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I always thought my home life was normal. We lived in middle to upper middle­class communities and had all the comforts we needed. However, there was an acute lack of love and nurturing from my dad growing up and a serious lack of parental involvement. Dad rarely spent any time with us kids and .1 remember hi'm being angry and detached most of the time. Even at a young age, I remernber being scared bf him, but still seeking his approval. So, my brother, . sister and I were largely raised by our mother. With ·my dad being so angry and detached, I naturally gravitated to the love and acceptance of my mother. In fact, looking back, there were no positive male role models in my life. We were not involved in church and all my uncles and other male relatives were· . • dysfunctional. .. involved in adultery, drinking, carousing, etc .. I had no one to model what it was-to be a man and I had a deep need to connect in a healthy way wit� healthy meri. . -- - · ------
• Even as·.a.small-child,:.-1 had-a-preoccupationwitn sax. I remember having sexual encounters with other kids as early as five years old. Most of these involved• "shQw and tell" or "playing doctor" with some touching and even· mild oral contact.• My family moved several times during my elementary school years andeverywhere we went, I found myself seeking out opportunities to explore mysexuality with other kids. Though there were sometimes other boys around, the..focus of my attention was always with girls. When I was 9 years old, we finally settled in a neighborhood in Marietta where I would come into my teen years.
There were so man� �exual en�oun�ers. at ��atJilJ.l� iJl.rnY Jijf� .�IJ�� ��$,�gl�.�q • 
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• • •  it _ •• ; ,.�. •• • •• ,.:..,:.;.• reJ!1em.�er them all. ·As�bqys·t"V�. �S$��t9 _ruJl -�f9.tina,=o�r.. '1��9�9qff:J_g9,qJit mglit�s.�r�aking": �ometi�·es "\ive· .w�y,I� J�e.�W<?.µfcf Q4t�9us�Jai�r�� -i)��M· �qq;9�. streaking··and do-maliei8��:thing$·:·· we-ha� waftqo. rnu:ch· ff�e�tqril. _ai.i.d)iot. :.enough parental involvement or'accouiita�ility:·;OnEfday a.frjet1d· ofmine and I coerced a girfwho·was ·our age to strip. for us and Walk around modeling in the . nude. We got caught and my parents sat me down and talked to.'me. I was so ashamed, but it didn't curb my preoccupation with sex. It was· at the age of 10 or 11 that I discovere� the · magazines in my dad's closet. They were mostly Playboy and Penthouse and I was grawn·to them. There were also some Playgirl magazines there.and I was curious-about them, too\· My parents had· abook call �everything you Always Wanted to Know Abo1:1t Sex Slit Were Afr$i� to Ask". • 1 would. read through the pages for hours learning everything im�ginable about every kind of sex and at the young age of 11. It was this book that taught me about masturbation. 
In the summer of 1975, I had just turned 12 years old. School was out for summer and a gr<,?UP of five boys_ from· our neighborhood had gathered one �ft!3moo,:i at the:.hou�e where_fylo Qf the boys lived to swini in their pool. On this��y;_!jl_Y.!it�·w?t;lld_'�.ryari9e·tor�v�r: • !he poof .. wa·�--�bo"e.:_gr�u·nd_an� �-�d a.high Pr:'V��Y. f���, -�r.��.r.t�: �-·: !f:le• P���11!s; 9n��-P.�Y� wt:to lly�_ctt�er¢ V.i�r� gcme; f9rth�-���y�-���--���r,�--��-��Qle p�a?.�.'�cf�u���'l���- :f:\�e.r.-�¥'�'1111llr-i9.;�Whil�;·tne·. b��r���:��•� .�.")-�, �ff•·���- �eall ·�tarfed' $kiri�Y.�jpp;nQ:i N��E(ofus. �-���gohe·.
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It was January of 1986. I was still working at Kroger and did not realize how my 
life was about to change. I heard_that we there were two new girls transferring to 
our store from other stores. They both started on the same day. I was off work 
that day, but made it a point to go by and introduce myself to both of them. 
There �ad been such a clique at the store when I hired. on there and I was glad to 
have some new faces to-work with. When I.met Becky Andersen, I was instantly 
captivated by her. She was married and had two small children, but she was so 
together and she made me feel differently tl:lan any other woman I had ever met. 
She was so real ... there were no mind games. I felt .like I could just be-myself 
(that is, the "myself' that I was willing to show everyone). I knew·she was 
married, but I couldn't help how I felt about her. After about Utree months, we 
confessed our feelings for each other and our relationship started. She asked 
her husband-to leave in April of 1986 and I moved in with her-that same 
weekend. I still had the same impure desire.s when we met, but for the first time, 
I wasn't ·consumed by them. My attention turned mainly to her. We lived 
together until November of that year when we were married. I walked down the 
aisl� that day with a secret in my heart that I had vowed to take to the grave with 
me. 

