us more like Christ by laying down our lives for each other, by sacrificing, by loving through suffering, by not giving up when we want the cup to be taken from us. Marriage is not about “I” or “me” or “you” — it’s about Him, it’s about “WE.” There is no marriage that thrives off self. Marriage thrives off the love of God. Problems only come into a marriage when one or both people are seeking their own desires. Use less “I” when talking about marriage and more “we.”
 
 
  
Devil:
 Marriage is all about being happy, fulfilled, and romantically in love. My spouse is letting me down. I deserved better.
 
 
  
God:
 Our culture send us lies about marriage, it feeds us expectations of marriage long before we say, “I do.” We are fed a sense of entitlement.
I deserve this, I deserve that.
But entitlement is selfishness. And selfishness is poison in a marriage. Marriage is a path to holiness, a path of loving when it hurts and loving when it doesn’t hurt. Of commitment through it all. Marriages walk on dangerous grounds when they are on a foundation of expectations. When someone is not fulfilled it’s time to get a divorce and be fulfilled elsewhere. But God is the only one who can truly fulfill. Marriage cannot fulfill your desires, but it can transform them. Instead of seeking what we desire, we learn to seek God’s desires and make His desires our own.
 
 
  
Devil:
 It’s all about me. I can’t believe he has looked at porn during our marriage. That’s betrayal. That’s grounds for divorce! How could he do this to me?
 
 
  
God:
 His porn struggle started before he met you. How, then, can it be all about you? Yes, lust is adultery, and adultery is betrayal, and porn use betrays a spouse, but how weak is our love if we are looking for excuses to divorce so quickly without a fight? A man’s porn struggle generally starts before marriage and it’s not going to stop simply because he found the woman he’s always dreamed of who is more than just a body to use. Sexual addictions are deep and difficult to recover from. It’s not about you, it’s about him. Him and his self-centeredness. Not you. By making it about you it’s only adding more selfish poison to a marriage already drowning in it. Instead of thinking,
how could he do this to me?
try thinking,
how could he do this to God, himself, and those other women?
 
 
  
Devil:
 This wasn’t what I signed up for. If I had known this was going to be our marriage, I wouldn’t have married my spouse.
 
 
  
God:
 Throughout our beautiful journeys of marriage it is inevitable that we will find imperfections in our spouses, but these times should be moments where we turn to God and love our spouses through their imperfections. Just like God loves us. You don’t love your spouse because they are everything you want them to be and make you feel comfortable in life, you love your spouse because God loves you regardless of all the times you cheat on Him, turn your back, focus on other things more than Him, are unwilling to give up certain things for Him, etc. He loves us through imperfections, through betrayal, through self-centeredness, why shouldn’t we love people with the same beautiful love?
 
 
  
Devil:
 Me, me, me. Mine, mine, mine. I, I, I.
 
 
  
God:
 When we become one flesh through marriage we become
one. Those are not
my
dishes, they’re
our
dishes. Those are not
my
books,
those are
our
books. This is not
my
pain, this is
our
pain. This is not
my
battle with lust, this is
our
battle with lust. This is not
my
battle with insecurities, this is
our
battle with insecurities. Those are not
my
tears on
my
pillow, those are
our
tears on
our
pillow. Learn to see your spouse as yourself and you’ll love him/her more. Less “me” and more “us.”
 
 
  
Devil:
 My spouse has ruined me. Marriage has ruined me. I would’ve been better off a single person.
 
 
  
God:
 Marriage heals you. Marriage is a relationship for us to realize more of our flaws than we ever will in our lives. We cannot grow more into Christ’s likeness and heal from our own issues without first discovering them. And there is no relationship that can unveil our imperfections like our marriages can. The more we learn to turn from ourselves and turn toward each other and God in the midst of facing our own sins, the more our marriages will thrive. Die to yourselves. Truly. And there your marriage will find life. If you are willing to step in front of a train to save your spouse, why aren’t you willing to die for them by laying aside your own desires? Marriage is your change to either face your sins and heal from them, or run away from them.
 
 
  
Devil:
 She’s more beautiful than me.
 
 
  
God:
 Do you think there are women in this world who are more beautiful than you? Do you think there are people in this world who are ugly? Well, if so, you have a distorted view of beauty. And a distorted view of beauty is often a good cause for insecurity. We are seeking after things that are not attainable, so we will never feel like we are
good enough. When we learn to see ourselves through God’s eyes we realize that beauty is not in the eye of the beholder or the eyes of our husband’s our the eyes of ourselves or the eyes of Hollywood. Beauty is in the eye of God. Until we learn to look at the world and ourselves through His eyes, we will never know true beauty.
 
 
  
Devil:
 Marriage isn’t supposed to be painful. I don’t want to go through with this. This isn’t fair. I want a divorce. Betrayal is an okay reason for divorce — the Bible says so! I don’t have to continue loving someone who doesn’t love me.
 
 
  
God:
 Jesus died for us and we still wake up and forget about Him. We still choose to be entertained by movies that blaspheme His name. We still choose to deny Him for popularity or greed or money. We still take more time out of our day for ourselves than we do for Him. He didn’t say it wasn’t fair. He endured. He laid down His life and we still fail Him. Imagine if He ran away from the pain claiming that love shouldn’t be painful. God loves marriage. And He loves us. Imagine if God based His love for us on our love for Him — if that were the case we wouldn’t be loved by God, because there’s not an ounce of us that deserves His love.
 
 
  
Devil:
 Your spouse will never change. You will never change. You are a failure and your marriage will fail too. There is no hope for you or your marriage.
 
 
  
God:
 In God, there is hope. In God, there is hope in things that are unseen. We can look for a brighter future. One step toward His heart and we can already see the clouds clearing. Our spouses may never change. Our marriages may never be what we want them to be. But that doesn’t mean we should ever stop hoping. We should never stop focusing on Him. We should lay down our lives for Him, for our spouses, and stop listening to the lies of the devil. If we see the world through the devil’s eyes we’ll grow in self-centeredness and the poison will drown our marriages. If our spouses want to choose to drown in the poison, okay, but that can’t stop us from hoping and believing God can heal anything and anyone. Including our marriages and our hearts. Through His eyes we know that love overcomes all things. So, I don’t know about you … but I want to view everything, including myself, through His eyes and not the self-tainted eyes the devil tries to lure me to look through.
 
 
  
God’s eyes are the only way to view anything in truth.
 
 
  
Please, Lord, give us Your eyes so we can see.



 Defend Your Marriage, Not Yourself
 
 
  
When George was recovering it killed me that he so “easily” got over his issues with lust, but my pain wouldn’t go away. Why couldn’t I heal as fast? Why did he expect me to?
It was a tough time to endure, because there are so many expectations we place on each other. I think I wanted George to really feel the pain he caused me, I wanted him to endure suffering for months/years too. But instead, he seemed to get better so fast while I was left to suffer. And because I pushed him away … I often suffered alone.
It’s not right if your husband isn’t wiling to forgive you and that he’s placing his desires above your own, but in a sense … you are doing the same by focusing on yourself. When this happens we often like to be the victim, both of us, husband and wife. We sort of fight to be the one who is the victim and we defend ourselves more than we defend our marriage. That’s one of the biggest problems with any conflict in marriage …
We stop defending our marriage together because we are too busy defending our individual “rights” and hearts.
I can see this in so many emails I receive. The woman is explaining to me why she feels like he’s in the wrong, and I bet he explains to himself and she’s in the wrong. She’s telling him he’s got issues, he’s telling her she’s got issues.
You’re both defending yourselves too much. Pain has a way of making us selfish. It causes us to look inward and focus on ourselves too much. It makes us believe we have “rights.” It makes us love based on how much others love us. Our love for others is contingent on their actions toward us. We also like to be the victim. We feel wronged and we believe we are in the right. So when the person who has hurt us says, “No, you have issues. I am in the right.” Then they proceed to defend themselves and we get upset because we know we are the one who are hurt, we are the victims, we are the wounded ones! So, we defend ourselves and the cycle continues until someone gives up and leaves.
I think of Jesus.
He was wrongly accused. He was laughed at, mocked, beaten for something He didn’t do. But He suffered without trying to defend Himself. He knew who He was. He was so confident in His innocence that He didn’t need to stoop to the level of those accusing Him of something He didn’t do. He loved anyway. He was asked to get off the cross and prove who He was, prove that He was the one who was right. Did He? And if He did maybe they would’ve accused Him of being prideful.
I can’t see Him hopping off the cross and saying, “I told you so! I’m the Son of God! Now, let me finish what I need to do.”
No, He knew they would one day know the truth. He didn’t need to defend Himself on earth or puff up His pride and show them who He really was.
And all the while … suffering, dying, being wrongly accused, what did He do instead of proving that He was right? He said, “Father, forgive them … they know not what they do.”
He was focused STILL on loving others, even the people who were wrongly accusing Him AND killing Him.
That … that is love.
That is the love we should have in our marriages. I’m not saying to be abused. I’m not saying to be co-dependent or urging anyone toward anything of the sort. I’m simply saying … the way Jesus loved is the way we should love our spouses.
We should be thinking of the other person and loving them, even if they are hurting us. We shouldn’t be so set on being right or justified in our pain or actions or whatever. We shouldn’t be so set on how we feel or how deep our pain is … we should be focused on loving others.
What your husband is doing now is not loving. He is being selfish. But I can’t say that you haven’t been selfish too. When sexual addictions of any kind come into a marriage (or betrayal) … it’s hard not to be self-centered when we are hurt because it hurts bad. We feel like our husband’s have not only betrayed our marriage, but our entire existence! It really, really deeply hurts a woman. I can’t even explain how selfish I was when I was healing. George recovered within 6 weeks. He was a new person. And I hated that! I wanted him to suffer so sometimes I would put him through torment simply to make him suffer with me.
Can I just confess something horrible I did to him? Over a year after he confessed all the porn I was still in extreme pain. So … to show him how it felt (Lord, I am so sorry…) I created an image for my desktop of tons of celebrities or men I could find online and I put it on my desktop, showed him, and said, “I think all of these men are more attractive than you.”
His reaction?
He didn’t throw the computer at me (like I would’ve done). He didn’t leave the house or tell me to get out. He cried. And I thought I’d feel better. I thought maybe I’d finally feel like he understood how hurt I was.
It didn’t make me feel better. I felt horrible for making him feel that way. And I realized how horrible he felt for hurting me with porn.
Oh, the craziness this stuff can bring into a marriage.
Both you and your husband must be willing to lay your lives down for each other in order for your marriage to thrive, but even if he isn’t being so nice right now, that doesn’t stop you from loving him when it hurts. That can’t stop you from ceasing your own justification for your pain and defending yourself. His actions, just like the killers of Jesus, cannot stop you from loving him and forgiving him.
Paul wasn’t kidding around when he said, “Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud. It is not rude, it is not self-seeking, it is not easily angered, it keeps no record of wrongs. Love does not delight in evil but rejoices with the truth. It always protects, always trusts, always hopes, always perseveres. Love never fails.”
We like to post that verse on our walls, but not on our hearts. Those are tough things. Patience. Kindness. Humility. Selfless. Keeping no record of wrongs. Always protecting? Always trusting? Always hoping? Always persevering?
How many of us do that? Especially when our spouse doesn’t love us the way we think they should?
We need to lay our lives down for others. For our spouses. Even when they don’t do that for us. That’s what you need to do. And that may look different for every marriage. To a woman being abused it may be love to separate herself from him so that he cannot sin and end up killing her. I don’t what that looks like in your situation, but if your husband is or was trying to change, just not the way you thought he should … give him some time and love him instead of defending yourself or making him feel worse about himself.
Love. It overcomes all things. Jesus wasn’t a victim. I so often wanted to be a victim when George told me all his secrets. But I want to be like Jesus and He wasn’t a victim. He was a victor. And He told us to take heart, because He overcame the world. I think I’ll take heart … And love. Love when it hurts.
Because that’s what He taught me to do.



 Ending is Easier than Mending
 
 
  
I can’t even tell you how many times I cried myself to sleep wishing God would let me die. I prayed for my own death so much after George’s porn addiction swept my life into a storm. I wanted an end. There were also many, many nights I considered how I could leave him. Would I be able to find a job and support my baby? Would I be able to deal with letting him see his child––our
child? Would I be able to date again?
So many thoughts went through my mind, but they never made their way to my heart. They couldn’t. I loved my husband, whether I wanted to or not. The reason my pain ran so deep is because I loved him so much. No one could hurt me like he could, because I loved no one like I loved him.
All of those nights I prayed for the nightmare to end in some way … I didn’t realize that I was missing my opportunity to be mended. It’s true. Ending really is easier than mending. Giving up is easier than carrying the cross and being crucified. Divorce is so much easier than ironing out the wrinkles and actually
desiring
to love this person through the pain.
Nightmares are just that. Nightmares. And generally we want them to end. But what I realized throughout my journey toward healing is that nightmares are a great place to start mending. They show us our own weaknesses, if we allow them. Yes, it’s easier to pray for an end, but the tough road is so much better in
the real end. There is no better example than Jesus’ death and resurrection. He could have given up. He could have said, “These people don’t love me like I deserve. I don’t want to die for them.” He could have listened to the lies in his ear. He could have chosen his own comfort over our eternal salvation.
But He didn’t.
He chose the hard road and we, as Christians, claim to be followers of Christ. Well, Jesus didn’t walk on golden paths filled with luxury, comfort, and faithful lovers. He wasn’t crowned with jewels, He was crowned with prickly thorns. He wasn’t bathed with admiration, He was covered in spit. But He endured, regardless of our unfaithfulness, because
He loves us.
It doesn’t matter what we do, how much we choose ourselves or others over Him … He loves us.
When we are willing to follow Jesus down
all
roads, we will find healing for our souls. We will no longer desire an end, instead we will ask for our hearts to be mended. We will no longer desire to buy new sheets, instead we will stay and iron out the wrinkles in the sheets we already own. We will love in a way that often hurts, but is worth it in the end.
Anyone can ask for death of self or a relationship, but how many people are willing to wear a crown of thorns, be humiliated, and still forgive and love with pure devotion? Are we willing to love others as Jesus loves us? Or are we more concerned with being loved and admired?
Ladies, are you willing to lay down the desire to be physically stunning in the world’s eyes and seek a lasting beauty that triumphs over evil? Men, are you willing to give up your own comfort and seek to comfort your wife?
Marriages … are you willing to be mended, as painful as it may be to be chiseled and molded, instead of praying for your death?
There is so much waiting for you on the road less traveled by. Life, promise, hope, and purity. It’s not easy to let God chisel us. It’s not easy to follow Jesus down a road of humiliation when the world teaches us to seek pride and selfishness. But look at Jesus’ outcome. Look at the devil’s. And decide for yourselves if the difficult path is worth the beautiful end.



 The Heart of a Porn Star
 
 
  
The heart inside a porn star and me is not very different. Porn stars know, unless it is so hidden by the darkness, that somewhere inside of them something is missing. Underneath the parties, the mess, the drugs, the sex, the attention, the “glamour” … they want to be loved, truly loved, for who they are.
Donny Pauling worked with many girls throughout his nine years as a porn producer. “They may start out enjoying it,” he says. “But soon I see the light in their eyes go out.” My friend, Stephanie Taylor, who is a former stripper, said to me, “It felt like a prison. I knew somewhere inside I was made for so much more than what I was living in, but I didn’t know how to get out. It appealed to me at first. The money, the attention, all that. Then, it quickly began to kill my heart and all my childhood dreams. But I still hoped for something better.”
The heart of The Other Woman is no different than ours. We’re all women who want freedom to be who we are, instead of striving for an unattainable perfection. The only difference between porn stars and me (besides our occupations, of course) is that they often don’t believe they are broken or in need of the freedom and love only God can bring them.
I find more bitter than death the woman who is a snare, whose heart is a trap and whose hands are chains. The man who pleases God will escape her, but the sinner she will ensnare. (Ecclesiastes 7:25:27)
And the sinners she ensnares, some of them, only care about themselves, not her. A man who embraces porn, the more depraved the better, wrote this about women. (I’ve changed the language to be less offensive.)
Women are most beautiful when fulfilling their natural role as sluts and toilets. They’re also happiest when being most ruthlessly used, slapped, beaten, and urinated on. Don’t believe me? Ask Emily* – a girl who has experienced more ecstasy in being savagely handled than gently caressed. A girl who has rejected any kind of pity, or dignity, or shame, or love, because she’s found that joy and ecstasy, the most extraordinary bliss, comes from being utterly ravaged and debased. Emily’s an invincible victim. What’s been done to her has been demeaning and humiliating and disgusting. And she deserves more. More and worse.
Obviously all men who view porn are not this way, but many of them say things like the above paragraph. Or worse. These types of things are typed to porn stars on their MySpace comments, Facebook walls, and personal blogs. Men who participate in porn spoke to porn stars as though they were nothing more than an object. And most of the girls pretend to enjoy it. But we know that woman is the crown of God’s creation. They are the beauty and relational love of God. Yet, men desire porn stars no more than a cigarette. Light it, smoke it, feel good, then step on it and walk away.
How could the light in their eyes stay bright while being treated like a cigarette? Too many people, too many times, stomp their lights out. The only thing left to do is learn to live in the darkness or find a way to leave, and most have no idea how to go about the latter. So, they forget the desires of their heart and they hope, like Stephanie, for something better … until the darkness swallows their hope and the devil laughs.
But we (women) can do something for them. We can stop looking inward so much and realize that porn isn’t harming just our marriage. Porn is breaking hearts and turning women into trash. It’s killing souls. Men can do something for these women/girls, too. They can choose to stop seeking a momentary pleasure in what appears to be a nice fantasy, but is really a video showing the further beating of a woman’s (and the men, too, can’t forget male “performers”) soul.
Porn is a dark world that tries to lure people in with its many lies. And sadly, it succeeds often. Let’s stop looking inward and look out. Let’s start praying for the heart of The Other Woman as much as we pray for our marriage. Porn is a nasty cycle … let’s do something to break the cycle!
 
 
  



How She Loses the Light in Her Eyes
Most girls enter the sex industry because it seems appealing. It pays a lot of money in a short amount of time. Some single mothers need money and feel like they have no other option to care for their children. College-age girls need finances for school, or a way to make quick cash. There are countless other reasons girls are lured by the money, but like Stephanie (a former stripper) said to me, “The money will hook you in and keep you there until you bleed.”
Add “glamour” and attention on top of the money and some girls will fall without question. You can’t turn on your TV without seeing a half-naked woman. Everything but little blurred circles for private parts are seen on MTV. So why would any girl who doesn’t know God’s love feel ashamed of flaunting her body, too? She’ll have a make-up artist, a hair stylist, provocative photo shoots, and tons of men wanting her. Seems appealing, so they go for it.
Then, like so many porn stars, they realize porn isn’t as glamorous as they thought it would be. They get punched and beaten. Producers force them to remain in uncomfortable positions for long periods of time while they take pictures. Many porn stars contract diseases like Gonorrhea and Chlamydia more frequently than we get a common cold. Shelley Lubben hid her tears in a towel tossed her way to wipe her face after a scene. Some porn stars can’t have children, and some have multiple abortions. They are an object of man’s lust, not a man’s heart. An object of depravity, instead of the life-giving beauty they were created to provide the world.
It’s easy to be upset with porn stars or jealous of porn stars when our husband’s and boyfriend’s constantly choose them over us, but what our husband’s (and we) don’t realize is that porn star’s are often hurting more than our marriages. Some girls involved with the sex industry may hide their pain, just like some wives hide behind masks like
all men do it
…
I’m confident and the stuff he looks at doesn’t threaten me
…
I watch it with him, and it’s not that bad. Porn stars, strippers, normal teenage girls who wear inappropriate clothing … they’re hiding and they’re hurting behind walls of stone.
They want to be loved. Just like us.
We want our husband’s to cherish us. They want a husband — or someone — to cherish them. So, what do we do? What do they do?
We do whatever we can to get the attention we crave … or … we hide. And while we are crying ourselves to sleep because our husband’s our masturbating to other women, many of those same porn stars are holding back tears as they are forced to do another degrading scene. There were many times in my marriage that I believed I’d only be able to keep my husband’s attention if I acted like a porn star. Maybe then he’d really love me, I thought. Love me enough to not look elsewhere. But that’s not true. Porn stars aren’t
loved. They want to be. But they are used, craved like a drug, then tossed aside for someone else, some other high.
I think too many women in this world try to deny the fact that they want love. They stop believing in soul-mates. They stop believing in true love. But I can’t help but believe in true love and that the heart of a woman beats with passion for this kind of love (whether in marriage or friendship). Me, you, and even the porn stars so many men glue their eyes to … I truly believe we all want real, deep love. We don’t want to be drooled over. Sure, there may be a part of every woman that wants to be lusted over, but that’s not our hearts. Just like the heart of a man doesn’t want to lust over woman after woman.
We all want to love and be loved.
Sometimes we just lose the light in our eyes, like so many girls and women who get lured into the sex industry. The world tells us we want to spend our lives being an object, beautified, and lusted over. It tells us we aren’t beautiful enough, kind enough,
good enough. The lies spin around the hearts of our men, making them believe lust is no big deal, making them want that high so much they can’t help but click their mouse to the next lustful image. But truth tells us the opposite.
We, women, want to be loved, cherished, and valued for all we are worth. We don’t want to be tossed aside. That light in our eyes — in
her
eyes? It should burn bright. So bright that a man can’t help but realize the worth of every woman. So bright that we could never let ourselves become an object of lust. We should know our worth. Wives, you should know your worth. You should also know the worth of a porn star. She’s worth as much as you, me, and every other person in this world.
We’re all precious in God’s sight. And we’re all victims of porn. We can’t blame porn stars or even our husband’s for what is going on here, for the destruction in our marriages and the pain in our eyes. We have to blame the devil and his evil ways. He knows what he’s doing.
Let’s stop allowing him to dim the lights in our eyes, in the eyes of those in the industry, and in the eyes of our fantasy-driven men.
Prayer.
You may not think it works, but it can change this cycle. So can our hearts … if we allow them to change. If we allow God to show us this industry for what it really is. If we allow ourselves to truly believe we are not the only victims. And if our wonderful men in this world can do the same — get some eye drops for lust, clear their visions, and stand up against the power this industry has over so many hearts and lives.



 Love Letters to Porn Stars
 
  
The following letters were submitted to LoveLetterstoPornStars.com:
 
  



Never Thought I’d Say This
 
 
  
Dear sister,
There are so many things I’d say to you if I could, and yet so little comes to mind when I sit down to write to you. I can see your face on the back of my eyelids every time I close my eyes. There you are. The woman my husband looked at when he should have been making love to me. There you are again. In my dreams. And again when I’m taking the kids to school. You are everywhere. Images of your face used to haunt me. Torture me. But now I’ve learned to look past the image my husband used for self-pleasure and see your heart. There, underneath the pretty eyes, is a soul in need of love, in need of mercy, grace, and forgiveness.
I forgive you. I forgive you because I know that it’s not you who stole the joy from my marriage for so long. It’s the devil. And I know he’s stealing your joy as well. I know he wants both of us to die, but I’m not willing to watch him smile at my demise. I’m not willing to watch him laugh at yours either. I am praying for you dear sister, because I know what it’s like to feel like you’ll only be loved if you look better, act better, or turn more heads. And I know the emptiness that resides in a heart that seeks these things and never finds life.
I have found life. In my dearest Jesus Christ. It’s in Him that you’ll find life too, if you reach for it. If you truly desire it. I’m loving you through that love. Through a love that never dies.
 
 
  
Your sister,
A Wife of an Ex-Porn Addict, late 20s
 
  



Who Am I to Judge You?
 
 
  
Dear Miss Porn Star,
This letter is very difficult for me to write. Please hear me out, I really need for you to hear what is on my mind and pray that you will have an open heart to receive where I am coming from.
I have had to do a lot of soul searching and research to understand you and where you’re coming from.  I realize that in the end there is much pain coming from both sides of this matter. I am the wife, on the other side hurting, and this is my story to you.
I am filled with love, desire, hopes and dreams with my husband. I vowed, under God, to give my heart, mind body and soul to be entrusted with my life partner. I didn’t expect our marriage to be perfect. I just wanted to serve my husband with love, understanding, loyalty and build our marriage on solid, Christ centered, foundation.
I can only tell you that my life crumbled when I found out that my husband desired to lust over you, giving the most intimate act of release that I should have been desired to please him with.
On one hand, I want to tell you that I hate you for ruining my marriage, for putting your naked body on display for my husband to lust over, and not desire me. I want to tell you hurtful things so that you could feel my pain! I want to put you down because I believe that you know what you’re doing and you don’t care that it destroys marriages and the children that ending getting hurt because of it. I want to tell you that your evil and you know it and you don’t even care that you’re living in darkness.
But then… on the other hand, I want you to know that, I after taking the time to read about the porn the industry and what women have to endure. After having a little more understanding, I want you to know that I do have a heart of compassion for you.  I don’t know you and who am I to judge you. You might even be hurting too at this very minute and need someone, anyone to understand you. You might need them to know that you’re lonely and need someone to love you.
My husband is a grown man and he has to be accountable for watching sex videos and choosing to view the women, in them, over me. But I want you to know that lust only creates pain. First it’s a visual thing, and then it leads to the real thing. Affairs and adultery!  I don’t know all the answers, but I know that I desire at pure relationship. And I know God created Marriage to be beautiful. It’s not a dream that can’t be obtained. I want to love my husband  because he is worth it.
I’m not perfect. I am a sinner and have done my share of wrongs in my life that I need to be forgiven for.  If there is one thing that I can share and leave with you today, it’s that I forgive you and I hope that one day, you will be with a man who truly loves you with all their fullest potential. A man respects you, a man that has a heart after Christ who desires to bring you joy, peace, kindness, tenderness, security and love. Because you deserve it and you are worth it.
 
 
  
Love,
A wife’s bleeding soul, over, my husband’s, lustful desires & addictions, 45yo
 
 
  



We’re All Broken
 
 
  
Dear beloved,
There are so many times when I want to hate you and be so angry at you, and there are times when I blame you for everything … the billboards I see when driving down the highway, the ads on TV, the websites on his computer, the arguments, the tears, the pain … but then I remember His love.
I’m so imperfect and broken and in need of His love and I am no better than you. He loves you just as much as He loves me so I should love you just the same…
 I know the pain that I feel when I feel that I dont turn his head like you can, and I know the pain of not ever feeling like enough, but I bet that you know those feelings better than anyone. I know that just like me, you feel your beauty is on the outside, but oh beloved if you and I would just seek His truth and remember our beauty comes from Him when our hearts wrap around Him.
I think about the nights where I would just sit in front of my mirror and cry … so I cant imagine how you must feel, striving to be good enough. I’m learning that it’s not about me being good enough, it’s about my Jesus being enough for me, because He’s the only one that can ever be enough.
I cant promise that there will never be a day again where I wont
want
to hate you, but beloved I pray you would forgive me for those times because I know it’s not you I should hate, it’s Satan I should detest because of how he wants us both to fall.
You are beautiful. I havent met you and I probably never will, but I know you’re beautiful … I’m learning to pray for you when I see you in my thoughts, in my car, online just praying that He would set you free and that you would find REAL love and passion in His arms…




Love,
 Esther, 20yo
 
  



You are Beautiful
 
  
Dear Beautiful,
Did you know that you are beautiful? And not just for what your body looks like either. You are beautiful because you were made by a loving God who is the very essence of beauty, and when He fashioned you, He made you in His image. When He created you, He smiled because He knew that what He created was good, He knew this world would want to use you, to defile you, to take your true beauty and make it ugly, to take your innocence and smash it, your heart and break it.
He still loves you, He still thinks you are beautiful, and His heart is now breaking because of the lies you have swallowed and the life you are not caught up in. When I thought about how I would be able to write this letter, a love letter to you, I thought why would I want to do that? How could I do that? After all my husband was unfaithful to me with you. He chose you over me for his pleasure many times, and I sat here naive, believing him when he told me that he only had eyes for me, after all, who are you to him? You did not give birth to his 3 children. You don’t know him or love him, you haven’t stuck by him through thick and thin.
I resented you, resented the fact that you put your body out there for good men, husbands and fathers to feast there weak eyes upon, when they struggle to stay pure for God and their families. I asked God, “How? How will I be able to love these women?” And then, I looked at my two beautiful daughters playing in the backyard, and it occurred to me, that is who you are. You are little girls that are beautiful, little girls that got so very lost along the way. God loves you so much He can’t stop thinking about you, you are His daughters, and it pains Him deeply that you have allowed yourself to be used to be the garbage of this world, thinking perhaps you would get that place of longing inside of you filled this way, and now that you haven’t, God is still there, still waiting for you to come to His open arms.
He will never love you with a love that is impure, He will never use you for evil, He will never turn you away, He will never be unfaithful to you, He loves you. Period. I forgive you. You are not who I thought you were. You are not who you think you are either. God bless you beautiful!
 
 
  
Love,
Michelle, 32yo
 
 
  



As a Child I Took Your Hand
 
 
  
Dear Beautiful, Loved, Creation of God,
Porn Star is not your name.
I am so sorry. I have looked upon you in awe, yet ignored your soul. Will you ever forgive me?
Before age thirteen I found myself trapped in your world. I was twelve. I saw you on television. I froze, scared to death but intrigued. You smiled into the camera as if happy. Years older than me, I had no clue what you were. You looked nothing like the girls I saw at middle school. My heart pounded as you suddenly reached your hand out at me through the TV. I could not resist you. I took hold of your hand and walked away with you into your world. A child, purity drained from me as you revealed things I was never intended to see, especially so early in my life. For practically the next decade, I stayed with you.
But
you are not to blame
for my sin and addictions. You are simply a victim, as I… However, my victimization only took place inside. I cannot imagine what you have endured physically, mentally, emotionally… I realized it was not you who led me into the world of pornography. It was the lust of generations of fathers before me and the worm, Satan, who brought the sin to their attention. They grabbed both you and me.
You, they placed above millions to be examined and criticized. Me, they pushed into the crowd of millions to worship your body.
Whatever you may believe, God does exist…
I have been set free from pornography because of His Grace and Mercy. Countless times, I have laid in my bed with tears in my eyes after lusting over you. Guilt plagued me. But His Spirit overcame me with His Love and my tears increased in gratefulness. Though you have caused many men to lust, including me, God offers to pour His Love and Forgiveness on you as well.
You are adored by God. Much more than you ever will be by someone like me. By any man on this earth. The only man who ever walked this earth that can truly love you is Jesus.
Look at yourself. You were once the size of the tip of your finger in your mother’s womb. God has let you live, hasn’t He? He has provided the air you breathe, the blood that runs through your veins, and the legs that allow you to walk this Earth. And you have been created beautiful by God, intended to make your husband unable to stand. I know you are beautiful without even looking at you. We all are because we are fashioned by the hand of God.
No matter the scars… Let no one, especially “Christians”, make you believe God doesn’t love you. He Himself is filled with sorrow at your tears.
I once lusted after you. Confused, I was blinded by the world’s carelessness, as they exposed your body to so many men, rather than just one. But I can finally say I truly love you: the soul deep within your body. There are true followers of Christ who feel the same way. And this love we have for you is not the result of us, but God. The words of love that I am writing you are directly from Jesus Christ. He loves you sooooooooo much!!!!! Keep faith and listen to His Favor alone. He IS Pure Love.
 
 
  
You are so loved, more than you can possibly know,
Chad, 21
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