. 
As the years wore on and the the newness of our marriage wore off, my thought 
life got more active. I was still masturbating frequently and replaying those same

,,.. _. tapes from my teen years. I was also having more and more. difficulty making
( . Jove to Rebecca. The wedge between us from the infidelity in my mind caused 
'/ greater and greater �Ustance between us through the years. I was feeling the 

pressure to "perform", but my aesires were elsewhere. The demands of my 
ca-re.er, family life and church kept me quite busy and I :was able to manage my
addiction. However, thiRgs continued to get worse and worse for our marria_ge. 

It was also during the first few years of our marriage that my addiction took me to 
a new low and I did something deplorable; I fondled two of our kids in their 
sleep ...  and .  was probably four or five and I fondled her 
one night while she was asleep and while Rebecca was at work. On another 
occasion, several years later, I also fondled Michael in his sleep. He was 
probably 3 year old at the time� Again, this-happened while Rebecc� was at 
work. On both of these occasions, I remember beif1g· particularly �nslave.d t� my 
addiction and definitely no� in my right mind. I have carried this horrible secret 
with me, and as hard as it is to confront, I have to confess it. Of everything I 
have done, this is the thing that I am most ashamed of and I a_m deeply sorry for 
allowing myself to sink so low. 

In 1995, I was introduced to the internet. My job would sometimes require me to 
work late hours and I would ·surf the internet to pass the time. One night while I 
was working late, I stumbled across some homosexual images. That night, the 
smaller hook in me became a harpoon. For the next two years, I frequently 
visited pornographic websites both at home and at work. I had such a fear of 
getting caught, but I couldn't help myself. I kept l�oking for more lewd material 
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and I seemed .to always gravitate toward images of younger men and teen boys.  

It was also during this time that Rebecca and I were interim youth pastors at our {'
church. I was struggling with an attraction for young boys and was in a position 
of spiritual leadership over several bqys in our youth group. That year, while 
away at an overnight youth outing, I touched one of the boys in his sleep. He 
didn't wake up and nevet knew that I had touched h�m. . . 
My .addiction to internet pornography continued on for the next 2 and a half 
years. In 1997, we joined Metropolitan Church and I began to hear about 
deliverance from besetting sins like mine. At this point in my life,· my addiction 
had almost completely taken control of me ... my mind was flooded with sexual 
thoughts most all the time. I was having difficulty functioning at my job and at 
church and I had become· completely worthless and self-absorbed at home. After 
attending the Promise Keepers Stand rn the. Gap event in Washington DC, I felt 
the Lord calling me· to ·confess my sin, but I was still too scared to confront it. In

✓ 1998, • while on another youth outing, I touched another boy in his sleep. Again, 
the _boy didn't wake up and did not know that I touched him. Later that year, my 
marriage was crumbling under the weight of the dishonesty and Rebecca was 
about to snap. I had lied to her for too long and I could no longer bear the pain of 
what my secret was doing to me, to her and our family. I made an appointment 
with a counsetor and fer the first time in my life I confessed to another human 
being that I was attracted to other males. I felt like the weight of the world had 

. been lifted off my shoulders. It was in that counselor's office that I began to 
understand how pred,ictable this type of ad�iction is for someone who had the 
kind of childhood that I did. And because I was in church and walking with the 
Lord, I believed that God had a plan to bring healing to me for my addiction and 
my attraction to males. r-However, I had made such a mess of my life that I would 
spend the next several years trying to pursue my own recovery while dealing with 
a severely broken marriage, and trying to become a good dad for our kids. I 
joined a r:nen's group at church in 2000 which eventually became the Avenue 
Group. In this group, I learned some practical steps toward coming out of my 
addiction. I was able to get a handle on my addiction to masturbation and 
pornography by being accountable to other men over these issues in my life. I 
was able to share this whole story with two·men in that group, but I could never 
break free from the guilt and shame over the fact.that. the desires have never 
gone away. I have been able to get some freedom from the bondage of sexual 
addiction and it has been over four years since I played one of the "tapes" from 
my teen years. In the summer of. 2002, I had a relapse and lo.eked at 
pornography a few times. _ I was able to cut this off quickly by confessing it to the 
men in my group and have been free from pornography ever since . 

.,Today, I still battle an attraction for young men and am working with a therapist to 
/ get to the root of why the attraction is still there. I've bee"l able to determine that 

there is a part of me that is still stuck in my teen years and that I'm holding onto 
. something that will never happen. I realize what a lie this is from the er:iemy �nd 

am taking the necessary steps to "flee from youthful lusts" as the Bible tells us to . -�




